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		Prologue

		

		Carly was only half listening as her dormmate rambled drunkenly on and on about one of her fantasies. Sandi always had a fantasy to tell, her favorite was being a prostitute. Carly found the idea somewhat appalling. After all, what would Sister Mary Catherine have had to say about it? The thought nearly sending her into hysterics.

		

		Still, it was kind of hot listening to her rambling fantasy. The idea causing her nipples to perk up and her pussy to dampen with her dew. Shamefully, Carly even found herself masturbating sometimes at the carnal thoughts she produced. Sandi’s erotic ramblings invading her psyche…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Carly admitted that it was a common enough problem. She and her husband had been married for five years. Most of those years had been happy ones. Well, happy except for one small detail. Their sex life had dwindled miserably. What had once been a daily occurrence, was now more like once a month. Sometimes, even less.

		

		It wasn’t entirely Jeff’s fault. She was the first to admit that. They were both responsible. She’d let herself go a little after they’d gotten married. Of course, Jeff had as well. Add to that all the stress of their respective careers and it was a recipe for disaster.

		

		Her best friend Sandi was the one to suggest that they try some roleplay in their bedroom activities. She and Sandi had been inseparable during their college days. Dorm roommates first, and best friends ever since. Sandi was even her first and only lesbian lover. Although, they never mentioned their little college dorm room experimentations anymore. At least, not out loud… Occasional thoughts were still allowed, weren’t they? Sandi had even been her maid of honor when she and Jeff got married. They shared everything. Including the details of the woeful sex life that she and Jeff were now enduring.

		

		Sandi had always been a little on the wild side. It was a nice complement to Carly’s more introverted demeanor. Although, this latest suggestion was a little too wild even for Sandi. Roleplay? In the bedroom? What was that girl thinking? Jeff would never go along with something like that. Would he? He was way too staid in his ways for anything like that. “Don’t talk crazy, Sandi. There’s no way I could ever do that. Plus, Jeff would never like it, he’d just shake his head at me in disbelief. Then, turn over and go to sleep.”

		

		Still, Carly knew she had to do something. First on her agenda had been some sexy new underwear. Sandi’s suggestion, of course. Spice it up a little between the sheets. It was also Sandi’s idea to join a gym. At least, that, the two inseparable friends had done together. It was nice, they kept each other honest and made sure that they really did work out. It showed too. Over the course of a few months, Carly’s body had toned up and she had shed ten pounds with her new regimen. Jeff had even noticed.

		

		Carly wasn’t too sure about that at first. Putting together the new lingerie and the gym workouts, the first thing that had come out of Jeff’s mouth was, “Are you having an affair?” Not an auspicious beginning. But, it did at least open a dialogue. A pretty heavy dialogue at times. Ultimately, they both admitted that their sex life had gotten stale. But, as to what to do about it? Well, that was a whole different thing.

		

		Jeff did seem to try and notice her more. Actually, complimenting her from time to time. They talked about their problems. Discussed things more openly. They even agreed to ‘date night,’ setting aside one night a week for just themselves, no business, no friends, no relatives, no TV. Not even if it happened to be a game night. It was to be a time to go out to a nice dinner or a show. Providing a real reason to get dressed up for a change and feel a little like they were dating again. Carly liked that idea. That was what was missing, the thrill of doing new things, feeling pretty. Meeting new people. The sensation of Jeff undressing her after they got home. Seeing his face as her charms were unveiled one by one. The excitement of it all.

		

		None the less, it ended up still feeling a little stale. Nothing that they hadn’t done a thousand times before. Five years of marriage is a long time to be with the same person. ‘Date night’ usually just ended up with Jeff crawling between her legs and fucking her for a few minutes until she faked an orgasm. He’d cum and then rollover and go to sleep. It didn’t used to be like that, thought Carly. Jeff used to really get her motor going. He had always been a considerate lover. Maybe, not the best she’d ever had but… Not that she had a whole lot of experience anyway. Still, he was someone that fulfilled her enough for her to want to spend the rest of their lives together. Not anymore.

		

		Carly tried to get him to open up. She wanted him to be a little more expressive, to tell her what to do. She had always liked being told. Did he want her to suck him? Not her favorite chore, but she’d do it if he asked. Willingly. Maybe a different position? Sandi talked incessantly about things like Cowgirl, Doggie, Anal, Bi and Reverse something or other. It all sounded kind of kinky and dirty, but a little exciting too. Sometimes Carly was even curious enough to look up the terms on the internet. Good little girl that she was, she’d never admit out loud that half of the time she didn’t even know what Sandi was talking about.

		

		It was the internet searches that got her to wondering, to fantasizing. You start looking up sexual terms on the internet and all sorts of things pop up. Carly began to get a real education in sex. Some of those things sounded pretty interesting, too. The videos weren’t bad either. Carly could get very hot watching some of those. Obviously, she wasn’t the only wife having sexual problems. She took some of those sex blogs and videos to heart and decided to try and get a little more adventurous.

		

		One night she’d convinced Jeff to take her dancing. She’d gotten a new dress for the occasion. It was rather daring, at least for her. The dress was very short, coming to about mid-thigh and had a little scoop neckline that let her small cleavage show a little. Not too much, just a hint. She coupled it with her highest heels and some thigh top stockings. The outfit made her feel very sexy as Jeff looked her up and down with a little glint in his eye.

		

		There was a new club at the far edge of town and it had gotten rave reviews. Sandi had told her about it initially and she had since looked it up on line as well. Carly had always loved to dance, even if Jeff didn’t. She was absolutely thrilled as they entered the club and the driving beat of the music assaulted her ears. She could actually feel her heart pounding with the sexy beat. Wow! I’ve even got goosebumps, she thought.

		

		They found a table and ordered drinks; white wine for her and a beer for Jeff. Of course, nothing new there. Once they’d had a chance to drink those and get a refill, she’d actually coaxed Jeff out on to the dance floor. She loved feeling her body move to the music, just letting herself go. Glancing around, she could see some of the other women dancing VERY sexily with their partners. It was kind of exciting to watch. Her body tingling at the thought. Carly wasn’t too sure about doing that? But, it did look like fun. Maybe after a couple more glasses of wine?

		

		Sure enough, once slightly more inebriated, Carly was grinding her butt into Jeff’s crotch with the best of them. He even felt her up a little bit while they danced. It just didn’t last. A few dances in, Jeff gave out. Wanting to sit back down and get another beer. Finally, Carly said, “Go ahead, sit down Mr. Stick-In-The-Mud. I’ll just dance by myself for a while.”

		

		Carly loved the carefree feeling of just moving to the music. She closed her eyes and let herself move seductively to the beat. Arms in the air, her hips swaying seductively as she did. She felt like a bird flying free when she let herself go like that. At first, Carly didn’t even notice that another man had come up and started dancing opposite her. But, when she did, she thought, What the heck? I’m not the one that flaked out on the dancing. Besides, he’s kind of cute. What’s the harm?

		

		Her new partner moved right along with her, eventually lightly touching her hips with his hands as she moved. Carly almost stopped him, but it actually felt kind of nice. A strange man had his hands on her swaying hips and was starting to grind into her just a little bit. What the heck, it was fun. It was like she was back in college again. She could even feel his hardening cock rubbing against her while she moved to the beat. Her heart fluttering just a bit from the naughtiness of it. When the music changed to a slower number, Carly just naturally fell into his arms. They started out dancing rather far apart, at arm’s length if you will. But as her new partner tried to talk with her, they unsurprisingly pulled closer to each other.

		

		His name was Mike, and he was visiting friends here tonight. He’d been sort of a third wheel on their evening and was really enjoying the opportunity of dancing with Carly. She decided she wasn’t exactly unhappy about it either. Especially after Mike’s hands began to caress her tenderly. She could feel herself getting excited. Sexually excited. Her breathing was becoming more and more passionate as the music continued. Yes. She was even getting a little wet down ‘you know where.’ Oh, Lord. I’m really getting turned on by this guy. Some guy that’s NOT my husband, she thought naughtily.

		

		Oh, God. Husband? What about Jeff? The thought hit her like a bolt of lightning. She frantically looked around trying to see her husband. It was one thing to dance all by herself, it might even be okay to dance with somebody else, at least for a fast dance. But, this? This might be taking things just a little too far for a married woman. At least in Jeff’s eyes. The floor was crowded, and it was difficult to spot him at first. When her eyes finally fell on her husband, she was almost shocked by the expression on his face. She expected that he might be upset with her, at the very least. But, he didn’t really look mad. His face wasn’t getting red and he wasn’t scowling at her. He looked… He looked a little flushed and he was intently staring at them as they danced. His breathing was heavy, almost passionate. He really looked like he was getting excited. Did he like to see her dancing like this? Watching her as she moved to the music? Did he like seeing another man’s hands caressing her little ass cheeks? I wonder how Jeff would feel if I let him touch my breasts? Wait a minute, was that thought just about Jeff seeing it, or was it maybe about Mike doing it? Or, both? Maybe, even about Mike doing more than just touching her…

		

		When the song ended, Carly thanked her new companion for the dance and started to walk away. Making a hasty retreat. Mike held tightly to her hand though and asked if he could have her number. Maybe give her a call sometime? Wow! That really got her motor racing. She politely declined the offer, explaining to him that she was married, and that she had to get back to her husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Carly strolled seductively over to where her husband was sitting. A light sheen of sweat glistened on her body. Gently putting her hand on his shoulder, she gave him a little kiss before sitting back down. Jeff didn’t say anything about her dancing with Mike. He did, however, suggest rather abruptly that it was time to go home and enjoy some alone time.

		

		When they got there, Jeff hustled her straight into the bedroom and started to hurriedly undress her. Slipping her dress from her shoulders, he let it puddle at her feet. Jeff continued to kiss her passionately, as he unclasped her bra freeing her small breasts. Carly knew she really didn’t need a bra; it was more for effect. Momma had always said, ‘Good girls always wear a bra.’ Her breasts were small and perky. Always had been. Just about right for her tiny frame. Carly was a little shocked as he more or less devoured her nipples once he’d uncovered them. He was suckling on her sensitive nubs, as she grew more and more excited from the attention. Jeff hadn’t done anything like that since… Well, since FOREVER. She wasn’t sure what had gotten into her husband, but she liked it.

		

		Eventually, Jeff slid down her slim body and tugged her panties off. Not his normal maneuver. Carly was totally in shock, as he proceeded to slip his tongue into the groove of her fur covered mound. She could feel the electric shock as his tongue slid sensually up her slit and then probed her hard clit. Her body shook with a small orgasm at his touch. Jeff was eating her pussy. He hadn’t done that for years. God, how she had missed it. Suddenly, she felt her whole body vibrate again as his tongue slid deeply inside her warm little pussy.

		

		After that, Carly felt she had no choice but to return the favor, shall we say? She was still dressed in just her high heels and stockings. She made no move to change that, either. It made her feel especially sexy for some reason. Naughty? Yes, that's the word I want, she thought. I’m being such a dirty, naughty girl tonight. Setting Jeff down on the side of the bed, she unfastened his belt and pulled his zipper down exposing his hard cock. Kneeling, she kissed the swollen purplish head of his dick, her tongue tasting the salty precum that had gathered there from his excitement. She didn’t know what got her staid, oh so proper and quiet husband so excited tonight, but she liked it. For that matter, she wasn’t sure what had gotten her so excited either. Was it just going out dancing like that? Or, maybe, was it that she had been dancing with another man? Someone that wasn’t her husband? Was that it? The forbidden aspect of letting another man touch her while she danced? Or, was it her illicit thoughts of letting his hands touch her further? Wondering what he would feel like inside of her? That hard cock she’d felt rubbing against her while they danced, buried deep her pussy?

		

		Carly stopped short of letting Jeff cum while she was giving him head. She had never actually let him do that. She didn’t really think she’d like the taste of it. Besides, she wanted to be fucked tonight. Needed to be fucked tonight. Something better than just a few strokes between my spread legs tonight, please? Face it, she could get off better with that vibrator that Sandi gave her for her birthday than through Jeff’s normal few strokes and a grunt. A LOT better.

		

		Jeff, apparently, had a similar idea for a change. When she stopped sucking his cock and stood up, he pushed her, tummy down, on the bed. Her high heeled feet were still on the floor as he stood up and pushed his hard rod into her wet slit. Just a little at first, then he drove all the way inside of her. Thrusting roughly into her.

		

		Carly’s eyes rolled back in her head and her fingers desperately gripped the bed covers as she felt his hard cock bottom out at her cervix. He was really grinding his cock into her, as he began to stroke in and out. Jeff hadn’t done anything like this to her in years. She loved it, every delicious second of it. She couldn’t believe how hot she was. Orgasm after orgasm ripped through her small frame as he continued to slake his lust with her willing body. She felt like putty in his hands. When she finally felt the eruptions of his hot sperm jetting into her womb, she cried out in ecstasy. She knew that that was the best sex they’d had in years, maybe even the best ever. Though, admittedly, she wasn’t sure as to why… She couldn’t wait to tell Sandi.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		They met up after work on Monday, having a few drinks and discussing their weekend. Sandi was delighted to hear Carly’s little tale of their adventure. “You know, a lot of men fantasize about seeing their wives with another man?” Sandi had suggested. “That might explain what got Jeff so excited the other night. I don’t totally understand it, but it’s something about wanting to live on the edge. Seeing their wives as if they’re starring in a porno movie or something. Watching another man take her and then reclaiming their property. Cave man type stuff.” Seeing Carly’s cynical look, she added, “Hey, just sayin.’ I always thought it was probably bullshit, but maybe not?”

		

		“You’ve got to be kidding, Sandi. No man wants to see his wife commit adultery. Not unless he’s looking for proof in a divorce settlement,” was Carly’s quick retort.

		

		“I’m serious, Carly. I really am. I read that something like 90% of men have that fantasy. It’s called being a ‘hot wife’ and the husband is called a ‘cuckold.’ Of course, there are extremes in everything. I’m not saying that Jeff is like that, not really. I’m just suggesting that maybe there is a little something to it? Besides, seems to me like it’s a pretty darn good deal for the wife,” commented Sandi with a leering wink. “I mean, total fantasyland. Right?”

		

		Carly’s unexpected giggle over that was seriously compromised as her wine went up her nose. That sent both of them into hysterics. Finally, they decided that they needed more wine, followed by more wine. The conversation kept degenerating and Carly found she was getting quite an education in extramarital sex. Or, at least enough of one that she knew what she wanted to look up next on the internet.

		

		Eventually, the bartender cut them off and Carly had to call Jeff and tell him that she and Sandi were together and had had a wee little bit too much to drink. He told her to stay put and gentlemanly drove over to pick the two tipsy ladies up and take them home. He didn’t quite understand the serious bouts of giggles that kept erupting from the two of them, but he did get them home safely. Finally, putting Carly to bed with a couple of aspirins and a big glass of water.

		

		Jeff was working late the next night and Carly couldn’t wait to jump on the computer at home to check out her new ‘terms.’ What was it that Sandi called it? “Hot Wife” and… “Cuckold,” that was it. Her first search turned up millions of hits. Literally millions. She couldn’t believe her eyes as she clicked on one link after another. And, the videos… Oh, My God! Two hours later when she finally heard Jeff pulling into the garage, Carly hastily closed her browser window and deleted her history. She certainly didn’t want her husband to find any of that.

		

		With her new education piquing her interest, Carly decided it was time for a little bit of shopping. She really didn’t think she’d ever be brave enough to actually try any of the things she’d read about, but it was exciting to at least dream about it. You know, fantasize a little bit. What could be wrong with that? It did kind of turn her on to even think about it. Maybe she could translate some of that to ‘date night’ and, more importantly, to their bedroom. What was it that Sandi had said about roleplaying? Yeah, that could maybe work if she did it just right. I mean, something got Jeff all hot and bothered last weekend. Something had gotten her hot and bothered that night too. Besides, shopping was always fun.

		

		Her little shopping spree ended up being pretty expensive. She was kind of glad that Jeff didn’t know about the little stash of money that she always kept for emergencies. She found three new dresses, all of which were extremely sexy to her eyes. Each of them had extremely short, flouncy hemlines. The kind that would flash the tops of her stockings when she was dancing and maybe even if she was sitting down. More like the dresses she’d seen the other women wearing on the dance floor. One dress was backless while the other two had very low necklines. There was no way that Carly could wear a bra with any of the three. Something that she always did. Not that she really needed one. Sometimes having perky little breasts was actually a blessing. Though, she did always envy Sandi’s melon sized orbs and her big succulent nipples. She bought some sexy little thong panties as well. Unbelievably skimpy in her eyes, but definitely sexy. Really, they were little more than a thin strip of cloth in the back riding up between her ass cheeks. Seeing them in the mirrors of the fitting room she almost wondered why anyone would bother. Glancing at her shapely reflection, she might as well have been naked from the back. Her ass cheeks were almost fully on display. She’d have to trim her full bush in the front to wear them. On a whim, she even bought a prepaid cellphone. She wasn’t sure why she did. It made her feel wicked to have a secret phone, just in case. You never know, maybe some hot guy would ask for her number again?

		

		Her final purchase was a little gold ankle bracelet. It just seemed so naughty. It was something that Carly had read about in her ‘hot wife’ search. She’d read that they weren’t always just for decoration, though she thought it definitely looked very pretty dangling around her trim ankle. Sometimes, just sometimes, an ankle bracelet was an advertisement that the wife was ‘available’ for playing around. Oh, Carly knew she’d never do that. Not really. Admittedly, she might flirt a little if she was at a bar or on the dance floor, but she’d never really let herself be with another man. She was married. She was a good girl, always had been. In truth, she’d only had three other lovers before her husband. Always with the lights off and using a condom. Uh, okay, four if you count Sandi.

		

		For their next date night, Jeff had decided they’d go to dinner at the new restaurant that opened on the west side of town. Carly wore one of her new dresses to surprise him. One of the low neckline dresses. It was black and very sexy. She felt a little self-conscious after looking at it in the mirror at home. The cleavage of her small breasts was quite visible, and her nipples stood out proudly against the thin fabric of the dress when they got erect. However, when Jeff saw her in it, she was greeted with a loud wolf whistle. Definitely worth the effort, she thought.

		

		The restaurant was crowded when they walked in and they had to wait at the bar for a table. The cold air from the air conditioning had her nipples clearly standing at attention. Carly ordered a glass of wine and Jeff got his standard beer as they waited. The place was hopping already, and they were on their second round of drinks before they knew it. Eventually, Jeff excused himself to go to the restroom leaving Carly alone for a few minutes at the bar. It wasn’t long before a man came up and offered to buy her another drink. She sat there with her legs crossed, her little ankle bracelet glistening as she dangled her shoe. Her nipples standing out proudly, enjoying the attention. But, she did decline anyway. Besides, not her type at all. Not that attractive, and way too intoxicated. Hmmm… Is that the only reason?

		

		Surprisingly, as soon as that man left, another quickly took his place. Again, extending an offer to buy her a drink. Now, this guy? He was hot. As she peered over her new friend’s shoulder, Carly saw Jeff. He had stopped on his way back from the restroom and was watching her. Not upset, just intently watching. Watching as another man offered to buy her a glass of wine. Standing there like some voyeur as another man ‘hit’ on her. What the heck? thought Carly. I’ll try Sandi’s theory out. I guess It’s just possible that she’s right.

		

		With a smile, Carly accepted his offer. She did explain that she was waiting for someone but would be delighted for the company. Her new friend didn’t seem put off by the disclaimer, or the wedding ring she flashed as she sipped her wine. Eventually, he even asked for her number. Oh, God! Should I? It sounds so wickedly exciting, thought Carly. Hey, I can always just not answer the phone. Or, just say ‘no thanks’ if he ever really does call. It would just feel so naughty to say yes. Oh, soooo very wicked. “555-8787,” slipped sultrily from her lips.

		

		Oh, Lord. What had she just done? She knew better. She’d actually given a total stranger her cellphone number. Her SECRET cellphone number. Would lightning strike her right where she sat? Good girls just didn’t do things like that. Jeff arrived just as her thoughts were going South. He didn’t say anything about watching her, but he was paying significant attention to her low neckline. His eyes practically raping her. Even going so far as to touch her, running his finger lightly down between her swelling breasts. Something that sent chills through her whole body. This is getting me so hot. I’m so wet right now, I hope that stupid little thong can hold it all. I don’t need it running down my legs. Oh, God, I can’t believe that Jeff is actually playing with my breasts in public and I’m letting him. Plus, I just gave my cell number to another man. What is happening to me?

		

		Finally, and none too soon for Carly, their table was ready. While they were waiting for their dinner to arrive, Carly felt the need to use the ladies’ room. It was a pure coincidence that the first guy to offer to buy her a drink happened to be coming down the hallway at the same time. Oh great, Mr. Intoxicated, she thought. He even stopped her and propositioned her when he saw her. She couldn’t believe it. A man she’d just met, asked her to… Well, nice girls didn’t even say things like that. Let alone do them. Certainly, not in a restroom. And, certainly not for money. I mean…

		

		Carly was still a little flustered when she got back to the table. Jeff couldn’t help but notice her agitated state. “Something wrong, Hon? You seem upset.”

		

		“Oh, nothing really, I guess. Some drunk just asked me if I’d… Well… If I’d do him in the restroom? You know, give him a BJ?” she whispered. She was almost too embarrassed to say the words. “He kept telling me how hot he thought I was and how much he’d like to have me. He even offered to pay me.”

		

		“Are you okay, I mean do I need to call the management or the police?” queried Jeff. “That shouldn’t be allowed at a place like this.”

		

		“Oh, I’m fine. Really. He was just drunk. No harm done. Besides, I’d never even think about it for that little amount of money,” she laughed haughtily. Jeff’s raised eyebrow causing her to blurt out that he’d only offered her $50.00 to do the dirty deed.

		

		“Does that mean you’d think about it for $100.00?” asked Jeff. Seeing her scathing look, he added, “Hey, I’m just testing the waters here. Or, maybe I’m negotiating? You never know.”

		

		“Well… A girl has to have her standards. I guess it might depend on who was doing the asking,” purred Carly seductively. Her dainty fingers playing with her oh so low neckline as she said it. She could feel her nipples stand to attention again at the thought of it. And, her thong? She was getting unbelievably wet at the thought of actually selling herself.

		

		She remembered Sandi had had a fantasy about being a call girl. It was her favorite. She used to talk about how hot it would be all the time as they lay in their dorm beds at night. Carly used to wish she’d just shut up and let her go to sleep, after all they had class the next day. Still, after a while, even Carly began to think there might be some naughty fun in the idea. Not that she’d ever do anything like that. Not really.

		

		About that time their dinner finally arrived. The food was excellent, and Carly was feeling very warm and cozy after several glasses of wine by the time they had finished. Jeff had already signed off on the credit card slip, but they still sat talking. It was just a few minutes later when Jeff suddenly asked, “Carly? You know, I just happen to have $100.00 on me? Would you consider maybe giving me a blowjob?”

		

		A little taken aback, she just looked at her husband of five years for a moment. She couldn’t quite believe her ears. Is he serious? Is he actually asking me to do that? Give him a blowjob? Here? That would be so… Dirty, and so filthy, and so wicked. And, oh soooo exciting. Almost like being a real call girl. “I told you before, it would depend on who was doing the asking. For you, I think I’d be willing to do it. And, for the $100.00 too, of course,” she answered smugly.

		

		Her eyes widened like saucers as Jeff silently reached in his wallet and slipped $100.00 across the table to her trembling fingers. Carly blushed a bright crimson at the mere idea. None the less, she could feel herself getting wet as she thought about it. Was she actually going to give a man a blowjob for money. Admittedly, it was her husband, but still… What if they got caught? Did they send people to jail for that? But, the idea was just so wickedly hot. She nodded her head in acceptance. Jeff left the table first and headed into the men’s room. Thankfully, it was empty. When he heard a scratching at the door, he opened it and saw Carly peek hesitantly inside. He roughly pulled her in and kissed her. Hustling her inside they went into one of the empty stalls and quickly shut the door. Carly was giggling uncontrollably as she knelt on the hard tile flooring and pulled his zipper down. Her dainty hands wrapped seductively around his growing hard on as she pulled it out. Then she leaned in and started kissing and licking him. She could taste his precum as her tongue slid across the little slit in his cock. Slipping his long shaft into her mouth effectively ended her attack of giggles. Good thing too. They heard the door to the restroom open and footsteps echo across the hard floor. With a wicked little grin on her face, Carly set to work with a gusto she’d never felt before. After all, she was being paid for this. She knew she had to do a great job. Besides, she now had an audience.

		

		Jeff was beginning to groan as she slid him in and out of her willing mouth. Her long brunette hair falling around her face as her head bobbed quickly up and down. She even let him slide his cock deeply into her throat, almost choking her. She’d never done that before, but it was kind of nice. At least, it was kind of hot. Kinky. Especially so considering where they were. And, there were those footsteps they’d heard. Finally, she felt him grab her hair and begin to move her head to his own rhythm. She knew he was close. There could be no backing out this time, he was going to cum in her mouth. He was going to shoot his hot cum down her throat. She was going to have to swallow it. Something that she’d never done. Not with anyone. Not ever!

		

		Then, he exploded. She felt his hot, burning semen burst into her mouth. She started swallowing for all she was worth, trying not to gag as she did. He kept spurting that hot cum, again and again, into her slutty mouth. She couldn’t quite believe how much there was. Afterwards, she looked seductively up at her husband, her breasts still heaving with passion as she tried to catch her breath. Her eyes locked on his as she remained kneeling submissively before him. His salty semen still on her lips. Jeff pulled her up and kissed her, driving his tongue deeply into her mouth, French kissing her. He had to be tasting the cum in her filthy mouth. Had to. Oh, God. That is SO HOT!

		

		Once their breathing calmed down, they opened the door to the stall and walked out. Carly could see another man washing his hands at the sink, checking her out. His eyes devouring every inch of her small frame. She walked calmly up to the mirror, played with her long hair putting it back into some semblance of order and then sensually reapplied her lipstick, giving him a little wink as she did. Finished with touching up her makeup, she casually pulled up the hem of her short dress and adjusted her stockings as he watched wide eyed. Then, the two of them slipped surreptitiously from the restroom and out of the restaurant to their waiting car. Breaking into a great heaving attack of excited laughter at their escape.

		

		When they got home, Jeff practically tore her dress off her. Carly was standing before her husband naked except for her little thong, stockings and heels. And, oh yes, she did still have her little ankle bracelet on. Her wicked little ankle bracelet. Why did it make her feel so naughty? His lips closed tightly on her nipple. Sucking it, tasting it, licking it. Carly was unbelievably turned on. Realistically, she had been all night. None of tonight was normal for her. She’d never let another man hit on her like that. Well, not for the last five years anyway, not since they were married. She’d never even considered it. And, as far as giving somebody a blowjob in a restroom… Only sluts and whores did things like that. Right?

		

		None of that seemed to stop her husband though. He kept up his voracious attack on her nipples and then slid down to her wet pussy lips. Her thong was soaked with her juices as he slid it slowly down her legs. She could actually smell her own arousal. It even over powered the taste and smell of the semen still in her mouth. What’s happening to me? she wondered. But those questions were driven from her mind as Jeff’s tongue found her clit. Her body shook with an orgasm at the first touch. Lights exploding behind her eyes.

		

		When Jeff’s hard rod finally split her pussy lips and drove deep inside of her, she almost passed out from the feelings. So… Unbelievably… Hot. Her orgasms never stopped until after he had emptied his balls into her waiting womb. I wonder what Sandi will have to say after this? Not so little goody two shoes now, am I?

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		“You didn’t. I don’t believe it, Carly. You’re making all of that up, admit it,” said Sandi.

		

		“Honest, I really did give Jeff a BJ in the restroom. Whether you believe it or not,” Carly giggled. “I have to admit, I don’t quite believe it myself. Sometimes I have to pinch myself to make sure I didn’t just dream it all up. I mean… What a night.”

		

		“What do you think of my idea now, Carly? Are you willing to admit that maybe a little fantasy roll play might be fun?” asked Sandi. “Not such a crazy idea anymore, is it? I mean, you could pretend to be a whore and let him pick you up at a bar or something. Maybe even let some other men hit on you first. OMG, that sounds so exciting. It’s even making me hot. I’m getting wet at the thought.”

		

		“I have to admit it was kind of hot to have somebody hit on me like that. I think I’ve missed that since I’ve been married. It’s just not something that you’re supposed to do. Married women don’t do that, Sandi,” she said emphatically.

		

		“I’m telling you, they do. It doesn’t mean that you have to go home with the guy. Or, go into the restroom with him, you little slut. It just lets you get your juices flowing. There’s nothing wrong with that. Besides, I think by now you have to admit that something about watching you gets Jeff’s juices flowing too,” snickered Sandi.

		

		“Well, you’re right about something getting him going. He hasn’t attacked me like that for years. I can hardly wait for Friday night. It’s my turn to pick what we do, and I want to go dancing again. Maybe I’ll even test your theory a little,” Carly admitted.

		

		When Friday finally rolled around, Carly picked another of her new dresses. This one was a pastel color and had an even lower neckline than the last one. It was very daring. She tried moving, dancing before the floor length mirror in their bedroom, seeing just how far she could go without embarrassing herself? Hmmmm… Not very far. Not near as far as she thought she could when she bought it. It really didn’t take much sway of body at all to expose her little dark nipples. Just a quick flash as she danced, but still… Sister Mary-Catherine would definitely not approve.

		

		The other thing she noticed in the harsh light of the bathroom was that she could actually see her dark nipples through the light-colored fabric. It certainly never looked that sheer at the store. Well, the lighting at the club is a lot lower. It should be okay there. It is kind of wicked hot though. It makes me almost feel like I’m topless. Her little nipples stood out against the thin fabric just from thinking about it. She coupled the dress with a new light-colored thong, stockings and heels. Oh, and of course, her little ankle bracelet. She really got off on wearing it, even if she was the only one that knew there might be a double meaning to it. It made her feel especially naughty to just think about it. Thinking that somebody might pick up on it and get the idea that she was available?

		

		Jeff’s wolf whistle as she walked back into the bedroom made it all worthwhile. He even gave her a kiss and made a quick grab at her thong clad butt. She didn’t want to just hop into bed though. Not tonight. She wanted to dance.

		

		When they walked into the club, the cold air caused her nipples to stand out at attention immediately. They quickly found a table near the dance floor and ordered their first round of drinks. It would be a good location to watch the dancers. Carly nearly chugged her first glass and immediately asked for a second. She had been thinking about tonight all week. Getting excited over the prospect. Then, after seeing herself dance in the mirror tonight she got even more excited. Would she really be brave enough to let herself go tonight? Would she ‘accidentally’ flash her dark little nipples at her husband? Maybe let him see my little thong covered butt as I twirl around? Would she dance with somebody else again tonight? Would she even go so far as to flash somebody else? That would definitely test Sandi’s silly theory. Oh, Lord! I just might? I’m so turned on right now. I need another glass of wine.

		

		Carly pulled Jeff out onto the dance floor, starting to move seductively to the music. Letting her ass cheeks rub against his crotch, feeling his cock hardening as she did. Twirling around she let herself bend over, just a little. She knew he could see down her dress from that angle. Knew it. He could see her pert breasts, see her dark nipples. She was getting unbelievably turned on displaying herself so unashamedly. Even if it was just to her husband. Of course, there might have been other eyes on her as well. Maybe, anyway.

		

		After a few dances, Jeff wanted to sit down again. Okay, Carly thought, I could use some more wine anyway. Two quick glasses later and Carly was flying. She started to pull Jeff back to the dance floor, but he shook her off letting her go by herself. Well, if I end up dancing with somebody else, it’s not my fault. You didn’t want to, just remember that. And, if I happen to get a little bit risqué in my movements? Well… You had your chance, Bucko, she thought.

		

		Carly’s body was swaying seductively to the music. Her hands twirling in the air, her cute little butt wiggling with every move. Flying free. It didn’t take long for a man to start dancing opposite her. She saw him come up this time, sliding easily into her sphere of influence on the floor. He was hot looking. This guy wasn’t shy either. His hands almost immediately settled on her writhing hips, pulling her to him. Carly ground into his crotch just like she had Jeff’s earlier. She could feel his cock hardening, rubbing against her as she did. And, she liked it.

		

		She twirled around, sliding gracefully away from his grasping hands, just a little. Not too much. Bending, twisting her body to the rhythm of the music. Can he see down my top? Can he see my nipples? Can he see my thong? She thought so, hoped so anyway. She suddenly wanted to show herself to this stranger. Let him see her pert little breasts and jutting nipples. Even her tight little ass cheeks. I want him to want me. I want to turn him on, to think about what it would be like to taste me, to fuck me? Shove that hard cock I felt inside me?

		

		Her partner grabbed back onto her, pulling her tight against his chest briefly before letting her slip back again. Carly was breathing hard, her increasing passion showing with every breath. Finally, the song ended. A slow number started up. His hands pulled her tightly to him. She could feel his hard cock rubbing against her. One of his hands slid under her short dress and caressed her bare ass cheeks. Cupping them sensually. His other hand slid down her side, grazing along her small breast. An electric charge moving through her body as she felt the pressure of it.

		

		With her breath coming passionately, Carly stared deeply into his eyes as his hand closed sensually around her small breast and his fingers tweaked her rock-hard nipple. She emitted a little moan feeling the shock all the way down to her gushing pussy. Finally, he leaned in and kissed her lightly. His lips burning against hers as she clung tightly to his body. Her husband almost forgotten under his ministrations.

		

		Husband? Uh, Jeff? Right! She was there with her husband. Carly looked embarrassingly around, her eyes searching for Jeff. When she finally spotted him in between the other dancers, she knew Sandi had been right. He was breathing just as hard as she was, his face rapt with attention as another man intimately felt her body. How far would he let me go? How far WOULD I go?

		

		Part of that was answered a few seconds later as Carly felt a hand slide up her stocking clad leg. She gasped as she felt his fingers slide slowly past the lacy top of her stocking and cup her thong clad mound. He was rubbing her clit. His fingers dipping beneath her thong and sliding inside her moist pussy. And, OMG… It was so… Fuck! She was cumming. Right there, on the dance floor, in front of the whole damn club. She was having an orgasm. A big one. Carly’s body spasmed, she was totally unable to control herself as the orgasm ripped through her. She vaguely saw Jeff’s face, a mask of rapt attention. Watching everything. Seeing her actually having an orgasm at the hands of another man. Oh, shit. Fuck, fuck, fuck. FUCK! I don’t even know his name…

		

		At the end of the song, Carly slid tentatively from his arms. Still gasping, she smiled and started walking away. Feeling a little weak after that earth-shattering orgasm. He started to grab at her hand, but she shook her head no. Turning back briefly, she whispered, “Not tonight. But, thank you. I really enjoyed that.” Jeff was waiting for her at their table. Sitting down beside him, she kissed him. A nice deep kiss. Letting her fingers trace seductively along his leg as she did. She found what she thought she would, a rock-hard cock. Jeff had gotten turned on watching as another man fingered her. Oh, this could be fun. Such wicked fun.

		

		Tonight, Jeff didn’t pull her away from the club. Didn’t ask her to go home immediately. He’d even ordered her another glass of wine while she’d been dancing. Carly was delighted, maybe her night wasn’t over yet? After quickly downing that glass and starting another, Carly was ready to dance again. Passionate to dance again. When Jeff once again shook his head no, she quickly returned to the dance floor. A mischievous smile crossed her face as she walked away, her little ass swaying with every step.

		

		She didn’t even have to wait this time. She instantly had a new dance partner, not bad looking either. He pulled her gyrating little ass to his crotch almost immediately. She could feel his cock getting hard as she writhed seductively against him. Could feel him growing larger as she began to fly to the music. OMG! He is big. Really big. Carly had never slept with anybody that had a big cock. Oh, she’d heard about guys like that, but she’d never been with one. Never even seen one up close. What would that be like? Would it hurt? Would it blow my mind? Could I ever suck a cock that was that big? Could I even take it inside of my pussy? Just the thought of it made her tingle all over.

		

		As soon as the music shifted to something slower, she was in his arms. His hands were all over her. She could feel that huge cock pressing against her, grinding up against her. When his big hand closed over her breast, an electric shock went right through her. No one had touched her like that other than Jeff for over five years. At least, not until tonight. And now, two men had felt her. Intimately. She’d let them touch her. Let them feel her breast. One had even touched her pussy, had his fingers inside her. And, she’d liked it. It shocked her when she thought of it. She wasn’t raised that way. Good girls certainly didn’t do things like that.

		

		Carly was so frightened by her own thoughts that she frantically pulled away from her partner right in the middle of the song, hurrying away. Fleeing to her husband, to the safety of his arms. Jeff, seeing how upset she was, led her out the door and to their car. Finally, getting her to calm down as they drove home. He tried valiantly to convince her that she hadn’t done anything wrong, that she’d only been having some harmless fun. He promised her he wasn’t upset. There was no reason that she should be. “Hey, I was right there Carly. I was watching you the entire time,” he said quietly. “You were just having a little fun.” Maybe he was right? After all, nothing had really happened. She hadn’t slept with another man, or even given him a blowjob. The thought making her laugh at herself. Yeah… Like she was about to do that.

		

		Jeff began kissing her after she’d calmed down a little. Slowly and tentatively at first. Carly found herself warming up to his advances. She had to admit that the evening had turned her on, a lot. Of course, that was exactly what had scared her as well. Apparently, it hadn’t bothered Jeff. Not at all. His cock was rock hard brushing up against her while they kissed. While he held her in his arms.

		

		When his hand closed sensually over her breast and pinched her hardening nipple, she couldn’t help but think of the TWO other hands that had done that same exact thing tonight. The TWO other men that had done it. Made that exact same move. Just an hour or two ago. It made her hot thinking about it. She swayed her body tightly against her husband. Letting his hands roam over her slim curves. Just like the other men had tonight. God, tonight was so hot. Letting them touch me felt so wicked.

		

		As she warmed to his advances, Jeff slid his hand sensually down her side. He began to touch her stocking clad leg under the short hemline of her dress. Carly could feel his hand progressing up her leg. Now touching the lacy top of her stocking. Now her bare leg just above the stocking. Now, oh God, his hand was on her thong. He was cupping her mound. His fingers probing her pulsing pussy. Feeling her wetness, her thong had to be soaked. Feeling just how turned on she was. Feeling her just like another man had on the dance floor. Feeling just how hot those men had made her. The realization hit her like an earthquake. Is he mimicking what that other guy did to me? Is he reliving my lurid display, the one I made of myself by having an orgasm in front of the entire club? Is my husband actually turned on from seeing me with other men? Seeing them touch me?

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		“So, what if he did, Carly?” cried Sandi. “Lighten up girl. He was devouring you while he was doing it, right? If it turns him on to see somebody touch you a little, so what? From what you’ve told me, he’s practically raped you every time you’ve gone out lately. Nothing wrong with that in my book. It’s not like he’s going out and catting around. All in all, I think you’ve got a pretty damn sweet deal going on here girl.”

		

		“But, what if I’m just a sex toy for him now? Some porno doll? Does he still love me? Why would he let other men do that to me if he does? There must be something wrong with me,” Carly said almost beside herself.

		

		“Maybe he just likes the new you? I mean, you have to admit you’re a lot more open to things now. You’re wearing sexier outfits, nicer lingerie, going to the gym, losing that baby fat, finally letting yourself unwind a little. The Carly I first met would NEVER have given a man a blowjob in a flipping restroom. Hell, you wouldn’t even do it in the damn bedroom with the lights off for a long time. Even with your own husband. Maybe he likes you being turned on. Likes how sexy you’re starting to be,” Sandi advised. “I can’t say I blame him, either. You’re a lot more fun lately. Well, at least you were before this little meltdown you’re having.”

		

		“But…”

		

		“No buts, Carly. Relax Kitten, enjoy this. There is nothing wrong with it at all. In a way, it’s sort of like roleplay, just acted out instead of pure fantasy. Right? Maybe he needs the visual. Some people just can’t picture things in their minds, they can’t just dream the fantasy. They have to see it.

		

		Carly had essentially stopped listening as soon as she heard Sandi call her ‘Kitten.’ “You haven’t called me ‘Kitten’ for years. I… I like it,” Carly whispered shyly.

		

		“I do too, Kitten. You really haven’t done anything wrong, Baby. Lord, if I got upset every time I let a man touch me I’d be seriously fucked. I like to be touched way too much to deny myself that pleasure. If I were you, I’d be overjoyed that I could play around a little and still have a loving husband to come home to. An awful lot of women would kill to be in your position, me included,” declared Sandi.

		

		“Oh, maybe you’re right. I don’t know. Jeff certainly hasn’t been turned off by anything that’s happened. He has been a lot more attentive lately too. And, you’re right, he’s been much more exciting in bed too. It’s like he can’t get enough of me,” Carly mused.

		

		“What’s on the table for ‘date night’ this week?” asked Sandi. “I’m guessing it’s Jeff’s turn to pick. Right? What does he have in store for you?”

		

		“He said something about maybe having a ‘date weekend’ this time. When I asked what that meant, he just said to make sure I had two or three nice sexy dresses and some swimsuits to pack. Maybe some casual stuff too? We can’t afford to fly anywhere, so I’m not sure what he has in mind.”

		

		“I don’t know either, but it sounds like we need to go shopping. You looked like Old Mother Hubbard in the last swimsuit I saw you in,” teased Sandi. “Get into the 21st Century girl. It’s time you got a bikini. A sexy one. You’ve certainly got the bod for it.”

		

		They both took off work that Thursday, their sole goal to outfit Carly with something sexy for her weekend. The shopping spree was wildly exciting. Especially exciting as Sandi would help her change into each and every dress. And, Carly couldn’t believe some of the dresses Sandi wanted her to try on. They were way too revealing. She was sure that even her thong would show in some of those short little dresses. And, the necklines… Oh, my Lord! Carly finally settled on three new dresses that weren’t too far out, at least in her mind.

		

		The swimsuits were something else again. Little scraps of cloth that barely concealed anything. Carly would have to shave her bush even more than she already had. Something that didn’t faze Sandi one bit. The final selections were ridiculously revealing, at least in Carly’s mind. But, Jeff did say ‘sexy’ so she was complying. Big time. If he really wants me to expose myself to other men? Well… What the heck? It’s kind of hot knowing they’re checking me out. It really turns me on.

		

		Carly wasn’t sure what to do regarding her little fur covered mound. With her new swimsuits, she definitely had to do something. She could see pubic hair sprouting all over. Sandi suggested she get waxed, but there just wasn’t time before the weekend. Finally, they decided that Sandi would help her shave this time. A little wine, a little shaving party, followed by a little more wine? Sounded like a plan. In the future, she could either keep shaving or get a waxing at her convenience.

		

		Sandi took her time trimming down the hairy forest she found before her. But, when she began to spread some shaving cream gently over Carly’s most private areas… Oh, My God. I’m getting so turned on. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this. If she keeps this up, I’m going to cum. Carly could feel Sandi begin scraping the razor over her sensitive pussy, down between her legs and even around her little tight ring. “Oh God, Sandi. This is so embarrassing. I’m not exactly used to having somebody staring at my privates,” whined Carly. “Certainly, not some of the privates you’re staring at. Jeff’s the only one to see me down there since we got married. Even that hasn’t been too often. At least, not until lately,” she giggled.

		

		“Shush up, Carly. I’m concentrating here. You don’t want me to slip do you? I do have a razor in my hand. I’m not exactly used to doing this, either. I mean, the last time I was looking at your ‘privates’ I sure wasn’t shaving you,” giggled Sandi. “I was definitely doing something, but it wasn’t shaving.”

		

		Maybe it was the wine? Maybe it was just the situation she found herself in? Maybe it was even from Sandi helping her to dress all afternoon? It didn’t matter, something made her ask, made her take the risk. “Do you ever think about that, Sandi? You know, about when we… Well, when we made love?” inquired Carly hesitantly.

		

		“Hmmm… Let me see? Is the Pope Catholic? Of course, I do. You, silly ninny. I think about it a lot,” whispered Sandi. “Now, don’t get me wrong, I LIKE men. I just happen to have a thing for you too. It’s called being bi-sexual. At least, I seem to be where you’re concerned.”

		

		“You do? You really do think about the two of us? Honest? Pinky swear?” queried Carly. Just how much wine have I had?

		

		“Yes. I do. Now, are you satisfied?” declared an exasperated Sandi. “I think about when we used to make love. I can’t help it. I love you, I always have. You’re the only woman I’ve ever been with or even desired. Truly, the only one I’ve ever wanted. And, yes, I still do. Now, can we just shut up about it? Please?”

		

		Carly couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing. Sandi loved her? She still thought about the two of them? The two of them together… Oh, WOW! Carly’s little heart started beating about a thousand times faster. I wonder…Do I still feel that way about her? Would I still like it as much as I did back then? Because, I REALLY liked it.

		

		When Sandi finished her chore and had cleaned off all the shaving cream and applied some soothing gel, Carly got up and stared at her new bald mound in the mirror. “I look like a little girl,” she pouted.

		

		“You look hot. Don’t go trying to complicate things. Men like shaved pussies. Trust me, they do. I know from whence I speak Padawan Learner. I’ve been shaving for years and you are much more likely to get a guy to go down on you if you’re smooth down there,” stated Sandi with certainty.

		

		Taking another big swig of her wine, Carly stepped over and gave Sandi a hug. “Thank you for doing this for me.” Then, instead of letting go, she impulsively kissed her. Softly, gently at first, but when she felt Sandi hesitantly push her tongue past her closed lips, Carly responded. When Carly felt her friend pull her towards the bedroom and onto the big king-sized bed, she didn’t resist.

		

		They shed the remainder of their clothes quickly, coming together at last. Their passion, denied for these last five years, finally released. Their kisses turned into explorations, tasting each other’s nipples. Suckling greedily on each other. Kissing and touching each other all over. A flurry of hands, lips and tongues. Finally, they settled into a sixty-nine position as Carly delightfully discovered her best friend’s shaved snatch.

		

		When Carly finally felt Sandi’s tongue penetrate her newly bared slit and probe deeply into her forbidden tunnel of love, she dissolved into a huge orgasm. Unbelievably huge. All those years of desire and longing finally culminating into one huge spasm of pleasure. And, when she was able to return the pleasure… Wow! I’ve forgotten how sweet she tastes. How silky her skin feels. The exotic scent of her. The memory of her. I’ve dreamed of this for so long. Fantasized about it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Jeff had to work late that night. Probably a good thing considering Carly’s inebriated state. She was already in bed when he got home. Besides, this way, her newly shaved snatch would be a surprise for their weekend. She hoped he liked her this way. She hoped he liked her new outfits too. They were awfully revealing… But, hey, he was the one that said ‘sexy.’

		

		She was all packed and ready Friday afternoon when Jeff got home. Carly had opted to wear a pair of skin-tight hip hugger jeans and wedge heels. She had on a short little tied top that left her midriff completely exposed and there was even a bit of cleavage showing above her tied top. Well, quite a bit considering her small breasts, anyway. Right now, Carly was dreaming of Sandi’s large orbs and succulent nipples. Wishing she herself had been just a little bit better endowed.

		

		“So, just where are you taking me? Am I dressed okay for traveling? You didn’t tell me anything,” Carly whined. “What’s the big secret? What have you dreamed up?”

		

		“You look terrific. Don’t worry, we’re just driving down to New Orleans for the weekend. I managed to get us a deal on a hotel right off the French Quarter. We’ll have a blast. Let’s get the car loaded and get out of here,” replied Jeff.

		

		They checked in just after seven. They quickly changed clothes and headed for a restaurant. Carly chose a little wraparound dress with an extremely low neckline. If she bent over at all, she was pretty sure that Jeff would be treated to a great view of her small breasts, probably even her dark nipples. She hoped so. At least that’s the way it looked while she was trying it on. The bottom half of the wrap provided a startling view of her stocking clad legs as she moved. If she got just a little boisterous while she walked, you could even see the lacy top of her stockings. And, if she was dancing… Wow! Of course, she wore a great pair of high heels and her little ankle bracelet. Can’t forget that. It makes me feel so naughty.

		

		She could feel eyes on her as they walked through the lobby and out the door towards their chosen dining spot. Her stocking clad legs exposed more and more with each step. The restaurant was crowded, and they had to wait at the bar. Carly’s crossed legs as she sat, perched daintily on the barstool, were drawing quite a bit of attention. She could see several men checking her out as she dangled her little ankle bracelet clad leg seductively. She kind of liked it. She kind of liked it a lot. It made her feel very naughty. Of course, the two glasses of wine she’d had while waiting probably helped too. I bet they can even see the lacy tops of my stockings. Hmmm… I know. I shouldn’t have worn my thong tonight. Oh, that would be so nasty. What did Sandi call it? ‘Going Commando?’ Yes. That was it. I bet Jeff could even see my little shaved pussy sitting like this if I was commando. Maybe tomorrow night?

		

		Their table finally ready, Carly followed the hunky waiter into the busy dining room. She rather enjoyed giving him a little flash of her legs and tits as he seated her. He was kind of cute. She made sure to toy with her low neckline a little whenever he was standing near her. Can he see? Can he see my little dark nipples? Can he see how hard they are? Does he know how turned on I am right now? Can Jeff see him checking me out? Does he like it?

		

		The food was sublime. What else can you expect from New Orleans, French Quarter cuisine? The wine wasn’t bad, either. Carly was clearly floating on a cloud by the end of their dinner.

		

		Walking hand in hand they strolled through the French Quarter for a bit before heading back to their hotel. The hot, humid air causing her dress to cling revealingly to her body. As Carly absorbed the party atmosphere of the Quarter, she was like a sponge. The bright lights, the sites, the smells, the people, the sounds… Passing a particularly loud dance/bar, Carly tugged on Jeff’s hand pleading, “Can we go in for just awhile? I’d really love to dance a little tonight.”

		

		“Sure, we can go in for a little while if you’d like,” Jeff commented. Wow. Not even a ‘Do we have to?’ Maybe he’s starting to enjoy going dancing? Or, at least, he’s enjoying watching me dance, thought Carly. If that’s the case, I just might give him a real show tonight. I’m feeling very naughty.

		

		They found a table near the dance floor and ordered their first round of drinks. Carly stayed with her wine, while Jeff tried a Mint Julip. I guess when in New Orleans… Carly took a quick taste of her wine, but the music was calling. She pulled Jeff up and out onto the dance floor.

		

		Carly had had just enough wine tonight that she didn’t even hesitate to start grinding against her husband. She could feel his cock hardening as she bent to her task. Rubbing her ass seductively against his crotch, she added a little bump and grind to her movements. It suddenly dawned on her that in this position, she was probably giving the other dancers quite a show as well. Her loose low-cut dress falling away from her perky little tits. Oh yeah! Guys were noticing. Very definitely noticing. She could see them watching her as she danced. Their eyes were positively glued to her plunging neckline and flashing legs. They weren’t even trying to hide their lust filled gazes as they stared at her. It made her feel so wicked and wanton.

		

		After a couple of fast numbers, the music shifted to a slow jazz number. Carly curled comfortably into Jeff’s arms. Her body conforming tightly to his. She could feel his hard cock rubbing against her pelvis as she melted into him. She wished she could rub it against her little bald pussy. Nope, I’m too damn short for that, even in these heels. I bet it would be fun though.

		

		Jeff’s hands began to slowly move over her. Letting him have his way with her, she finally felt him graze along her breast. She gave a little moan as his fingers closed around her and she felt him tweak her nipple. He was really making her excited. Maybe we should just leave and go back to the hotel? I need a cock. Damn! I’m getting as bad as Sandi. Mmmm… Sandi… If Jeff only knew? That would really get his motor running. Mine too, come to think of it.

		

		When the music shifted again, Jeff pulled her back to the table signaling to the waitress for another round. Okay… We’re not going back to the hotel yet. I hope you know what you’re doing buster? Because, I’m getting really horny here.

		

		Carly sipped her wine for a bit. Well, okay, maybe sipped is a little too mild considering how fast that glass was emptying. But, the music was calling… If she wasn’t getting laid yet, then she was going to dance. Not surprisingly, Jeff shook his head no when she tried to pull him back out onto the floor. Okay, Hubby. It’s you’re funeral. Somebody’s going to play with this body tonight. Guaranteed. Maybe even more than one somebody? Snickers.

		

		Carly glided onto the dance floor and began to sway seductively to the beat. She closed her eyes and just flew. Enjoying the freedom. When she finally opened her eyes at the end of the number, she was surprised to see she’d gained a partner. Not a bad looking one either. Tall and muscular, kind of hot. Okay, if you want to dance with me, I’ll let you.

		

		The next number began with a driving beat. Carly started moving, writhing sensuously to the music. She felt his hands on her hips, pulling her into him. Felt his hips begin grinding up against her. Carly could feel him starting to get hard. His cock growing with each brush of her ass against him. Her body was flying to the beat, her loose top exposing more and more of her charms as she moved. She felt like a bird on the wing.

		

		Uh oh, I think my little thong is even peeking out when I twirl around. Oh Lord, I am so bad. Hope you’re enjoying the show Jeff? Everybody else is.

		

		The next number was a softer jazz song. They even added a sultry singer to the mix. Carly fell into her partner’s arms, snuggling tightly up to him. She could feel his hard chest muscles under her hand. Smell his cologne. She could also feel a hand on her ass cheek. Caressing it. It was making her hot. Oh, so hot. When his other hand started to move seductively down her side, she stopped him and boldly pulled it to her small breast. As his fingers closed on her rock-hard little nipple, she began to moan. Letting him know just how hot she was getting. How turned on he was making her.

		

		His other hand began to move as well. His hunger for her evident from his passionate breathing. She felt it slide sensuously around her butt and dip down to the wrap opening in the front of her dress. He was caressing her leg, and then he was feeling even more. As his fingers closed hungrily on her little thong covered mound, she thought she’d pass out. She almost did when a finger slid inside her thong and found her bare pussy lips and swollen little clit. A shock wave rolled through her body at his touch. A stranger had his finger inside of her. Somebody, who’s name she didn’t even know, was fingering her clit and then dipping deep into her hot, wet pussy. Her newly shaved pussy. Not even Jeff had felt her this way yet. Felt how smooth she was. How naked she was. She couldn’t hold back the orgasm that shook her small frame. Truthfully, she didn’t even want to.

		

		Carly hazily saw her husband through passion veiled eyes. He was watching her intently, his breathing hard and fast as some stranger had his way with her. She knew by now that Jeff’s cock would be hard watching her exhibition. Watching her as another man sent her rocketing. Then, suddenly, she felt a hand on her face and warm lips touching hers. He was kissing her. And, not just a little peck either. His tongue pushed deep into her mouth. And, she let him. She returned his kiss passionately. His other hand still buried in her warm slit. Another orgasm rolling through her even as they kissed. A big one!

		

		When the song finally ended, Carly clung briefly to her partner until her breathing returned to a more normal level. Then she gave him a little peck and a thank you as she slipped from his grasp and moved towards her waiting husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Jeff was all over her when they got back to the hotel. It was like he was insatiable. It wasn’t love she was feeling in his touch, it was lust. Pure, unbridled lust. Lust for her. He practically tore her dress off. His lips trailing passionately down her neck to her breasts. His fingers finding her erect nipple, closing on it, pinching it just like her dance partner had earlier. Carly couldn’t help but compare their touches, how similar but different each one was. Rough hands versus smoother ones, muscled chest versus Jeff’s softer, thinner body. She loved Jeff, but there was an excitement to her other partner’s touch that just wasn’t there with her husband. A forbidden aspect that titillated her and left her wanting more. Craving more.

		

		Jeff’s lips closed greedily on her other nipple, suckling from it harshly. Nibbling at it. Much rougher than what she was used to from her husband, but it suited her mood tonight. She wanted to be used. Punished even… Disciplined for her wanton behavior, for her naughty thoughts. Jeff’s other hand had now moved to her small thong covered mound. Grasping tightly, the feel of his fingers so different from the hard, hungry touch she’d felt earlier. Then he was sliding her thong down her stocking clad legs, she felt him hesitate as he found her bare mound. Seeing her naked mound and bare lips for the first time. “You shaved? God, that’s so sexy, Carly. I love it. Did… Did you do that just for me? For our weekend?”

		

		“Mmmmm… Wouldn’t you like to know?” she whispered sultrily. “Do you like?”

		

		Jeff didn’t answer, he just plunged his tongue into her wet slit, pushing it deep inside of her. Practically raping her with his mouth. Devouring her juices then slipping back out to attack her hard, little clit. Carly felt an orgasm building in her, a big one. Her body shook uncontrollably as her husband sucked greedily on her pussy. Oh, wow. That feels sooooo gooooood! I’m not sure why I’m so turned on, but I love it. I feel like I could do this all-night long. And, then… Then, still want more.

		

		As her orgasm subsided, Jeff got up from his knees. Pulling her naked body tightly to him, he kissed her roughly. Shoving his tongue, still tasting of her juices, deep into her mouth. She could taste herself in his kiss. She found herself savoring it, letting it remind her of her tryst with Sandi. Her mind was reeling with all the stimuli she’d received these last two days. Oh, God! What am I doing? What am I becoming? I feel like such a slut after tonight, and Jeff doesn’t even know the half of it. He has no idea at all about Sandi.

		

		Carly felt Jeff pull away from her, then push her roughly onto the bed. She was lying face down on the bed when he pulled her hips up. Forcing her onto her knees, her pussy fully on display before him. He moved up between her legs and drove his manhood deep inside her hungry pussy. Slamming into her with one stroke. The forcefulness of his assault nearly taking her breath away.

		

		Jeff began pounding into her, his hard cock splitting her wide open. He was soooo deep. Hammering into her. He was fierce in his onslaught. Suddenly, she felt his body spasm, felt his hot sperm jetting into her womb. Felt him surge again and again, filling her with his seed. Her body responding with an orgasm of her own.

		

		Afterwards, they lay spooning together. Jeff still holding her in his arms. Carly’s mind was still going a mile a minute. She thought about the arms that were holding her. She thought about the arms that had held her earlier too. The hard, muscled arms from the dance floor. She wondered what it would feel like to have gone home with him? To have had his arms around her. To have had his hard cock thrusting in and out of her?

		

		Jeff suddenly brought her back to the present when he asked hesitantly, “Carly, you really did shave your pussy just for me? Didn’t you? Right?”

		

		“I thought I gave you an answer earlier? Didn’t I?” she teased. “I take it you like my new look?”

		

		“Oh, God! Yes, I love it. I do. I really love it. I love it even if you didn’t do it just for me. Just, please, always come home to me,” whispered Jeff. Carly responded with a kiss, and then let herself drift into sleep. A smile on her face.

		

		*

		

		Morning sun streamed through the hotel room windows as Carly stretched luxuriously. Apparently, they had never closed the drapes last night. I wonder if anybody saw us? Oh well, we put on a good show if they did. She even still had her stockings on. Her high heels were laying at the foot of the bed where she’d finally kicked them off. Her mind began reeling with what had happened last night. The memories of what she’d done came flooding back to her. Her teasing of the waiter, the playing around on the dance floor, flashing the onlookers as she danced, her teasing of Jeff about her new look… He couldn’t really think I did it for anybody else, could he?

		

		Not that Jeff seemed to be complaining. Quite the contrary. He really hadn’t even pressed the point; ‘I love it even if you didn’t do it just for me.’ Did that mean he really did WANT her to… Well, you know, be more like that? Maybe even mess around? Be with another man? But, I was so naughty last night. Do I still want to play? I wonder what we’ll do today? I mean, Jeff did bring me here and he did tell me he wanted me to dress sexy… Does that mean he wants me to BE sexy? His comments and responses last night certainly make me think maybe he does. Maybe even more than sexy. Maybe, slutty?

		

		She heard Jeff come out of the shower. Sticking his head out the door, saying, “Good morning sleepy head. About time you stirred. Get cleaned up and we’ll grab some breakfast. Then, maybe we can hit the pool? Would you like that? Lay out in the sun, get a little tanning in, maybe a little swimming?”

		

		“Mmmm… Yes, that sounds like a wonderful plan. I even bought a couple of swimsuits for the occasion. I hope you don’t mind?” she purred.

		

		“I’ll have to reserve judgement on that until I’ve seen the swimsuits. You can try them on for me after breakfast. We’re burning daylight. Get moving,” said Jeff giving her a little swat.

		

		Carly took a quick shower and washed her hair, letting her long locks just air dry. Getting dressed, she pulled out a pair of tight hip hugger shorts and a little off the shoulder top that left her trim midriff bare. As was becoming her norm lately, she didn’t put on a bra. At the last minute, she decided to not even put on a thong. Of course, with the hip huggers, she was the only one that knew that she was commando underneath. It made her feel naughty anyway. She kind of liked the feel. The way the tight shorts rubbed against her sensitive skin.

		

		When they got back to the room, Jeff grabbed his swim trunks and started to change. Carly went to her suitcase and pulled out her two new bikinis. She decided to change in the bath and give her husband a little fashion show of his choices. I hope he likes these? I’ve never worn anything as revealing as this before. I feel almost naked in them. Well, I guess I’ll find out soon enough.

		

		The first suit was a burnt orange, she thought it was pretty. The color went nicely with her complexion. The top was just two triangles of cloth. Very thin cloth at that. Carly knew that her hard nipples could easily be seen poking out against the fabric. The bottom wasn’t any larger than the thongs she’d been wearing lately. She slipped on her ankle bracelet, a pair of cork wedge heels and gave her long hair one last toss before walking out into the room.

		

		“Wow! You look stunning in that. I’ve never seen you wear anything like that before, Carly. I approve, most definitely. Do I get to see the other one too?” Jeff asked hopefully.

		

		“Of course, I want you to choose which one you want me to wear today. After all, you’re the one that’s going to be doing the looking. At least, I hope you’ll be looking?” Carly purred.

		

		Her other choice was even more risqué. She couldn’t even believe that she’d let Sandi talk her into it. Mmmmm… Sandi… Well, okay, maybe she did know why she let herself be talked into it. It was white, and the top half was even tinier than the first suit, essentially just two miniscule scraps of cloth that barely covered her dark aureole. She could see her erect little nipples poking out through the thin cloth. For that matter, the bottoms were just as bad. She’d be in what amounted to little more than a G-String. A very tiny one. Her ass cheeks would be totally on display. It was nothing more than a string back there, one that slid between her butt cheeks. And that patch of cloth in the front… Well, it’s a darn good thing Sandi had shaved her. She couldn’t have gotten away with even a landing strip in this suit. Jeff will never let me go down to a public pool in this. There is no way. Unless… Well, I guess he might? Yes, he might if Sandi’s right and watching me display myself is what he really wants. One way or the other, I think I’m about to find out.

		

		Carly’s entrance back into the room was greeted with a sharp wolf whistle. “You look absolutely delicious, Carly. I want to devour you right here and now,” declared her husband. His eyes glued to her small frame as she pirouetted before him.

		

		“Uh uhn! There’ll be no devouring until later, Tiger. You promised me a pool and I want to get some sun. Now, make your choice. What swimsuit am I wearing down to the pool?” queried Carly.

		

		“Oh, this one. Definitely, this one. God, you look so damn sexy in that. It’s driving me crazy. You’re going to give me a hard on all day long,” whispered Jeff. “You sure, you don’t want to wait a little bit? Maybe we could uh…”

		

		“Door… Open… Now! Start walking,” instructed Carly as she grabbed a little lace cover-up for her stroll through the hotel to the outdoor pool.

		

		Carly couldn’t help but feel all the eyes on her as she walked to the pool. It was like every man in the lobby stopped to stare as she passed. There were a lot of men down there, too. There must be some sort of convention going on, she thought. Gosh, I thought I might be embarrassed doing this, instead I’m just getting turned on. More turned on? Whatever. This is making me HOT.

		

		They found two available chaise lounges at the far end of the pool. Carly laid down and asked Jeff to spread some lotion on her. Her whole body was alive as he began to smooth the rich lotion all over her back and legs. He spent extra time covering her bare ass cheeks, commenting, “I sure don’t want you to get a sunburn back here. It’s sort of virgin territory.”

		

		“What? What do you mean by ‘virgin’ territory? Does that mean you want me to… You know… Let you do that? Back there?” asked Carly with a shock.

		

		“No, no… I just meant virgin territory for sunning. But, now that you mention it? Any chance we could, uh…” hinted Jeff pointedly.

		

		Smiling conspiratorially, Carly teased back, “Who says you’d be the first?”

		

		“Oh, God!” said Jeff with a gulp.

		

		Carly let herself toast delightfully in the warm sun. Luxuriating in the feeling of just total relaxation. Having Jeff wait on her by applying sunscreen and fetching mimosas to keep her happy didn’t hurt, either. Finally, the heat and humidity of a New Orleans summer took their toll and Carly decided to take a dip in the inviting pool. She swam several laps, enjoying the feeling of being almost nude as she cut through the water. Eventually, climbing back out and sensually ringing out her wet hair before strolling back to her chaise.

		

		Carly lay down on her back this time and started to apply sunscreen to her legs. Looking down her body, she could see that her white swimsuit had turned semi-transparent from her dip in the pool. Her dark nipples were showing through the thin material like headlights on a car. She could even see the dark slit in her mound visible through the tiny bottoms, making it quite obvious to everybody that she was shaved. She glanced quickly at her husband but saw only lust in his eyes. There was no sign he wanted her to cover up. None at all!

		

		As she glanced around, Carly realized that Jeff wasn’t the only man with lust in his eyes looking at her nearly nude body. She was the center of attention for every man there. And, there were a LOT of men at the pool. Okay… Well… I guess I’ll just finish with my sunscreen and lay back down, then. I don’t want to spoil the show. Besides, they probably saw quite a lot when I first got out of the pool. Standing there practically naked wringing out my hair. OMG!

		

		Carly would steal quick little glances whenever anybody walked by. After all, their lounge chairs were at the far end of the pool. There was no logical reason for anybody to walk past them. She could hear their steps slow as they approached her chaise. See their eyes traveling hungrily over her shamelessly exposed body as they passed. She was certainly glad that her reflective sun glasses kept them from seeing her probing eyes. Her suit bottom was definitely still wet, but she was no longer sure it was from swimming.

		

		When Jeff finally asked if she was ready to go in and get ready for lunch, Carly said, “Sure, Hon, just let me take a quick dip in the pool to cool off first.” Then she dove cleanly into the pool, taking one quick lap before climbing back out. Enjoying the freedom as she cut through the water. She wrung out her long hair, then slowly and sensuously dried herself with a towel. Slinging her cover-up over her shoulder and slipping back into her wedge heels, she began to saunter slowly back to the hotel entrance. Carly finally slipped her cover-up on when they reached the door to the lobby. OMG! I can’t believe I just did that. I am becoming such a slut. I’m practically naked. Hope I’m not going too far; I don’t want to upset Jeff. Somehow, I don’t think I am… At least, not in a bad way.

		

		*

		

		Lunch was delightful. They had chosen to have the buffet and Carly filled her plate with salad and fruit. A couple more mimosas were pretty welcome too. She had chosen to wear low slung hip-hugger jeans, her wedge heels and a white blouse that tied in the front. The blouse was just the slightest bit transparent, leaving her dark nipples with their hard points nicely outlined in the air conditioning. God, I am sooooo bad.

		

		After lunch, the couple drove out and toured Oak Alley, one of the old antebellum mansions that dot the Mississippi River. Carly loved sight-seeing. She spent hours exploring the historic buildings, the many rooms and the grounds. The sultry heat and humidity of the day finally bringing about a quick afternoon shower. Carly got caught in it waltzing from one building to another, making her little top even more transparent. Jeff followed her around like a puppy the entire time. Occasionally slipping his hands down her body, caressing her before claiming a quick kiss. Carly loved his attention. Finally, they headed back to the hotel to freshen up and go out to dinner.

		

		Carly was in a dilemma, she still had two new outfits and only one night to be able to wear them. Hmmmm… Which one should I wear? She pulled both dresses out of the closet and laid them out on the bed while Jeff was showering. No dancing tonight, they were just going to dinner and then maybe they’d spend some time at one of the lounges listening to the entertainment.

		

		She looked at her two choices skeptically. They were both rather sexy. After all, that was the whole idea. One was a little dressier, with a lacy top that did little to hide her charms, at least if she was braless. And, she hadn’t even brought one with her. The curve of her breasts was plainly visible through the thin material. It did have two prominently placed lacy bits that kept it from being too extreme. The bottom half fit snugly and had a hemline that came down to just above mid-thigh. The second choice seemed a little more casual, though even sexier in its own way. The top was a halter style, tied at the neck, that left her back bare to the waist and had a plunging neckline that came down below her ribcage. It was very loose fitting and could easily display Carly’s small breasts and dark nipples if she happened to move just right. Exposing her perky mounds from the front or even the sides. ‘Posture, posture, posture,’ she reminded herself. The bottom of the dress flared a little from the waist with a very short hemline. If they’d been going dancing, Carly was sure that a lot more than her lacy stocking tops would have been showing when she moved. She would definitely be flashing her thong covered pussy in that case. I wonder if I should let Jeff choose? That would certainly let me know how he feels about things tonight. Then again, maybe I don’t even want him to have a choice?

		

		When Jeff exited the shower and gave her the bath, she took her time. She wanted to look just right for him tonight. After luxuriously washing and conditioning her hair and taking a nice hot shower, she began to get ready. Carly fixed her hair just right and put on maybe a touch more makeup than she would normally wear. After all, they were a long way from home. Then she slipped her thigh top stockings up her legs, pulling their lacy tops as high as she could. Sliding her dainty feet into her high heels and fastening on her ankle bracelet, she walked back out into the room.

		

		To her surprise, there was now only one dress laid out on the bed. The dressy lace top number had been relegated to the closet. Jeff was sitting on the sofa of their Junior Suite watching casually as she started to dress. Well, I guess I know where his mind is tonight. Careful what you wish for Mister. I just might give it to you. She carefully pulled the dress over her head and let it slide down her slim body. Twirling just a little in front of the floor length closet mirror and admiring her reflection as she did, she made a bold decision. A very bold decision. She was going to go commando tonight. Let the chips fall where they may…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Carly strolled brazenly across the lobby, arm in arm with her husband. Her high heels clicking loudly with every step across the polished marble floor. She could feel her little flouncy dress flipping up with every stride. The short hemline drawing attention to her stocking clad legs with each pounding step she took. Was she showing more than intended? Probably not, but you never know. But then, just how much did she ‘intend’ to actually show tonight? After all, she was the one that had elected to go commando. The doorman efficiently opened the doors for them and they were let out into the heat and humidity of a New Orleans summer night. Knowing their restaurant of choice was only a short walk, they casually strolled in that direction. Absorbing the exotic air of the French Quarter. Carly could feel a slight breeze kissing her shaved pussy. Teasing her, reminding her undeniably of her bold decision to go commando. She loved the feeling as it caressed her bare nether lips so sensuously. She felt totally free. She might as well have been a thousand miles from home walking naked on a beach.

		

		They were early for their reservation and found themselves at the bar while they waited for an available table. Carly climbed onto the high barstool and crossed her legs seductively. Her little ankle bracelet dangling daintily and her dress sliding up daringly high as she did. The bartender was in front of her almost immediately taking their order. Once served, she quickly downed her first glass of wine and was presented with another almost instantaneously. Obviously, he was a very attentive bartender. Kind of a hunky, attentive bartender come to think about it.

		

		They had managed to finish a couple of drinks before their table was finally ready. Carly was bubbly all during dinner as she devoured the savory Cajun food. Jeff’s eyes burned into her during the entire meal. She could see him watching her cleavage hungrily, even rewarding him with a couple of quick flashes. After dinner, they strolled back to the hotel and went into one the entertainment bars. A sultry jazz singer was belting out some Billie Holliday songs.

		

		Carly perched herself on one of the bar stools, crossing her legs. Jeff appeared to be really enjoying the view. She could see his cock becoming hard as he glimpsed her shaved snatch whenever she crossed and uncrossed her legs. After a little bit, he excused himself to go to the restroom.

		

		It didn’t take long… Carly found a handsome gentleman standing at her side almost immediately, asking if she’d like another glass of wine? He really was kind of nice looking. Tall, with just the right amount of muscles. A little touch of gray to his temples. I really shouldn’t let him. I mean… Leading him on like this? It’s not nice. It really is naughty. But, it’s such fun.

		

		“I’d love one. Thank you, kind sir. I’m Carly,” she purred.

		

		“Jim. Nice to meet you. Are you here alone tonight? It doesn’t seem quite right for anybody as lovely as you to be by yourself,” came his reply. He had a deep voice that Carly liked. Jim sat down next to her as she coquettishly explained that she was waiting for someone. As she turned towards him while they chatted, Carly thought that maybe, just maybe, he could see up her short little dress. Oh, I’m being so bad. Just to be sure, she re-crossed her legs. Purposely letting her thighs part just ever so slightly as she seductively did so. She could see his eyes drawn magnetically to her stocking clad legs and rising hemline. Maybe even glimpsing her little slit. Carly chanced a quick glance at his crotch. Oh, yes! He’d definitely seen more. Sandi’s right, going commando is fun. Naughty, but fun.

		

		“Well, whoever you’re waiting for is one lucky guy. Is there any possibility that you might be available later in the evening? I’d love to spend some time with you. Some quality time, if you know what I mean? Say, about $400.00 worth of quality time?” queried Jim.

		

		OMG! He thinks I’m a hooker. He wants me to… Oh wow! Oh, that’s so hot. It’s making me wet just thinking about it. Talk about fantasies. “Uh, no sorry. I’m booked for the whole night,” came her coy reply.

		

		“Are you sure? No chance at all? Maybe if I sweetened the kitty a little? I really think that you’re hot. Or, maybe we could do just a little something while you wait? We could slip into the restroom and have a little fun. Just… Maybe a blowjob? Say, $100.00?” queried Jim not giving up.

		

		Glancing over her admirer’s shoulder, Carly caught sight of her husband. He was standing by the restroom hallway looking straight at her. Watching intently, his breathing passionate, as another man hit on his wife. Propositioned her right in front of him. His eyes were like two hot coals burning into her. Lust written all over him. Wicked thoughts went through her mind seeing his rapt attention, his slightly flushed face. Is he getting turned on? Is this actually making him hot? Just how bad does he really want me to be? I wonder just how far he’ll let me go? Oh, damn, that is such a wicked thought. “Just let me check on my ‘date’ to see how much longer he’ll be,” whispered Carly seductively. She pulled out her cell phone and quickly texted her husband, her thumbs flying wildly:

		

		Wants a BJ. U want me to? Wud U like that? Wud it turn U on if I did it for real? For $100?

		

		I’ll do it if U want me to?

		

		Carly’s pulse was racing, every nerve in her body was on edge. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes and pushed the send button. Carly couldn’t quite believe she’d been bold enough to do that. She was testing Sandi’s theory big time right now. Would Jeff think she was out of her mind? That she was a slut? Would he be furious with her? Or… Would it turn her husband on to think of her doing this? Actually, doing it, for real. Down on her knees servicing another man? Sucking his cock? Doing it for money? Just like she’d sucked him off that night? Just like a whore? Oh… My… God! What am I doing? I must be insane. Totally insane.

		

		Even though moments can sometimes seem like hours, Jeff’s reply was quick. Almost too quick. Carly felt her phone buzz with an incoming text message. She took a deep breath before opening it. After all, an awful lot rode on this text message. It might change their entire relationship going forward. Their whole lives! It consisted of just one word:

		

		Yes

		

		Chancing a glance at her husband, she saw his face appearing slightly ashen, but he looked excited too. There was a shy little smile on his lips. Now the ball was in her court, so to speak. Her new admirer had no idea what the text message said. It was up to her. She could say her date was almost there, or… OMG! She could do this? For real. She had a get out of jail free card. She could live out her little fantasy. Carly took a swig of her wine and, making her decision, turned her eyes to… Well… To her ‘john.’ Putting a seductive little smile on her face she said, “We’ve got 20 minutes. I’m available if you are?”

		

		He laid $50.00 on the bar to cover their tab and boldly took her arm, leading her toward the restrooms. She saw her husband walking rather shyly back towards the bar as they passed. His eyes never met hers, but they were glued to her flashing legs. Fixated on her every step as she walked away from him. His face was still a little pale as he saw them leave. Still, there was no denying that he was turned on. A quick glance told Carly that his cock was definitely hard as he watched. Watched, as his wife went to prostitute herself. To give herself to another man. For money.

		

		Carly slid hesitantly into the restroom behind her ‘john.’ The pungent smell of the ancient lavatory clinging in the air, assaulting her senses. OMG! I can’t believe I’m doing this? I’m committing adultery. Breaking my marriage vows, big time. But, I’m so fucking turned on right now. I am so going to go to hell.

		

		She let herself be pushed into one of the stalls. Carly honestly heard the click of the door being closed, more than she saw it. It echoed loudly in the hard-surfaced room. The sound was like a gunshot in her ears. She felt like she was in some exotic fantasy of her own creation, or maybe it was a dream. If so, would it be a nightmare? Then, there was suddenly a crisp $100.00 bill being handed to her, the reality of it snapping her back to the present. She licked her dry lips and carefully put the money in her little clutch purse. She was now bought and paid for. No backing out. This is it. It’s real, I’m here and I’m actually doing it.

		

		Carly smiled seductively up at her partner, trying to act much braver than she really felt. His strong hands slid around her body, pulling her to him. As he leaned down towards her, she felt his lips close on hers. Felt his tongue probe her mouth. She liked it. She could taste the scotch he’d been drinking, smell his cologne. Carly could feel herself getting wetter. The juices from her oh so bare pussy were starting to drool down her leg. She liked kissing him, almost wishing there could be more. Breaking their kiss, Carly started to ease slowly down to her knees on the hard floor. Before she could, he stopped her. Holding her, he reached around and unfastened her halter top, letting it fall to her waist. His hands closed on her breasts, fingers playing with her now totally exposed nipples. His teasing fingers sending sparks flying through her. Carly’s heart was racing a mile a minute, her little nipples hard as diamonds. He kissed her neck, her shoulder and then his lips reached her nipple. A ripple of excitement tore through her petite frame. Oh, God! He’s sucking my nipple. No man has even seen my nipples except Jeff since before we got married. Well, other than ‘accidentally.’ I am being such a filthy slut right now.

		

		Pulling away from his demanding lips, Carly once again began to slide to her knees. This time, he didn’t stop her. Reaching for his zipper, she let her fingers caress the outline of his growing erection. Pulling down his zipper seductively, she unfastened his belt and let his trousers drop exposing his cock to her yearning eyes. She reached tentatively towards it. It was a nice one. At least in her limited experience. About the same thickness as Jeff’s, but maybe longer. Oh yes, it was definitely longer. Growing even more as his excitement grew. Carly could feel the heat of it, almost like a burning poker in her hands. She marveled at the throbbing veins running along its length, the large mushroom shaped head emitting a drop of precum at her touch. Oh God! This is it. I’ve never done this with anyone before except Jeff. Never tasted any other man.

		

		Closing her eyes, Carly’s little tongue darted from between her lips hesitantly. She licked the drop of precum from his cock, her tongue running sexily along its slit. It was salty tasting, kind of gooey, it felt hot on her tongue. Scalding hot. Different than Jeff’s taste, similar but different. She could smell the slight musky scent of his manhood, and she liked it. She moved her lips sensuously along the long shaft, first kissing it and then licking it. Letting her tongue explore every inch of his hardness. Letting it roll sensitively over the throbbing veins. She even licked his balls. Yep, that’s what a hooker would do. I know, I’ve seen it in the videos.

		

		Now, she could finally admit it, even if it was only to herself. She really wanted to do this. Yearned to do this. No more pussy footing around. Carly opened her mouth in a sweet oval and slid sensuously down his long hard shaft. She could feel the weight of it on her tongue. The heat of it. The taste of him. Her tongue began to move rapidly over the sensitive underside as she began sucking on him, teasing his hard cock. Worshiping his thick rod. It’s sort of like licking a popsicle. Doesn’t taste as good, though. But, I feel sooooo wicked and naughty doing it. Her hand pumping lightly on the length of him that she couldn’t quite take into her mouth.

		

		Carly felt his hands sliding down her body, slipping around her exposed mounds. Felt his fingers grasping her bare breasts. Squeezing them, pinching her sensitive nipples as she began to pump his cock down her throat. She could hear him starting to moan. Knew she was doing a good job. I’m worth every penny, she decided wantonly.

		

		She vaguely heard the restroom door open, heard footsteps moving across the tile floor. Having an audience made it seem even dirtier. Oh, so much dirtier. She wondered excitedly if it might be Jeff? Her ‘john’ was groaning loudly now, whoever was outside their stall had to be able to tell what was happening. To know that somebody was getting off just a few feet away. She knew they’d look. They could probably see her bare legs beneath the stall door as she knelt before him. Catch a glimpse of her high heel clad feet. Maybe even her little ankle bracelet. They’d know exactly what she was doing. I hope it is Jeff. I am such a slut.

		

		She could feel his cock growing in her mouth, swelling with his passion. He was moving to his own rhythm now. Using her. His hands wrapped in her hair, tousling it. His cock driving deeper and deeper down her throat with every thrust. Carly knew he had to be close. She was about to take another man’s cum. Feel a total stranger shoot his seed deep down her throat. She’d only done this once before. Not just give a BJ in a restroom… There was that. But, to actually swallow a man’s cum. The only other time had been with her husband. Just for fantasy. Sort of just roleplay. This time though… This time it wasn’t her husband. She was with a stranger, and she was doing it for money. Well, that and for her husband. Fulfilling some apparent weird fantasy of his own fabrication. Or, maybe… Just maybe… Was she was doing it for herself too? Fulfilling her own fantasy? Yes, I really do want this. I want to be a hot wife. The idea makes me feel so alive. I like it!

		

		She heard the water start running in the sink outside the stall, as she felt her ‘john’s’ body start to spasm. He was groaning loudly as he came. Spurt after spurt of hot semen jetted into her mouth, down her rapidly pulsing throat. Trying desperately not to choke, Carly swallowed for all she was worth. Taking his hot seed, reveling in it. She was doing it. She was a whore. A bought and paid for whore. OMG! Sandi will be soooo jealous.

		

		Her ‘date’ left the stall first and headed quickly out of the restroom. His only comment was a “Thank you, Babe. You were great,” as he zipped himself up. Carly hesitantly opened the door. She could see the sole other occupant’s eyes on her in the mirror. Whoever he was, he wasn’t her husband. Well, I’ve been here before, she thought smugly. She walked boldly up to the mirror, still tying her top back in place, and fluffed her hair into some semblance of order, then expertly re-applied her lipstick. Carly didn’t even consider rinsing out her mouth. If Jeff wanted her to be a slut, he’d have to suffer the consequences. She even spent a moment adjusting her stockings, making sure to pull her short dress up even higher as she did. Nothing wrong with giving him a little flash here and there, letting him see her little bald mound with its enticing little slit. Probably make his day. Giving her new admirer a wink, she waltzed out of the restroom and back into the bar.

		

		Jeff was sitting contemplatively at the bar, two drinks in front of him and an empty stool next to him. Her husband of five years, her cuckold. Carly sidled up to him and, boldly pulling his head down to hers, she kissed him. A nice deep, wet French kiss. Thrusting her tongue as deep into his mouth as she could. Letting him taste just where her slutty mouth had been mere moments before. She wanted him to taste her ‘john’s’ cum. Taste what she’d done for him. Prove to him what she’d done. Prove just how far she was willing to go for him.

		

		Jeff didn’t even hesitate in kissing her back, driving his tongue deeply into her mouth. Tasting her. Tasting him. Devouring her in his hunger. She knew he could sense the smell of sex on her breath. Taste it in her kiss. Had to. I am such a slut. Oh, God. I think I like it.

		

		They sat nursing their drinks in relative silence. Listening to the combo playing soft jazz. Jeff’s hand casually trailed up and down her leg. Nothing was said about what had just happened. What she had just done. The silence was deafening. Carly wasn’t sure, maybe she’d gone too far? But, he was the one that said ‘Yes.’ Right? The damning text message was still on her phone. Her get out of jail free card, her free pass to be a whore for the night. And, she’d used it.

		

		They each had another drink, then Jeff suggested it was time to go up to the room. Carly slid from her barstool, giving a little flash to anybody that might be looking. She felt extremely naughty right now. She was open for just about anything. Or, maybe even anyone.

		

		They walked silently to the elevator, Jeff holding her hand as they waited for it to arrive. As soon as they were inside the elevator, Jeff pulled her to him, kissing her again. Carly slid down to her knees, her hand sliding along his hard cock. She didn’t care about being in the elevator, they were on one of the higher floors. There might be time… Suddenly, the elevator slowed. Oh shit! Carly popped up off her knees just in time. Jeff hurriedly got himself situated.

		

		The man that got on looked at the two of them suspiciously. Very suspiciously. He knew exactly what they were up to. Carly had seen those very same eyes staring at her earlier tonight. Only then, they’d been devouring her in the restroom mirror. She felt her breathing becoming faster, more passionate. No way could Jeff be the same man she’d been with earlier, the man he’d seen leave the stall before her. She was a whore, and he knew it. It made her feel… What? Dirty? Yes… That, but more… It turned her on. It excited her. It made her hot to have him look at her with unbridled lust in his eyes. Knowing that she was even available to him, for the right price.

		

		As they entered their room, Jeff turned to her and pulled her into his arms. Kissing her, driving his tongue deep into her slutty mouth. That same mouth that had been wrapped around another man’s cock just shortly before. Carly could feel how excited he was; she knew he was hard. Felt his cock pressing urgently against her. She slid slowly down his body, down on to her knees for the second time tonight. Unfastening his trousers, she pulled his cock into her hands. Hefted it, feeling its weight, its size, it’s heat, comparing it to her ‘john’s.’ She felt so dirty for doing that… Comparing her husband’s cock to that of another man’s. Her little tongue darted out, tasting his precum. Tasting the difference between them. Relishing the differences, memorizing them. After all, tonight had been rather momentous. In one fell swoop, she’d become a whore, a ‘hot wife’ and even made her husband her ‘cuckold.’ Not really what she’d anticipated when they came on this trip. But, there was no going back now. The line had been crossed. Oh, had it ever. It had been crossed big time.

		

		Carly slid his cock deep into her throat. She began bobbing her head up and down his length, feeling his excitement growing with every stroke. She wanted him to cum for her. She wanted to feel him explode in her mouth, taste him as his semen flooded into her. Wanted to repeat the thrill of what had happened earlier tonight. Yes, she had to admit, it had been a thrill. She’d liked it. The illicitness of it. Even more, she liked getting paid for it. Knowing that she had to do it. She was bought and paid for.

		

		Jeff’s cock orgasmed into her. Spasm after spasm shook his body as his hot semen erupted into her mouth, firing down her throat. Once again, Carly was swallowing for all she was worth, not wanting to choke. Wanting to take it all. Wanting to show her husband just what she’d done after he watched her walk away. Then, she was looking adoringly up at her husband. Her breath still coming in big gulps. Her breasts heaving with the effort. Cum clung seductively to her lips, just a drop had fallen into the open neckline of her dress. A drop that clung enticingly to the swell of her breast. Jeff pulled her up, once again kissing her deeply. Tasting the cum on her lips, in her mouth. Forcefully reminding himself of her unforgettable kiss at the bar. Her kiss that had confirmed her adultery. Confirmed that she had really done it. She’d prostituted herself. She’d sucked another man’s cock. Swallowed another man’s cum.

		

		“I can’t believe you did that tonight. Or, I guess really, that ‘we’ did that? I mean… You… You actually gave a blowjob to a total stranger tonight. You sucked him off in the restroom. For money. Just like a… Like a whore,” said Jeff quietly. “I saw you with him, letting him lead you to… You know… Right in front of me. I saw you looking at me.

		

		“Actually, Darling I sucked him off for you. Only the money part was for me, sort of fulfilling my own private little fantasy. I’ve fantasized about that for years, being a call girl. Being forced to do a man’s bidding, letting him do whatever he wanted with me. Actually, being a whore. And now, since I’m your whore, I still owe you the rest of the night. Take me anyway you want,” purred Carly seductively. “I’m yours to do with as you please. Consider me bought and paid for. Tonight, I’m your little whore.”

		

		“Oh, God!” whimpered Jeff. “I can’t help myself, Carly. I want you so bad.”

		

		It didn’t matter that Jeff had just emptied his balls down her pulsing throat. Carly could feel his cock getting hard again as she lightly stroked him. Even after knowing she’d had another cock in her mouth, tasting another man’s cum on her lips. Even after he’d seen her walk away to suck off another man. To become a whore. She dropped back to her knees and kissed his manhood again. Taking him in her mouth, she sensually began to lick and suck his cock back to life. Sucking it until he was rock hard. “Now, how do you want me, Baby? What do you want me to do? I’m all yours, take me.”

		

		Jeff pulled her up and unzipped her little dress, letting it puddle at her feet. Standing there before him in just her stockings, heels and that flashy little ankle bracelet, she seemed an absolute goddess. Where did that bracelet come from anyway? He loved the look of it dangling from her dainty ankle, but what prompted her to buy it? Wait a minute, she did BUY it? Right? It wasn’t a gift from some other… Oh, God… He had to know. “Carly, where did you get that ankle bracelet, Hon?”

		

		“Pretty isn’t it? I just love it. I wear it all the time now,” declared Carly. Then she kissed her husband again, deeply. Not really answering his question. Evading it. Driving him insane.

		

		Jeff felt his lust for her increase as he thought of Carly with another man. Not just of her giving some man a blowjob, but of her actually fucking somebody else. Some other man’s cum filling her pussy. Some other man that had given her that little ankle bracelet. Some other man that she had shaved her pussy for. He sat her down on the bed and crawled between her legs. Looking longingly at that shaved pussy, he began to lick along her wet slit. Tasting her juices, her excitement, letting his mouth kiss and probe her most sensitive places. His tongue violently lashing at her. Carly’s body started vibrating almost immediately. It wasn’t just some little tremble either, she was really cumming big time. Her body convulsing with desire. Her lungs screaming out her passion.

		

		Now, it was Jeff’s turn. He got up from his knees and practically tore his clothes off. Looking at her as she sat meekly before him, naked. His wife, his whore. He rolled her over right where she sat, leaving her lying on her stomach, her spike heeled toes still touching the floor. Stepping up behind her, she felt his fingers dive into her wet tunnel. Carly spread her legs to let him have better access, let him shove his fingers deeply inside of her. It wasn’t until he slid them back out covered in her juices and then brought them to her tight little rosebud, that she knew what was about to happen.

		

		OMG! He’s going to fuck my ass. He’s going to fuck my little virgin ass. I shouldn’t have teased him about that earlier. I did tell him I was his to use as… Carly screamed as he pushed through her tight little ring. She could feel the mushroom head of his cock as it popped through, bright lights exploding before her eyes. Oh… Oh, God! It hurt! Sort of, anyway… Jeff held still for just a bit after that, letting her adjust to the feeling. Letting her breathing return to some semblance of normal. I can’t just blurt out now that I’ve never done this before. Not after teasing him like that, letting him think he might not be the first. Me and my smartass mouth. She felt him start to move, slowly. Felt his long hard cock push deeper into her. His fingers found her vaginal slit again. He was stroking her clit now, even while his cock was driving deeper and deeper into her virgin hole. It was starting to feel… Well, kind of good. Carly let herself drift with her feelings. Let the heat between her thighs build, fill her body. Consume her.

		

		Jeff started really driving into her now, pumping his hard cock in and out of her. His fingers feverishly rubbing her clit as his cock pounded into her virgin ass again and again. He was like a madman. It was like he was punishing her. Disciplining her for her indiscretions. Both of their bodies were covered in a sheen of sweat. It was hard to breath. Her hands gripped the bedcovers frantically. Her high heeled feet trying desperately to find a hold on the floor. Cries and whimpers escaped her mouth with each thrust. Carly felt her body start to shake, felt the orgasm building before it really took hold. Then he was cumming deep inside of her, his hot sperm pumping again and again into her tight canal. That was it. That was what she needed. She came right along with him, her body convulsing wildly. Carly was still screaming with passion as he collapsed on top of her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		“You didn’t. No way. You? Carly Howard Davis? You mean to tell me that you really sucked off some stranger? For money? You, filthy little whore. How dare you steal my fantasy and live it out before I do?” cried Sandi, still slightly in shock. It was hard for her to accept any of Carly’s confessions. For her to think about it. To even conceive of her innocent little Kitten doing that?

		

		“I did it though,” came the meek reply. “Oh, Sandi, I think I really liked it. I just got so hot doing it. It was an unbelievable turn on. I can still make myself come just thinking about it.”

		

		“Carly, you mean you actually sucked off not just Jeff, but some anonymous stranger? You sucked some guy off in the fucking john and your husband knew about it? Knew you were doing it?” asked Sandi. Her mind still finding the idea incredulous. They were trying, with great difficulty, to keep their voices low. After all, they were at a public bar. Anybody might overhear them.

		

		“I not only sucked him off, I swallowed his cum. I swallowed every drop of his cum. Then, Jeff’s too, and then Jeff fucked me in my little virgin ass,” declared Carly. “I am such a slut.”

		

		“Oh, Kitten, you are every bit of that. And, then some. I bow to the champion. I still can’t believe it,” Sandi said. “Well, I guess we now know that Jeff really must get off on seeing you with other men. Or, at least, thinking about you being with another man. So, what happens now?”

		

		“That’s just it, Sandi. I don’t know what happens now?” admitted Carly. “I mean… Do I just pretend that it never happened? I don’t think I can. I honestly think I liked it too much. I liked every bit of it. I liked being hit on. I liked being picked up. I liked being told what to do. I even liked being paid to… OMG! I liked being bought and paid for,” she admitted, her head falling into her hands.

		

		“Oh, wow… I’m going to have to think about that one. I have no idea, Carly. I just don’t know what to suggest,” admitted Sandi with a sigh. “I do know one thing. We need more wine. There’s no way I can think about this while I’m sober.”

		

		Ordering another round, the two conspirators went back to plotting. Plotting long into the night, until the bartender finally cut them off. AGAIN! Carly shyly called her husband AGAIN and admitted that the two of them needed a ride home. And, her husband, gallantly picked them up AGAIN and after leaving Sandi at her apartment, put Carly to bed with another glass of water and two aspirin.

		

		*

		

		It wasn’t until that Thursday that Sandi called her and claimed she had an idea. Carly headed straight over to her apartment after getting off from work. “Okay, here’s the deal,” said Sandi conspiratorially. “You leave Jeff a text to meet you at the Hilton Friday night, in the bar at say 8:00 PM. Tell him to bring cash, lots of cash. You make sure you already have a room booked and you beat him there, too. It’s important for you to be there first. Be sure to wear something sort of classy, but sexy. Real sexy. That place really jumps on Friday nights. Let a few men hit on you while you wait. I’m pretty sure you’ll get propositioned. Probably more than once. And, I don’t mean for a blowjob in the men’s room. By the way, I understand that the going rate here is about $300.00. Just sayin.’

		

		“When Jeff finally gets there, hopefully you’ll already have an admirer on the hook. Let him watch since that’s what he seems to like. Keep turning down offers until he finally comes up to you. Then, introduce yourself as… I don’t know… Camille or something. Pretend you don’t even know him. Let him proposition you and then take him up to your room. Make him pay for it too. Actually, be his whore for the night. I think you both might get off on it.”

		

		“Hmmmm… That might work. He could watch me flirt with other men, which would take care of his fantasy. Then, he could help me fulfill mine of being a real call girl. You go, girl,” cried Carly happily. “I could kiss you.”

		

		“Uh… Well… Don’t just sit there then. Do it, Kitten,” whispered Sandi, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper.

		

		Carly leaned forward and took her friend’s face in her hands, kissing her gently. Then, deeper and more passionately. Their hands beginning to explore each other hungrily. It was late when Carly got home that night, but she simply told Jeff that she’d been with Sandi and it had gotten late. She could still taste Sandi, smell the scent of her perfume as she drifted off to sleep.

		

		*

		

		Carly loved it when a plan came together. She was wearing her new lace top dress as she sat at the bar, legs crossed sexily. That lacy top, with its revealing cutouts showing off the swell and curves of her breasts, was getting attention. A lot of it. The short, tight bottom didn’t hurt, either. The hemline riding high up her stocking clad legs as she sat there. Carly was sure that the lacy tops of her stockings were on display while she sat. She’d even elected for going commando tonight. Her little ankle bracelet was shimmering in the lights of the bar. She was hot.

		

		She’d turned down four offers already before Jeff even got there. Two of the men were pretty darn hot too. Just the thought of misbehaving with them made her wet. She’d actually given out her phone number a couple of times too. The one on her secret cellphone. She found it interesting that Sandi was spot on regarding the going price. Or, maybe suspicious was the correct word. Sure enough, Carly was busy chatting up some stranger when her husband finally walked in. He strolled on past her and took a seat at the end of the bar. He was sitting only a short distance away and might even be able to overhear her conversations. Interesting. My husband couldn’t even bother to come straight up to me when he walked in. I guess he really does want me to flirt. Careful what you wish for Jeff. I like flirting. I might even like taking it to the next level. Don’t tempt me damn too far.

		

		When there was finally a break in her line of suitors, Jeff got up and approached her. Seeing her up close, the lacy top of her dress boldly hinting at the charms that were only partially hidden from view, was driving him crazy. That and the knowledge of all the other men tonight that had enjoyed that very same view. He could even see flashes of her freshly shaven mound as she crossed and uncrossed her legs. My God, she was hot. Lust had boiled up inside of him all night, just a voyeur as she had flirted with man after man. His cock growing harder with each prospective suitor.

		

		“Hi there, Handsome,” she purred. “My name’s Camille, but everybody calls me ‘Cammi.’ How are you tonight?” Jeff wasn’t stupid, not entirely anyway. He caught on real fast, introducing himself and beginning some small talk. He bought her another glass of wine, which was probably about glass number three beyond her design limit. She’d been there quite a while already. Finally, ‘Cammi’ turned to him and whispered, “You know, you’re a very sweet man. I do find you quite attractive, but honestly a girl has to… You know… Make a living? I do happen to have some free time tonight if you’d be interested? Even just a little bit interested?” Her fingers toying playfully along his pants leg, outlining his hard cock, as she gave him a little peck on the cheek. Her breath hot against his ear.

		

		“Just how much, uh… What would it take to… Uh… Well, you know, to spend some time with you tonight?” came his hesitant reply.

		

		“Well, my usual fee is $300.00 for an hour. An hour of very exquisite pleasure. I promise you’ll be very satisfied,” she whispered seductively.

		

		“I think I’d love to spend some time with you, ‘Cammi.’ Shall I get us a room?” Jeff stammered.

		

		“That’s okay, Sweetie. I already have one. Just come along with me,” purred ‘Cammi’ as she gave him a little kiss.

		

		Pulling him by the hand she led him out of the bar and towards the elevators. Once inside, she curled into his arms giving him a big kiss as her hands began to roam down to his growing erection. When they finally reached her floor, she took him to her room and closed the door. “I find it best to take care of the arrangements up front, Doll. It’s $300.00 for an hour, cash preferred.”

		

		Jeff pulled out his wallet and after fumbling a little bit, handed her the money. ‘Cammi’ took it and put it in her little clutch purse. “By the way, do you have a condom, Sweetie? Or, do I need to supply you with one?”

		

		Jeff just looked at her with a rather stunned expression. After all, fantasy or not they had been married for five years. “Uh… No, I don’t ‘Cammi.’ Is there any chance you might consider not using one, I really do hate them?”

		

		“Well… Actually, I have on rare occasions agreed to do that, but it would be an extra $100.00. I really like you and all, but as you may have noticed,” exclaimed ‘Cammi’ flashing her wedding rings provocatively, “I am married, and my husband really doesn’t like me going bareback.”

		

		Jeff thought about that for a moment, it hit awfully close to home. Especially after their illicit adventure in New Orleans. “You mean… Your husband knows about this? Knows about you being here? Uh… Doesn’t he mind, you… You know, doing what you’re doing? I mean, being here with me about to… Well, spend ‘an hour of very exquisite pleasure’ together?” he asked hesitantly.

		

		“Oh, he knows. He definitely knows. Trust me,” she said with a little laugh. “He even approves. I couldn’t do this otherwise. I like to play around, but he also knows that I will always come home to him afterwards. I honestly think he likes knowing that I’ve been with other men. It turns him on for some reason. Some sort of fantasy he has. He loves to take me after I’ve slept with somebody else. Reclaim me, you know? I have to admit that it turns me on too,” purred ‘Cammi.’ “It turns me on a lot.”

		

		Her bold comments sent him reeling. It could very easily be the two of them that she was talking about. Had she read his thoughts? Did she know his deepest, darkest secret fantasies? Jeff absently reached back into his wallet for another $100.00. Handing it to her, he casually wondered just how much this particular ‘date night’ was going to cost? He even began thinking that it could definitely be worth it, especially if he could somehow make a similar arrangement for real. That would be, oh so hot. Oh well, for right now, if he was paying this kind of money, he was definitely going to demand his money’s worth. His ‘whore’ for the night darn well better swallow his cum and then be prepared for one hell of a fucking.

		

		This whole fantasy that Carly had apparently come up with set him to dreaming. Big time. His mind drifting back to their last night in New Orleans. God, that was so damn hot. He still had to pinch himself whenever he thought about it. It was real. It had happened. Carly had really sucked off some stranger, for money. Done it with his knowledge and even with his permission. In fact, she’d only done it after getting his permission… That made it even more unbelievable. Hotter somehow. He had been a part of it. Intimately involved. Just seeing her walk away with her ‘john’ that night was so unbelievably… What? Exciting? Hurtful? Frustrating? Titillating? Demeaning? Exhilarating? Humiliating? Hot? All the above? Then, when he actually tasted the cum in her kiss… the ultimate proof of her infidelity. The tangy, gooey, salty taste that assaulted his senses that night almost made him shoot his load right in the bar. That she obviously hadn’t done anything to cleanse her mouth afterwards made it that much more intense. It was like Carly had sensed what he’d needed. In all honesty, he didn’t think anything had ever turned him on like that before. Absolutely nothing else. Not even their first time together. Hell, that night was even better than his first time having sex. That last night in New Orleans was unquestionably hotter than anything else in his entire life.

		

		The feel of ‘Cammi’s’ soft lips sliding over his cock brought him back to the real world. She was on her knees, licking and sucking his erection. Worshipping it, just like she had done that night. Oh Lord, it was sooooo sexy. He could even see stains from her lipstick on his hard shaft. Thinking about how she must have left those same kinds of marks on her ‘john’ that night. It was so enticing, watching his cock slide so sensuously between her lips. Knowing that those lips had done that exact same thing to another man. The thought still drove him crazy. But, tonight it was only a fading memory. It wasn’t immediate like it had been in New Orleans. There was something lost in the translation somehow. The excitement he’d felt that night was missing. He knew she’d had other lovers before they met. In all honesty, though, they’d never really discussed their histories in any great detail. Jeff had been delighted to even get a date with somebody like Carly. Being married to her, was beyond anything he’d even dreamed.

		

		Unable to help himself, he casually wondered if there might be some way… Any way at all that he could get her to repeat her performance of that night? Actually, letting him take her after she had been with another man? It was the knowing that she had been with somebody else that really seemed to trip his trigger. For whatever reason, and Jeff couldn’t even put it into words properly, he wanted that. Needed it. Proof that she could be desired by others, even seduced by others, but was still his at the end of the night. His to take home. His to keep.

		

		He’d read about things like this. This sort of ‘kink’ that he had. From what he understood, it really wasn’t an unusual fantasy. Not at all. What was unusual, was that he truly got to live it out. At least a little bit. Let’s face it, to a lot of people, a blowjob was only slightly more intimate than a kiss. But, damn, it was so fucking hot. Thinking of her down on her knees like that? Could he somehow get her to do it again? Could he convince her to do even more? That would be total fantasy fulfillment. Getting to fuck her after she’d taken another man’s seed deep inside her hot cunt. Seeing the cum oozing out of her, lubricating her for his own assault. Actually, shoving his cock in that cum filled pussy. To discover the feel of ‘sloppy seconds,’ for real. That would be like ultimate fulfillment. But, how could he ever ask his wife to do something like that?

		

		Right now, however, his cock had ideas of its own. ‘Cammi’s’ insistent, teasing tongue had him near an orgasm. He began slamming into her mouth, driving his cock deeply down her throat with each stroke. He actually wanted to make her choke on his cum. Wanted her to barely be able to swallow all that he was going to shoot into her. He wanted to take his whore.

		

		‘Cammi’ knew he was close. She could feel his cock swelling in her mouth, feel the need in him as he drove into her. Her throat barely able to take him. Even with her blocking part of his cock with her hand. She was trying desperately not to gag. Not a fun way to end the evening if she upchucked all over the room. Not very professional for a whore, either. Even a fantasy one. Then, she felt it coming, knew what was expected of her. She tried to pull away just a little before the onslaught that she knew was about to begin, but he would have none of it. He jammed his cock hard down her throat as his sperm began to jet out. Time after time, she felt him surge into her throat and mouth. She couldn’t breathe. All she could do was try to swallow as fast as she could.

		

		She did it. Only one or two little drops of cum escaped her hungry mouth. Her lips still covered in cum, Jeff looked down at her like she was some goddess. He pulled her up to him and began kissing her cum covered mouth. Hungrily driving his tongue deep inside her, tasting his own seed. Somehow trying desperately to relive the night that they were both thinking about, but afraid to mention out loud. Afraid of what their partner might think if they did.

		

		Jeff began to undress her now, finding her zipper, slipping the lacy dress from her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. He knew she couldn’t have been wearing any underwear tonight. Not with her breasts so blatantly on display beneath that lacy top. He also knew she’d been commando tonight, had seen the quick little flashes of her smooth mound as they talked in the bar. He’d even seen a quick glimpse of her slit as she slid off the stool. It still turned him on every time he saw her that way. Her vague answer when he asked if she’d done it for him, filled him with lust. Consumed him. The thought of it almost driving him insane. It was like he’d become an addict, the insatiable craving gnawing hungrily at his insides.

		

		Jeff pulled her roughly to him. His hands roamed voraciously over her slim body, feeling her firm breasts and tight little ass. His lips trailed down her neck until they reached their goal, her dark nipples. He could hear her soft moans as he teased them with his teeth and tongue. Suckling them, pulling on them. Lord, he wanted her. Filled with lust he knelt before her, staring at her bare pussy. Wanting her, wanting to taste her.

		

		“Are you sure you want to that, Sweetie? I mean, you know, eat my dirty little pussy? After all, you don’t know just what all I might have done earlier tonight?” she teased.

		

		With a groan, Jeff drove his tongue deep into her smooth slit. Tasting her, feeling how wet she was. Realizing first hand just how turned on his wife had gotten tonight. Turned on not just by him, but unquestionably by her earlier suitors as well. He thought about all those other men. Strange men looking at her, leering at her. How much they had to have wanted her; her perky breasts so blatantly on view through that lacy top. Her barely hidden nipples poking so provocatively against their lacy covering, legs displayed by that extremely high hemline, even her little bare snatch becoming visible as she crossed and uncrossed her legs.

		

		‘Cammi’s’ body trembled as she felt his tongue push deep inside her. His probing tongue almost like a mini-penis driving in and out of her. Then he was attacking her clit. Fluttering his tongue against it, driving her wild. Wow! Oh, that feels sooooo good. Oh… Oh, God! I’m cumming, thought ‘Cammi.’ Her entire body in spasms as an orgasm consumed her. She couldn’t think, all she knew was pure pleasure as her body reacted to his onslaught. Her passionate scream echoing around the room.

		

		Then, suddenly, Jeff withdrew his mouth from her sweet pulsing pussy. She briefly glimpsed his face still covered in her juices as he rolled her over on the bed. ‘Cammi’ tried desperately to gain a foothold with her heels on the carpet, anticipating what was coming. With her backside fully on display before him, she knew she was about to be fucked. Fucked royally. But where? Jeff had already proven that he was willing to sodomize her. Just where was he going to fuck her tonight? How would he fuck his bought and paid for whore?

		

		The answer came as she felt his hard cock penetrate her exposed pussy. Felt him thrust deeply into her, felt him slam against her cervix in one swift stroke. The sheer violence of it, making her cry out. Pounding into her mercilessly again and again. Jeff never attacked her like that. Well… He never attacked Carly, his wife, like that. But, tonight she wasn’t Carly, was she? She was ‘Cammi’ and she was a whore. And, she liked it. She liked it a lot. When she finally felt his hot cum bursting inside of her, she nearly passed out she came so hard.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		“You two need to have a serious conversation, Carly,” hissed Sandi violently. They were back at their favorite bar, digesting Carly’s foray into fantasy life with Jeff the prior Friday night. “A very serious conversation. Jeff obviously has some pretty deeply rooted fantasies, and apparently so do you. It seems to me that those fantasies are not mutually exclusive. I mean, it seems like you both maybe want the same thing? You know?

		

		“He wants to fantasize about you with another man, and you have a fantasy about being a whore. Kind of feels like you have a solution staring you in the face. You know, it’s kind of a win-win situation, isn’t it? You both just have to be willing to admit it,” said Sandi shaking her head. “Get some guts girl. Do it. Tell him how you feel. I think it’s the only way this can work out satisfactorily, Kitten. I’m just sayin.’”

		

		“Oh, Sandi, I don’t know? I mean, yes, I do have a fantasy about… You know… That. But, how can I possibly tell my husband I want to sleep with other men? And, not only that, but that I want do it for money?” whined Carly. “I love him; I don’t want to lose him. And, I’m afraid that’s just what would happen. He’d leave me.” Tears began to fall freely down Carly’s face as she thought about losing her marriage. Losing the love of her life. Because, despite her fantasies, that’s what he was. In her own mind, it was like her fantasies had a life of their own, totally separate and distinct from the life of Carly and Jeff. They were somehow, magically, mutually exclusive of each other. But, how could she ever explain that to her husband? How could he possibly understand?

		

		“Listen to me, Kitten. I seem to recall him giving you a greenlight to give some strange guy a blowjob just a couple of weeks ago. So, it’s not like the idea isn’t floating out there already. It’s just a matter of degrees, now. Isn’t it? I mean, it’s the old ‘Will you sleep with me for a million dollars? Yes? Well, will you do it for $100.00?’ I mean, it’s all negotiations after that. Right?” suggested Sandi.

		

		“Oh, God, why did I ever do it in the first place? If I’d just left well enough alone, there wouldn’t be any question. I keep telling myself it was ‘just’ a blowjob. Seems like everybody does it anymore, it’s all so casual. But… I’m married. Ohhh… Why did I have to give in to that absurd little fantasy anyway?” whimpered Carly softly. Tears still falling gently down her face.

		

		“Come on, Kitten. Let’s get out of here. I’ll take you to my place and we’ll talk some more and get you settled down a bit. Then we’ll get you cleaned up. Because, I know one thing for sure, you can’t go home looking like this,” declared Sandi.

		

		*

		

		A few more glasses of wine and Carly had settled down. She was even smiling a little as Sandi held her, comforting her. After that, of course, she was smiling for an entirely different reason. She could feel Sandi’s soft lips on her throat, feel the gentle little kisses trailing down her neck. Carly knew that as much as she loved Jeff, she also wanted Sandi. Wanted her big time. She could hear her own moans as Sandi’s soft lips closed over her nipple, kissing it, suckling it. Driving her insane.

		

		Carly pulled her up from her breast and began kissing her friend. Returning the love that Sandi had displayed to her. They joined together tenderly, finding their own little piece of heaven in each other’s arms. She loved the taste of her. The smell of her perfume, the feel of her soft lips. The curves of her body. Carly knew she could absolutely lose herself in Sandi’s full breasts. Loved the feel of her nipples as she suckled greedily from her lover’s breasts.

		

		It was so different from being with Jeff, or even from her nameless ‘john’ in New Orleans. Unbelievably different from that. Instead of beard stubble and muscles, it was all softness and curves. Just exotic perfume and silky-smooth skin. She didn’t even think about what her husband might say about Sandi. It didn’t matter. Not to her. Once again, her logical mind had segmented their love in a whole different place, totally exclusive of her life with her husband.

		

		Of course, she was still married. Actually, she should have been home by now. In fact, she should have been home quite some time ago. Getting drunk with Sandi was becoming a frequent reason for Jeff to have to come and get her. It was nearly a weekly occurrence anymore. He was going to think he’d married an alcoholic at this rate. There was no way that Sandi could take her home. She was just as plastered as Carly was. Oh well, there was no other option. It was call Jeff or take a taxi. And, Carly was just sober enough to muse that a taxi just might be a little too suspicious looking… After all, Jeff already had to have some suspicions after her teasing him so relentlessly: Who she had shaved her pussy for? Her vague answer about the virginity of her little ass. Even about her ankle bracelet. And, then, there was that night in New Orleans…

		

		And, yes, once again her husband came and picked her up. Drove her home and put her to bed with some aspirin and a glass of water. Shaking his head all the time he was doing it, but he did it anyway. He loved her. That was enough in his mind.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Friday night was looming large as Carly wondered what her husband might dream up this time. The last time it had been his choice for ‘date night,’ she’d ended up giving a blowjob to some strange man in New Orleans. Not this time. No way! Whatever happened this week, they would be close to home. Too close for that kind of behavior. She did have a reputation to maintain. Her little escapade at the hotel downtown last week had been dangerous enough. Of course, she really hadn’t done anything wrong last week. Honest. After all, it was her husband that she’d spent the night with. Not some nameless stranger. Though, admittedly, Carly found the idea of doing that awfully intriguing.

		

		The only thing that she’d heard from Jeff, was that she should come straight home after work. Of course, that made Carly’s mind work overtime. Just what did her husband have in mind? When she got there, she found the house empty. Nobody answered her when she called out that she was home. Carly walked through the rooms until she got to the Master Bedroom, there she found some clothes laid out on the bed, along with a note saying that he’d pick her up at 8:00 PM. There was even a glass of wine sitting there waiting for her.

		

		Well, at least I know how he wants me to dress tonight. Let’s see, low slung hip hugger jeans, wedge heels and for a top? Hmmmm… Well, that is not much of a top. Holding it up, it was just a tiny little crop top. There was a lace strip that would hang just below the curve of her breasts, but that would leave her midriff bare and it had a very low plunging neckline. A very sheer crop top. Carly had no doubt that all her charms would be on display, at least in the right light. While she was shocked by Jeff wanting her to wear such a revealing outfit, she felt herself getting wet at the same time.

		

		Glancing at the time, Carly decided she had enough time to take a quick shower and still have plenty of time to fix her hair and makeup. It certainly wouldn’t take long to get dressed. When she was ready, Carly checked herself out in the floor length mirror. Oh, wow! I look like some hooker out on the street. She hoped he didn’t want her to play a streetwalker tonight? Well… Sort of, anyway. If she raised her arms up, she could even see the bottom of her breasts only slightly obscured by the lacy strip of her top. What had Sandi called that? ‘Underboob?’ Yep, that was it. What a dumb name. Still, it felt kind of sexy. Adjusting the room lighting made her feel a little better. If she wasn’t in bright light, her nipples didn’t show through, at least not unless somebody was really looking. That eased her mind somewhat. It wasn’t like she’d be on stage, probably just in some bar or restaurant. Those kinds of places were always sort of dark anyway.

		

		Jeff arrived right on time opening the door and calling her name. Carly walked into the entry and pirouetted for him. “Do I meet your approval, Sir?” she asked rather coquettishly. Jeff took one look at her and pulled her into his arms. Carly began to moan as his hands explored her body. She felt him caressing her tight butt, her perky little breasts. Then he was pinching her dark little nipples, sending ripples of pleasure through her whole body. His hands slipping easily under the loose top. She could feel herself getting wet from his touches. She had gone commando under her jeans. Hey, he hadn’t laid out any panties for her. Though unless she ended up very wet down there nobody would know until her husband undressed her tonight.

		

		It was pretty obvious that Jeff didn’t mind just how much of Carly was on display by her little top. Even discounting the sheerness of the fabric, her small globes were well displayed by the non-existent neckline and lacy bottom. The loose top barely covered her nipples, forget about covering anything else. And, those skin-tight hip hugger jeans, hugged well below her hips. Dangerously low. Carly realized that they really did cut a little below her bikini line in front and slightly displayed the crack of her ass in the back. Damn good thing I shave now. Oh well, if that’s what he wants I guess it’s okay to go along with it. Damn, I feel like I’m walking out of the house topless. I am getting soooo turned on right now.

		

		Jeff drove them to a new country western bar in the next town. Going in, they found a table and ordered some drinks and perused the dinner menu. It was still early enough that the bar wasn’t too crowded. Carly did notice a lot of men sit up and take notice as she walked to the table. Their eyes glued to her tight ass and enticing breasts.

		

		After a few more glasses of wine and a nice dinner, Carly was feeling no pain. She had long ago forgotten about her near topless state of undress and was just enjoying the buzz from the wine. The band came on at 10:00, as the place began to fill up. Pretty soon people started line-dancing. It looked like fun and Carly itched to get out there on the dance floor. She looked at Jeff, licking her lips, and asked, “Can we dance? Line-dancing is easy. You just follow what everybody else does. Come on. Please?”

		

		“Sure, when in Rome… I’m game to try it for a little while,” came his surprising reply.

		

		Carly was really enjoying herself. She loved moving to the music and the light touches of the men’s hands as they all danced together wasn’t bad either. She occasionally could feel a hand straying to more inappropriate places, but she wasn’t about to say ‘No’ to anybody right about now. Or, anything else, for that matter. She was way too turned on by all the men staring at her. Knew they could see her dark little nipples standing at attention through her top. A few times during the night, she felt the loose top sway way too far. Her breasts popping out as it did. She was sure several people got quite a show before she could get things back in place.

		

		The band had moved on from the line-dancing music to the two-step after a while. Carly was having fun, but she knew Jeff was about to pull the plug if they didn’t sit back down. Finally, he pulled her from the floor and back to their table. Thankfully, she heard him call to the waitress for another round of drinks. Yes! The night isn’t over yet.

		

		As expected, when Carly wanted to dance again, Jeff decided to stay behind. She moved out onto the dance floor and immediately had a partner for the next dance. He was a damn nice looking partner too. Tall and muscular, with just a slight stubble on his face. Carly fell into his arms as they began to dance. The two-step doesn’t really allow for much in the way of roaming hands, but Carly enjoyed her body pressed against his muscled chest. When she finally decided to sit down again, he even gave her a little parting kiss.

		

		Carly found another glass of wine waiting for her when she got back to the table. She kissed her husband, letting him have a nice view down her blouse, before sitting back down. His eyes were glued to her breasts as they tried in vain to talk over the music. Eventually they gave up and just sipped their drinks. She knew he was getting extremely turned on. She liked it when Jeff was turned on. Liked the way he treated her. Rougher, more forceful.

		

		It had been a long night and Carly went in search of the restrooms. Thankfully, there was no line. After freshening up, she came back out and ran headfirst into her most recent dance partner. As they collided, he pulled her to him and gave her a deep French kiss. His hands began to roam hungrily over her body, feeling her. A hand slid under her loose top. She felt his hard fingers cup her breast and then the electric shock as he pinched her nipple. She could feel that shock all the way down to her soggy pussy. It made her whole body tingle. Oh! She wanted him. Her whole body came alive at the thought of it. She wanted him BAD!

		

		Carly pushed away and, looking him straight in the eye, she said, “Sorry, but I’m married. You’re very nice and I like you, but I just can’t.” Even giving a little flash of her wedding ring as she did.

		

		“Are you sure? You may be married, but you DO play, don’t you?” he said. Pointedly looking at her ankle bracelet.

		

		“Wouldn’t you like to know?” purred Carly.

		

		Her new friend still held on to her hand tightly as he said, “Would it help if I sweetened the pot, so to speak? Say, $300.00 sweeter? I live close by.”

		

		Carly could feel her pussy getting oh so wet as the temptation of his proposition raced through her mind. Actually, doing it? Being a whore? Looking into his eyes, she said, “Well, not tonight anyway, my husband’s waiting.” Then she quickly twisted from his arms and back out to the bar.

		

		Jeff was waiting for her, standing up as she got to the table. “Ready to head home or do you want some more wine? Or, do you still want to dance some more?” he inquired.

		

		“Mmmm… I’d love to dance some more, but let’s go on home. I think I want something else even more,” she teased as her hand swept down his leg. Feeling the outline of his cock. “I really want you.”

		

		On the way home, Carly was feeling no pain. She knew she’d had way too much wine tonight. Her mind was practically floating. Maybe floating too much! Her left hand teasingly caressed Jeff’s cock through his jeans as he drove. There was no inhibition in her voice as she taunted, “I probably should tell you something. I got propositioned in the hallway to the restroom tonight.” Her voice sultry, almost a purr as she revealed her little assignation.

		

		“Oh? Really? And, just what happened after that?” Jeff inquired unsteadily.

		

		“What do you mean, ‘What happened?’ What do you suppose happened? I said ‘No,’ of course,” rebuffed Carly a little taken aback.

		

		“Hey, don’t get mad about it. I’m just asking. I mean… Well… You didn’t exactly say no a few weeks ago, over in New Orleans,” grinned Jeff. “I seem to remember that very clearly.”

		

		Carly looked at her husband, desperately trying to decide if he was upset, kidding or turned on by the prospect? He hadn’t seemed to be mad when he referred to what had happened that night. “That, if you will remember, was just a blowjob. And, you gave me permission to do it. You practically ordered me to do it. I only did it because I thought it turned you on.”

		

		“So… This guy tonight wanted to actually fuck you? Fuck you like all those men last week at the hotel bar wanted to fuck you? All those guys you teased relentlessly before I finally ‘bought’ your favors for the night?” asked Jeff. Carly could hear an excitement to his voice.

		

		“Yes,” she whispered seductively. “He wanted to take me home and fuck me. He offered me $300.00 to do it with him.” Carly felt his cock twitch beneath her fingers when she told him. “Does that idea turn you on, Hubby? Maybe, just a little? Does it make you hot, thinking about me really doing something like that? Sleeping with another man? Even doing it for money? Would you like me to do that? Do that for you?”

		

		Carly knew she was treading in very dangerous waters right now. Extremely dangerous waters. What if Sandi was wrong? What if she had misread all the signals? What if all he saw in her now would be a slut, a whore? And, if she hadn’t misread anything, did she really want him to say yes? Okay, she’d given some guy a blowjob. Big deal. It seems like a pretty common happening anymore. But, this? It’s one thing to fantasize about doing something, but to actually do it? Let some stranger fuck her? Let him shove his hard cock deep inside of her and take her? Even the thought sent a shiver through her. Or, maybe it was a little more than a shiver. Carly felt her pussy clench and an electric shock rip through her. It was all she could do to not cry out as an orgasm raked her body.

		

		“Oh, wow! I’m way too drunk to touch that right now. Or, maybe way too sober,” admitted Jeff. “Right now, I just know I want you.”

		

		*

		

		Jeff literally tore her small top off her when they got home. The tattered pieces hanging from her shoulders as he suckled greedily on her sensitive nipples. His hands squeezing her small breasts, driving her insane with passion. Carly was moaning in his ear, her body betraying just how turned on she was. She knew her jeans were soaked. Not only could she see the wet spot between her thighs, but she could even smell how turned on she was. She smelled like sex.

		

		Carly was still reeling from their earlier conversation in the car. Her mind in a turmoil. Jeff hadn’t gotten mad at the thought, she knew that. She’d felt his cock jerk under her fingers as she told him. He couldn’t deny what she’d felt. She knew the idea somehow excited him. But how much? He hadn’t said no. Of course, he hadn’t said yes either… He’d left the whole idea hanging in the air. Left it there like the Sword of Damocles hanging over her head. The whole conversation had left her feeling… What? Unsure? Turned on? Upset? Frightened? Excited? Yeah, every bit of that.

		

		Then all other thoughts were driven from her mind as Jeff pulled down her jeans exposing her wet snatch. Her little bare pussy, leaking her excitement. She could feel her juices running down her legs. Lord, she was so turned on. Carly cried out as his tongue thrust between her lower lips and deep into her velvet tunnel. Tasting her. An orgasm ripped through her. She couldn’t help it, with her husband’s tongue deep inside of her like that, eating her. Carly wondered what it would be like if she’d done it? What if she’d actually let somebody else fuck her tonight? Gone with that guy at the bar? Would Jeff still want her if she had? Would he still want to eat her after another man had been inside of her? OMG! What if she let them cum inside of her? Would he… Oh, God. Oh, that would be so HOT. Her mind reeling at the mere thought of it, her body clenching in yet another orgasm.

		

		Jeff frantically tore her wedge heels off and roughly jerked her jeans from her legs. Practically throwing her on the bed before crawling between her spread legs. His cock like a spear as he plunged deeply inside of her. No tenderness tonight, he was like a madman. Driving into her again and again. Carly never stopped orgasming as he relentlessly drove his hard cock into her. Finally, she felt him swelling inside of her, knew he was close. She met his thrusts, her legs wrapped tightly around him. She pulled his lips down to hers, as she kissed him passionately. Her tongue was deep in his mouth as she felt his cock spasm and load after load of cum jet inside of her. The orgasm that tore through her was unbelievable. She could hardly breath as she fell back on the bed, Jeff collapsed beside her. Carly could feel his hot cum begin leaking slowly out of her. Felt it ooze so slowly between her lower lips. She hazily thought, once again, about it being some other man’s cum…

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		“So? Don’t just leave me hanging here. What happened? Did you finally talk about it later?” asked Sandi. Carly could hear the anticipation in her voice.

		

		“No, nothing more was said. I thought we might talk the next day, but Jeff had an early tee time with Charlie. After that, we were back in our normal routines and it just never came up.”

		

		“But, he didn’t exactly say ‘No’ did he?” Sandi teased. She wasn’t giving up on this. It was like she wanted Jeff to say yes. Wanted Carly to have permission to fulfill her fantasy. Since it was a fantasy that Sandi had as well, Carly wasn’t sure what to think. Was Sandi now living vicariously through her? That would be so ironic. After all, Sandi was the one that had always been the ‘bad girl’ between the two of them.

		

		“No. He didn’t say ‘No,’” she admitted quietly. “I just don’t know what to think. I mean, yes, the whole idea turns me on. It turns me on a lot more than I like to admit. And, yes, it seems like it turns Jeff on. But, what if I’m wrong? Even if he does say yes, what if he gets turned off by it afterwards?”

		

		“DUH,” Sandi declared. “It sure doesn’t sound like he got turned off that night you were in New Orleans. From what you told me, there’s no way on Earth he could have thought you hadn’t sucked off another man that night. Not with his cum still in your mouth. You, filthy little slut. It sounded to me like he practically raped you afterwards.”

		

		“Yes… Yes, he was rather excited that night,” giggled Carly. “But, this… This would be different. Actually, fucking somebody else? I just don’t know…”

		

		“Well, you better figure something out, and do it pretty darn quickly. It’s like you are both trying to one up the other one with each new ‘date night.’ What they heck are you going to do this week, anyway? I mean, it is your turn to pick, right?” queried Sandi.

		

		“This week is an easy one, thankfully. It’s Jeff’s birthday Friday. So, I get off with a nice dinner out and just buying him a present,” said Carly.

		

		“What are you getting him?”

		

		“He’s been wanting some fancy new putter. Actually, he’s been dropping hints on that for months now. So, that, and maybe something else ‘to be named later,’” giggled Carly. “I was thinking I’d give him the new club before we go out and write the ‘to be named’ thing in his card.”

		

		“Ohhhhh… Letting him pick what he wants? That could prove very interesting considering everything that’s going on between you two. Are you sure you want to risk it?” teased Sandi.

		

		“Oh, I think I’m willing to risk it. Maybe even looking forward to it.”

		

		*

		

		Carly chose a very short, very tight mini dress for that night. The neckline plunged well below her ribcage giving an absolutely enticing view of the firm swell of her breasts. She loved teasing Jeff like that. She could give him little provocative flashes of her breasts and even her dark little nipples if she twisted just right. And, that short hemline? Oh, she was pretty sure that her bare pussy would show whenever she crossed her legs. That would drive him crazy.

		

		Their dinner was delicious. They had each ordered melt in your mouth prime rib, with a baked potato and mixed vegetables. The restaurant was one of the best they had in their little suburb. The multiple glasses of wine that Carly consumed didn’t hurt either. As they were sitting quietly after dinner, enjoying their drinks, she could feel Jeff practically undressing her with his eyes. She loved it when he did that.

		

		“Do you know what you want for your present ‘to be named later’ yet? After all, the night is still young?” teased Carly.

		

		“So many choices, so little time,” mused Jeff. “What if I want to do something really naughty for my present? Something that you might not like? Would the offer still stand?”

		

		“I… I guess it would depend. I mean, just what do you have in mind birthday boy?” she asked warily.

		

		“Well… Don’t judge too harshly, okay? I’ve heard a bunch of the men at work talk about this new club downtown. It’s a ‘gentleman’s club,’ you know… Where…”

		

		“I’m not stupid, Jeff. I know what a ‘gentleman’s club’ is. It’s a bunch of strippers taking their clothes off. I don’t think I want to go to some strip club. And, I definitely am not about to do a strip tease for you. Not in front of a whole bar filled with men,” declared Carly flatly. “So, don’t even think about it. Birthday or not.”

		

		“What if I’d like to go there, though? Maybe I’d like to have a lap dance? Or, maybe I’d just like to buy you a lap dance? I think I’d really like to see that,” grinned her husband. “My understanding is that they have private rooms where they give the lap dances. Nobody else would see. I promise. Just the two of us.”

		

		“Why in the world would I want a lap dance, Jeff? For that matter, why would I want to see you get one? I don’t think I’d like seeing you with another woman. Not at all. I think I’d probably get very jealous,” declared Carly. Oh, she knew how hypocritical that had to sound. It even sounded like that to her ears. Oh boy, did it. After all, she was the one that had actually given a blowjob to some stranger. Not to mention all the times she’d let men touch her intimately while she was dancing. And, there was also something else that weighed on her conscience; more properly, it was a someone, named Sandi. Carly even realized getting a lap dance herself, might be fun? She just wasn’t ready to admit it to Jeff.

		

		“Well, maybe I’d really like to see you with another woman? Did you ever think about that? It is kind of a well-known male fantasy. I mean… Well, I do kind of like seeing you… you know… with…” faltered Jeff. Even in the low lights of the restaurant, Carly could see his face turning crimson.

		

		Oh, God! This is it, he’s going to admit it. He likes seeing me with other men, thought Carly excitedly. Say it, Jeff. Admit it. Tell me it turns you on to have another man touch me. She laid her hand gently on his arm, giving him a little kiss as she did. “It’s okay, Hon. I understand.”

		

		“Well, I mean, if I like seeing you with other men, then maybe I’d like seeing you with another woman? Right? It just sounded exciting and I thought that maybe you’d like it too,” he confessed shyly. “I’m sorry, I guess I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

		

		Carly’s befuddled brain started into overdrive. He wants to see me with another woman? Hmmm… I think I just might be able to accommodate him with that. And, I wouldn’t have to go to some stupid ‘gentleman’s club’ to do it either. “It’s okay, Baby. I’m not upset. She quickly gave him a little peck on the cheek and excused herself to go to the restroom. Grabbing the cellphone from her little purse, she quickly called Sandi, explaining the situation.

		

		“Whoa! What? You want me to come over and make out with you in front of your husband? Tonight? But, just with you, right? Not with the both of you? And, I’m supposed to do this with an audience? Me? Starkers in front of your husband? With Jeff watching us the whole time? I am hearing you correctly, aren’t I?” chided Sandi.

		

		“Well… Uh… Yes, I guess that’s pretty much what I’m asking. I don’t know how far he’d expect us to go. Originally, he wanted me to get a lap dance at some ‘gentleman’s club’ he’d heard of. I just thought that maybe this would be a lot more fun, and then we wouldn’t have to sneak around anymore. Not if we sort of get carried away while we were making out?” asked Carly shyly. “He couldn’t be terribly shocked if we spend time together after that.”

		

		“I can’t believe that I’m actually agreeing to this. Okay, Kitten, stall him awhile at the restaurant. I need a quick shower, and I want to get to your place ahead of you to set out a chair in the bedroom. I think I want the Birthday Boy tied up, so he can’t stop anything that’s going on if we’re actually doing this,” said Sandi firmly.

		

		“Oh, wow! Oh, that sounds so wicked,” mused Carly. “Okay, deal. I’ll keep him here for a bit, you’re closer to our house than we are anyway. You should definitely have plenty of time to get there first. You know where the spare key is. I can hardly wait. See you there soon.”

		

		*

		

		Carly stalled another half hour at the restaurant before finally declaring that she was sorry, but she just couldn’t go to a ‘gentleman’s club’ with her husband. She asked him to take her home. Crestfallen, Jeff reluctantly paid their bill and they drove home in silence. Afraid that he’d really overstepped tonight. He was surprised when he saw some of the lights on in the house when they got home.

		

		“You stay here, Carly. It looks like somebody might be in the house. I’ll check it out,” said Jeff.

		

		Grabbing on to his arm, she purred, “Oh, I KNOW that there’s somebody in the house and I certainly hope you enjoy your present. Come with me, Birthday Boy.”

		

		As they walked in the door, Carly stopped him and told him to take off his tie. Then, she wrapped it around his eyes, tying it so that it made a very effective blindfold. Taking his hand, she led him into the bedroom and over to the chair that Sandi had set out. Getting him settled on the chair, she quickly grabbed two pair of thigh top stockings and fastened his hands and legs to the chair. Telling him to be quiet, she quickly stripped off her dress leaving her in just her stockings and heels.

		

		Then, Carly gave him a deep, sensual kiss and pulled off his blindfold. As his blinking eyes cleared, he could see Sandi laying on their bed in just a little baby doll nighty and panties. Carly grinned at him and after whispering “Happy Birthday, Baby,” she moved sensuously to the bed.

		

		Jeff couldn’t quite believe his eyes. His wife was naked before him with another woman in her arms. With Sandi in her arms. They were actually kissing each other. And… And… He knew that Carly and Sandi had known each other for years, but… Oh, wow! He hadn’t realized just how gorgeous Sandi really was. Her breasts were huge. There was nothing fake about them either. They were real. And, that ass? He watched totally fascinated as Carly proceeded to undress her best friend. Revealing inch after inch of that luscious body to her husband’s eyes. Her lips seductively kissing each new unveiled inch as she did. Then they began to make love sensuously. Jeff watched in total fascination as they kissed each other. Their hands exploring, touching each other. He watched in awe as Carly’s lips seductively closed on Sandi’s nipples, suckling them. He even saw them slip into a sixty-nine position. Kissing and licking each other’s exposed pussy lips as they brought each other to multiple violent earth-shattering orgasms.

		

		Later, they lay quietly in each other’s arms. Hands softly stroking each other’s soft curves. Carly looked up at her husband saying, “Well, was it all you hoped it would be? Did you like seeing the two of us together? Was it better than seeing me getting some dirty, nasty old lap dance? Was it as good as you fantasized it would be?”

		

		“Better! A thousand times better. God, you are so beautiful. Both of you are. Thank you, I love you so much Carly Howard Davis,” answered Jeff. His voice still full of emotion.

		

		With that, Carly and Sandi got out of bed and after a quick kiss, Sandi went to get dressed. Carly moved over to her husband and kissed him. She could feel his hungry response. He drove his tongue deep in her mouth, tasting the lover she had just left. Tasting Sandi. Experiencing the essence of her vicariously. Carly decided that she could allow that much. She liked kissing way too much to deny herself the pleasure. When Sandi returned to the room, she came over and kissed Jeff herself. A nice deep kiss, letting him taste his own wife on her lips. Then with a quick grin and a wink, she said, “Happy Birthday, Jeff,” and waltzed out of the room.

		

		Carly untied her husband as she heard the front door close. He quickly pulled her to him kissing her. Practically ravaging her as his lips explored every inch of her body. He suckled her nipples, he ate her pussy, he tried to repeat everything that he’d seen Sandi do to her. He wanted to somehow share in the delights that she’d experienced. Feel the same things Sandi had felt, empathize with her.

		

		Carly loved him when he was like this. He just couldn’t get enough of her body. So different from the Jeff of just a few months ago. Finally, Carly freed his cock from its confines, her searching mouth seductively taking it deep into her throat. She wouldn’t let him cum like this though, not tonight. She needed a cock inside of her. She needed to be fucked. Hard.

		

		Finally, when she sensed he couldn’t take it anymore without exploding down her throat, she pulled away. She undressed him, slowly. Seductively removing each and every piece of clothing. Kissing each part of him as it was revealed. Then, pushing him back onto their bed, she straddled his hard cock and lowered herself onto him. Riding him, cowgirl style. Feeling his hard rod deep inside of her as she impaled herself again and again. Finally feeling his hard cock swell and explode into her womb. Jet after jet of hot cum spurting into her, feeling her orgasm overtake her as it did.

		

		She lay quietly in his arms as he kissed the back of her neck. Carly could feel his hands, still softly caressing her. Touching her intimately. Mmmm… She could let him do that all-night long. Then, she was feeling something else. Oh, wow! He’s getting hard again. This could be fun.

		

		Jeff began to slide sensuously down her body. His lips caressing her every inch of the way. As he got down to her waist, Carly rolled over on her back. Letting him have full access to her. His lips fastened back onto her nipples, teasing them, biting them. Then he was sliding down between her legs. His lips and tongue probing tentatively along her bare slit. Oh God, is he going to eat me? He’s never done that before, not after we’ve already made love. Not with me full of cum. She felt his tongue tease her clitoris, brushing it softly. Then it plunged deep into her. Her body spasmed violently as his tongue slipped between her lower lips. Oh wow! He’s… He’s tasting his own cum. Tasting me after cumming inside of me. Oh, that is so… Oh, so fucking hot. Carly screamed as another violent orgasm raced through her. Her body shaking, trembling at the onslaught of his probing tongue.

		

		When her body stopped jerking, Jeff slid his hard cock into that very same place he’d just vacated with his tongue. Pounding into her, nearly raping her in his passion. He was like some thoroughbred stallion as he thrust into her again and again. Carly was enjoying orgasm after orgasm as he consumed her with his lust.

		

		*

		

		Lying together, their passion finally spent, Carly whispered, “Wow! OMG! I’ll have to let you see me with Sandi more often. You were really something tonight, Birthday Boy. Rowll!” Her fingernails raking seductively down his body.

		

		“Mmmm… Damn, feel free to do that anytime you want, Carly. God, it was really hot, watching the two of you. I loved every second of it. It was almost as hot as… Well…” faltered Jeff.

		

		“Almost as hot as what, Baby? Tell me. Please, tell me? I love you, there’s nothing you can’t say to me. I’m your wife, I’ll always be here for you. I promise,” whispered Carly kissing him gently. “Tell me what you want.”

		

		“I… I don’t think I can say it, Carly. It’s too much. Too embarrassing. I’m afraid if you really knew, you’d run away,” he confessed.

		

		Carly wasn’t having any of that. No way. He wasn’t getting away that easily. She wanted to hear him say it. She wanted… What? A free pass? Maybe? To really be a ‘hot wife?’ To have permission to live out her fantasy? To actually be a ‘call girl?’ Curling into his arms, she kissed him again, saying, “Tell me, Honey. What would turn you on more? I’m right here, I’m not going anywhere. Promise.

		

		“I… I like seeing you with other men. I like seeing them touch you, like when you’re dancing. Seeing you flirt with them at the bars,” he said dropping his head into his hands. “God, Carly, I even liked what happened that night in New Orleans. It didn’t matter that I couldn’t see it, it was just the knowledge that you’d done it. You’d actually sucked off some guy. I mean, I could taste him on you, smell him. God, that was so unbelievably hot. It… It made me want you so bad. It was almost unbearable,” he confessed. “You must think I’m some sort of total freak.”

		

		Carly took a moment to take it all in. Jeff had confessed everything. Now, it was up to her. Where did she want to take this? Did she really want to take it all the way? Hesitantly, she asked, “Does all of this mean you want me to actually sleep with another man? Have sex with him? For real? Not just get felt up on the dance floor or give him a blowjob, but actually fuck someone?”

		

		“I can’t explain it, Carly. I don’t even understand it. It’s like some insatiable desire burning inside of me. A need to let you be with another man, yet somehow still be mine afterwards. Can you understand at all? Is it even remotely comprehensible? Are you willing to, maybe… Would you even consider it? Do you want to? Would you? God, Carly, I don’t want to lose you. Not ever. I love you more than anything.” He was practically beside himself as he lay his soul bare before her.

		

		“Are you really sure about this, Jeff? I mean, I’ve sort of pieced some of this together on my own. I know you kind of like seeing me with other men. Flirting with them a little, even letting them touch me while I’m dancing. I realize that what happened that night in New Orleans turned you on. Honestly, it turned both of us on. Okay? I won’t deny it. But, I mean, giving some guy a blowjob is one thing, it’s almost passé anymore. What you’re talking about would be different. A lot different. I’m scared, Jeff. Are you sure you’d still want me afterwards? After some other man has taken me? Had his cock not just in my mouth, but inside of me? After he’s fucked me?” she asked seriously. “I mean, there isn’t any way that you could watch, even if I did it. I’d just be having sex with some other man. Just getting fucked. Although,” she purred softly, “I would be coming home to you afterwards. That much I promise.”

		

		“Yes,” came his simple, quiet reply.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		“Are you okay? Are you going to do it? Are you actually going to go fuck some strange man for money? Are you really going to try being a ‘call girl?’ whispered Sandi excitedly. Her endless questions almost rambling in her excitement. “Can… Can I ride shotgun?”

		

		Carly laughed at the offhand comment. Sandi was way too excited over this. It was like she was practically bouncing off the walls as they talked about it. The problem was, Carly wasn’t too sure how she felt about it herself. She knew that some part of her wanted this. Wanted it bad. But, still… There were so many things that could go wrong. Yes, Jeff thought he could handle her being with another man, but could he really? Fantasy and reality don’t always work well together. And, as for her feelings? Well, she’d loved all the flirting and intimate touching so far. She loved having sex. If it would turn Jeff on even more than what he’d been these last few months, it could be worth it. Well worth it. Plus… Added bonus, she’d get to live out her own fantasy. But, how to do it? When to do it? Argghhhh!

		

		By this time, the two of them were giggling hysterically at Carly’s dilemma. Finally, they decided to take the party from the bar and go back to Sandi’s apartment. Jeff was getting quite used to picking up his inebriated wife from there. Besides, he even suspected that a lot more happened while she was there than just drinking and gossiping. Something Carly would neither confirm or deny, teasing him mercilessly. It didn’t matter, just the possibility that she’d had sex with Sandi was enough. No more putting her to bed with aspirin and a glass of water, though. Now, he’d fuck her silly when he got her home.

		

		While the two lovers settled cozily into the couch, Sandi asked her what Jeff had on the menu for ‘date night’ this week? Carly had to admit, she had no clue. That didn’t make her feel any easier about her dilemma. Would Jeff now expect her to mess around whenever they went out? Was she expected to get felt up during every ‘date night?’ Was a blowjob now going to be de rigueur whenever they went out? What if he took her to a hotel? What if he expected her to do more than play around? A lot more? Oh, Lord! What have I gotten myself into?

		

		*

		

		Carly spent a lot of time that week contemplating the dilemma she’d gotten herself into. It was a situation that was not exactly conducive to her productivity at work. She just couldn’t help herself. Her mind just kept coming back to ‘date night.’ It was driving her crazy. What would Jeff come up with this week? It was his turn to pick. What if he really did expect her to… Well, expect her to fuck some other man? Could she actually do it? Would she do it? If, on the wild chance that happened, what should she expect? After all, she wasn’t exactly what you’d call experienced. She’d never done anything other than fuck her previous boyfriends. And, that was always with a condom, in the dark. Only sucked two cocks in her life. She’d never even been with anybody that had a big cock. Never even seen one. Though, she had heard stories, of course. Damn, where were those little yellow covered books when you needed them? You know, the How to be a Call Girl for Dummies, ones?

		

		Well, decided Carly, some internet research might help in this situation? You can find out just about anything there. She spent a fair portion of her free time learning about the most popular positions for sex. After Jeff had fallen asleep at night, she’d even managed to sneak out of bed and download some videos to watch. Sort of a crash course in sex education. Carly decided that a little shopping trip might be in order as well. She stopped and bought a box of condoms. Whether she ever actually used them or not, best to be prepared. After all, she needed to look the part if something did really did happen. Then, on a whim, she stopped at an ‘adult’ toy store. Where, after perusing their myriad stock of merchandise, she shyly purchased a bottle of lubricant and a couple of dildos. Both were larger than any cock she’d ever seen. One she still wasn’t sure she could ever handle. She had to admit, though, she’d had a lot of fun trying them out this week.

		

		Carly was on pins and needles when she got home Friday night. Jeff hadn’t told her anything about what his plans were for the night. All he’d done was shake his head no and tell her she’d find out later. Total frustration. She was quite surprised when she found herself in an empty house.

		

		She walked through each room, double checking, before winding up in their bedroom. That was when she saw it. Her black, lace top mini dress was laid out on the bed, along with her highest pair of fuck me heels and a pair of thigh top stockings. There was an open bottle of wine on the nightstand, along with one glass. An envelope leaned tantalizingly against the bottle. Inside, she found a reservation slip in her name for the Hilton downtown. The reservation was for tonight. There was also a neatly typed note with it. She let out a little gasp, her breath catching in her throat as she read it:

		

		Have fun tonight. I’ll be waiting for you right here when you get home. I don’t care how late it is. Be sure to wake me if you have to.

		

		I love you,

		

		Jeff

		

		Carly’s mouth suddenly felt like the Sahara Desert. Her heart was beating unbelievably fast. Oh, God! This was it. Her free pass. Her get out of jail free card. He had given her permission to have sex with another man. Given her permission to live out her fantasy. Given her permission? Humph. Well, more like urged her to do it. Now, it was up to her…

		

		*

		

		The cold air from the air conditioning in the hotel bar made her nipples stand out against the clingy lace top of her dress as she entered. That, plus she was excited. Very excited. After all, tonight just might be the fulfillment of her fantasy. She sat down at an available bar stool and tried to look casual. Hard to do when you’re a bundle of nerves. The short hemline of her dress displayed her stocking clad legs to perfection. She knew that people could even see a little bit of their lacy tops. Her little ankle bracelet dangled enticingly from her dainty ankle.

		

		Carly couldn’t quite believe she was doing this. It was like she needed to pinch herself to make sure it was real. Oh, she and her husband had roleplayed this scenario before. It was always a tremendous turn on for her. Pretending to be not just available but pretending to be for hire. This time though it was for real. She was truly sitting here alone at a bar. No safety net. No pretend admirer for her charms waiting impatiently in the wings. No husband to rescue her if things got rough. This time if a man happened to offer to buy her a drink, it wouldn’t be her husband pretending to be some nameless stranger. She was actually here. Making herself available. For what, or more properly for who, was still to be determined.

		

		The bartender was almost immediately in front of her asking for her drink selection. She ordered a glass of wine and waited. It didn’t take long. An older gentleman stepped up beside her, smiling at her, before her drink was even delivered. When the bartender arrived, he casually asked her if he might be permitted to buy it for her. Carly smiled and nodded her head yes. Oh yeah, tonight was going to be alright.

		

		“That would be lovely, thank you. My name’s ‘Cammi,’” she said, holding out her hand.

		

		“Charles.” He took her hand and then settled in beside her. I’m just in town for a couple of days. I’ve got a meeting in the morning with an important client, but I’m quite free tonight,” he hinted hopefully.

		

		“Well, I’m just here for the night. Although, I have to admit, I’m not exactly ‘free.’ If you know what I mean?” came her soft reply. Averting her eyes shyly as she said it, a slight flush on her face.

		

		Charles looked at her with piercing blue eyes, she thought he was really quite nice looking. At least, for an older man. It looked like he kept himself in good shape. She’d never actually been with anybody that wasn’t very close to her own age. He had to be a least fifteen years older than Jeff. She noticed a wedding ring on his finger; just out for a good time tonight, she thought. Carly could feel his gaze burning into her as he glanced at her perky breasts, only slightly obscured by the lacy top of her dress. She knew he could see her soft curves beneath the lace, only her nipples actually being covered. As hard as they were at the moment, she knew they would be poking out proudly against the thin fabric covering. Taking in her legs, maybe even catching a glimpse between them, his eyes returned to hers. At the last minute, she’d decided to wear a thong, even though Jeff hadn’t laid one out for her. After all, if she really went through with this, she’d probably be pretty wet down there later.

		

		“I believe I do understand your meaning, ‘Cammi.’ Would, say $300.00 get me a little bit of your company tonight?”

		

		“Mmmm… Yes, I think that would definitely get you some company. Some very pleasant company,” she replied with a laugh.

		

		“Well, why don’t we have another glass of wine and toast to our new friendship,” chuckled Charles. He had friendly blue eyes that Carly liked. She found out that he was CEO of a company on the coast and that he traveled here frequently. He had some big deal pending the next day, seemed pretty confident that it would all go his way. She liked that. He was sure of himself, somebody used to giving commands. She liked that too.

		

		They talked and sipped their drinks for about thirty minutes, wine for her and scotch for him. Finally, he reached for her hand and asked if she’d like to go upstairs? She responded with a little peck to his cheek saying, “I’d like that very much, Charles.”

		

		He took her to a suite on one of the upper floors. It was a lot nicer than the room that Jeff had reserved for her, and she looked around admiringly. She knew enough that it was appropriate to get the necessary arrangements out of the way up front. Charles, however, was way ahead of her. When she turned back to him, his wallet was already in his hand. “Let’s see, it was $300.00, right?”

		

		“That will be fine, Charles, thank you. By the way, do you have a condom? Or, would you like me to…” she asked hesitantly. She let the question hang pointedly in the air. In truth, Carly wasn’t sure what answer she really wanted? Though, she was sure what Jeff’s response would be. Well, pretty sure…

		

		“No, I’m afraid I don’t, ‘Cammi.’ I realize we just met, but is there any chance you might consider not using one tonight? I’d much prefer it that way,” came his instant reply. “I would really like to feel you when I’m inside of you.”

		

		“Well… I’m not entirely opposed to that, but I really would have to ask for extra money given the circumstances,” came her hesitant reply.

		

		“Would another $300.00 make the circumstances any better?” he asked pulling out three more bills from his wallet.

		

		“Mmmmm… I think it definitely would help ease my concerns. Besides, I really do like you,” laughed Carly. She slipped the money into her little purse, next to the unopened box of condoms and bottle of lube she’d purchased. Turning back to him, she slipped easily into his arms giving him a kiss.

		

		Carly felt his tongue push through her lips, deepening their kiss. He tasted of the scotch he’d been drinking. She could smell his cologne, something expensive. One hand slid slowly down her back, caressing her tight ass, as he pulled her tightly to him. His other hand slipped casually around her small breast, cupping it, kneading it. She felt an electric shock go through her body as his fingers pinched her hard nipple.

		

		Carly felt her body responding, knew her pussy was getting wet as his hands explored her curves. Or, at least, wetter. After all, Carly was pretty turned on already. She pulled back from his embrace and knelt down before him. Her hands searching for his zipper, her fingers wrapping around the outline of his… OMG! His very large cock. It felt huge to her probing hand as she struggled to free him. Finally, she gave up and just unfastened his belt and trousers, letting them drop.

		

		Now there was just a pair of boxers between her lips and that mammoth cock. Her breathing became very passionate as she slowly pulled down his shorts, finally getting to see him in all his glory. It was the biggest cock she’d ever seen. At least in real life. It had to be about two inches longer than Jeff’s and definitely thicker. Not quite as big as the one dildo she’d purchased, but still. Besides, she hadn’t been able to take that one all the way inside of her yet. Could she actually take this beast? Well, she didn’t have much choice, did she? I really am bought and paid for. $600.00 paid for.

		

		Carly’s hands gripped his length. She could barely get her fingers around him. Her little pink tongue darted out, licking the slit in the large purplish head. Tasting a drop of his precum. Looking up at him seductively. She let it stay on her tongue for just a minute. Comparing it. After all, it was only the third cock she’d ever done this with. She was comparing the differences between them, between her lovers. Carly liked the sound of that. Comparing the differences between my lovers? I am such a slut, she thought wickedly.

		

		She began to lick down its length. Kissing that monster gently. Even licking his balls, sucking them gently before returning to the tip and opening her mouth as wide as she could, slipping it between her lips. Letting it slide over her tongue, feeling its weight. Even trying to take him deep into her throat. Well, as much as she could anyway. He was big. What is this monster going to feel like inside of me?

		

		Carly could feel him beginning to swell. No, no, absolutely not. She wanted his hot cum to end up someplace else tonight. She wanted him inside her. She wanted to feel him explode into her hot pussy. To empty himself. Pinching the base of his cock, she pulled back from her ministrations, gazing up at those blue eyes. Charles reached down, lifting her to her feet. He kissed her roughly, tasting the essence of himself on her lips. Then his searching fingers found her zipper. She felt it slowly move down her back, her dress falling loose as it did. He slid it from her shoulders, letting it puddle at her feet. His lips kissed down her neck, kissed her soft mounds, then found her hard nipple. He sucked it greedily into his mouth, the touch of his lips sending Carly into a small orgasm with just their touch. Only Jeff, Sandi and her unknown ‘john’ in New Orleans, had tasted her nipples in over five years. She was almost flying in ecstasy at his touch. Her lover’s touch. No, not my ‘lover’s.’ It was her ‘john’s’ touch. I must remember that.

		

		Charles’ groping hands found her thong, pulling it down her legs. Letting it join the puddle of her dress on the floor. His fingers sliding between her bare nether lips. Probing her, finding her hard, little clitoris, sending another jolt through her body. Carly gasped as her body shook with another orgasm. Her pussy was drenched with her juices as his fingers slid inside of her. Feeling her, touching her velvety insides. Probing her G-Spot, sending her skyrocketing once again.

		

		Finally, Charles pulled back from her. He let her undress him, kissing him gently as each inch of his body was unveiled. He had more muscles than she’d originally thought. Though, his chest hair was gray, he still looked good. Darn good! When he was naked, she took his hand and led him over to the king-sized bed. The staff had already turned down the covers for the night. Carly wasn’t sure what to do now. Should she climb in first? Would he want her doggy style? Missionary? Cowgirl? Oh, Lord, anally? She wasn’t sure. Her internet research had told her about each of the most common positions, but not about how to know which one her lover might want.

		

		Charles picked her up and laid her on the bed, kissing her. Letting his hands explore her slim body, her sensitive nipples. Carly slid over on the bed, pulling him in after her. He molded his body into hers. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her pelvis as he continued to kiss her. Then he slid down to her breasts, kneading them, kissing them. Sucking on her hard nipples. Nibbling lightly on her sensitive nubs. Carly was moaning softly as each new feeling, each new impulse ripped through her.

		

		His hands were exploring her pussy, fingers deep inside of her. Sliding in and out, hitting her little button of a clitoris with each stroke. G-Spot, clitoris, repeat, again and again. Her breathing coming faster, Carly could feel another orgasm building, a big one. Suddenly, her whole body began to spasm as she cried out in passion. Brought to a tremendous climax by her ‘john.’ She could hardly believe how turned on she’d gotten. Her pussy was absolutely drenched with her passion. Charles held her, still stroking her gently as she came down from the zenith.

		

		Carly held tightly to him, letting him do anything he wanted to her. His hands, his lips roaming freely over her slim frame. She was his possession. Charles moved from her breasts, kissing her once again. Then, he was rolling over on top of her. Carly spread her legs allowing him to slide between them. She could feel his huge cock pressing against her now. Knew it was only a matter of moments. She would be a whore; she would have actually fucked a man that wasn’t her husband. Done it for money.

		

		Charles’ hard cock was pressing against her nether lips, splitting them open. He was moving slowly, letting her adjust. Carly could feel him, filling her. Feel that huge purple head spread her apart like never before as he began to slide into her. Inside her pussy. That same pussy that had been reserved only for her husband. Promised only to him. She looked up at Charles, watching his face. Then, she looked down, watching him as he slid deftly inside of her. Watched his cock disappear inch by inch inside her adulterous cunt. Felt him as he finally drove that hard cock all the way into her. She could feel him as he bottomed out into her cervix. A gasp came from her lips. She was fucking another man. Fucking another man with a huge cock.

		

		Charles began to really fuck her now. Slowness and tenderness were forgotten. Carly could feel him plunging in and out of her. His huge cock nearly splitting her in two with each stroke. He was so large that it hurt, but she no longer cared. Not anymore. She had never felt so full. Little whimpers and moans escaped from her lips with each thrust. Her body was responding; she knew she was approaching a huge orgasm. She could feel it building, stronger and stronger with every stroke of his hard dick. They were both covered in sweat now. He was pounding in to her. Faster and faster. She could practically feel the walls of her pussy being pulled out of her with every stroke of that mammoth cock. Her high heels were digging into him, trying to pull him even deeper inside of her.

		

		Suddenly, it was finally happening. Carly felt his cock swell inside of her, felt his body jerk, saw his face tense with passion. Felt the hot blast of his cum deep inside of her womb. It was jetting into her, again and again. The biggest orgasm of her life hit her with the force of a hurricane as she felt him cum. She’d done it. There was no turning back now. She really was a ‘hot wife.’ Even worse, she had done it for money. She was a whore. This wasn’t just some run of the mill, commonplace blowjob, either. She’d actually committed adultery. She’d fucked a man that wasn’t her husband. Fucked him bareback. Charles collapsed next to her, both of them trying hard to catch their breath. She could feel his cum start to ooze between her lips, seeping slowly out of her. Almost burning her, it felt so hot. Forcefully reminding her of what she had just done. What she had become.

		

		Charles had kissed her again when she was ready to leave. Thanked her for a wonderful time, even asking for her number. That came as a pleasant surprise, and she happily agreed, suddenly very glad that she’d purchased her secret ‘business’ phone earlier.

		

		Then, she was dressed and out the door. She could feel her thong getting wetter with each step she took. Walking down the empty hallway to the elevator, like nothing had happened. Like her whole life hadn’t just been changed forever. She was a ‘hot wife,’ she was an adulteress, she was a whore. Carly didn’t even think it classified as a walk of shame. It was still early, not quite midnight. Well… Relatively early, anyway. Besides, she wasn’t exactly ashamed.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Thankfully, she’d decided up front to take an Uber tonight. The driver dropped her right back at her house. Door to door service, not bad. Extravagant, but she could afford it. She had $600.00 in her little purse. Now, though, she still had to face what might be waiting for her behind that door. It was well after midnight when she finally put her key into the lock and stepped hesitantly into the darkened house. Carly glanced around quickly, not sure if her husband might be waiting by the front door, in the living room or if he was somewhere else? Would he be in bed? Would he still be awake? She knew it was late.

		

		She walked towards their bedroom, her entire body tingling with anticipation. Her fuck me heels clicked loudly on the polished wood floors, sounding almost like gunshots echoing in her ears. She’d actually done it. She’d fucked another man. His cum was still oozing from her adulterous pussy. Was this really what her husband wanted? Did he want to find her soiled like this? The blatant proof of her infidelity staring him in the face?

		

		The bedroom door was closed. Carly turned the knob slowly, entering the darkened room. Jeff was asleep. She could hear his soft breathing. There was now a second empty wine glass on the bedside table, the bottle now half empty. The TV satellite still turned on to Sirius with a soft music channel playing. Like he’d been waiting for her. Anticipating her return. She looked towards the en suite longingly, wondering if she should take a shower before waking her husband? She felt… Well… Dirty somehow. She really did feel like a slut after what she’d done tonight. It was just so against her upbringing. She was definitely not a ‘good girl’ anymore. Not by any definition of the word.

		

		Carly heard her husband stir, saw him open his eyes and see her. “You’re home. What time is it anyway? Did you… Uh… Did you enjoy yourself tonight?” he asked hesitantly.

		

		“Um Hmmm. Yes, I was just thinking of maybe taking a quick shower before coming to bed though,” she replied. “I feel kind of hot and sweaty, so…”

		

		Jeff sat up in bed now, switching on the bedside light as he looked at her. Wide awake now, his eyes taking in every detail, boring into her. It made her feel guilty. Did she look different? She’d brushed her hair before leaving the hotel room. She’d even touched up her makeup. She knew that her dress was still wrinkled, but there was nothing she could do about that. When she’d first looked in the mirror at the hotel… Well… after she’d… She’d looked quite disheveled. Hair all tousled, lipstick smeared, her mascara running a little, there were even a couple of subtle bite marks visible. She was pretty sure there would be some very noticeable hickies on her breasts in the morning. Oh, God! Did she smell different? Could Jeff smell what she’d done?

		

		“No. Come here, Carly. I want you. I want you right now. I want you just the way you are,” he declared as he climbed out of the bed. By the looks of his hard cock, he meant every word of it.

		

		She stepped tentatively towards him, his arms pulling her roughly to him. With him naked and her still in her highest heels, they were of nearly the same height. She felt strange now in his arms. Different somehow. He reached to kiss her, it almost scared her to let him do it. She’d had her mouth wrapped around a strange man’s cock less than an hour and a half ago. Oh well, she’d actually done a lot more than that with a cock in New Orleans, and he’d kissed her. In fact, he’d practically devoured her.

		

		She felt his tongue press between her lips, pushing deeply into her filthy adulterous mouth. She kissed him back, letting him hungrily probe her. Her tongue entwining with his. Did she taste of cock? Well… So what? That’s what he seemed to want. Or, maybe need is the correct word. She even kind of liked the idea. Honestly, it kind of turned her on. A lot. Having him kiss her dirty mouth. Would he still feel that way when he found her well-used pussy? Her, oh so well-used pussy. Carly felt his hands moving sensuously over her body. Feeling her, touching her, caressing her intimately. So different from the hungry touches she’d felt not so long ago. Different hands, different fingers, even a different cock. The touch of another man.

		

		Jeff slowly pulled down her zipper, sliding her dress from her shoulders. It puddled at her feet for the second time tonight. Her breathing was getting deeper, more passionate, as he kissed down her neck, her shoulders. Then, his lips fastened on her hard nipples. Those same nipples that Charles had kissed and suckled on. Nibbled on. Just the memory of his lips sending Carly into an orgasm. Could Jeff smell and taste the sweat on her body? The sweat generated as she’d been fucked like never before? Could he even smell the strange cologne that had permeated her senses earlier?

		

		His hands were now clutching her to him savagely. Tightly gripping her little ass cheeks. Then they moved to her thong. Her soggy little thong, the one now full of another man’s cum. She stepped out of them as he pulled them down her legs. He had to know by now. There was no way he could deny what had happened. Not now. She knew she had to reek of sex when he pulled her thong down her legs. His face was mere inches from her sex. He had to see the evidence staring him in the face: The cum smeared thong, her red and swollen pussy, maybe even the cum that still oozed from deep inside of her. The cum from another man.

		

		Carly cried out as Jeff suddenly drove his tongue between her lower lips. OMG! He was eating her out. Eating her after another man had cum inside of her. Tasting the cum as he sucked it from inside of her. A huge orgasm ripped through her as she thought of her husband eating her dirty, filthy cunt. She’d made him a cuckold. She’d cheated on him. She was an adulteress. She was a ‘hot wife.’ She was a whore. It didn’t matter. He still wanted her, desired her. Still lusted after her. He still loved her. Her heart soared. Carly felt like she was on top of the world and wanted to scream out her joy to everybody.

		

		When her body finally stopped its spasms, Carly let pure ecstasy take hold of her. She’d lived her fantasy. She’d lived Jeff’s fantasy. Her body felt alive like never before. Jeff was still on his knees before her, his tongue rapidly sending her to another orgasm. She gasped as her body spasmed once again, then reached for him. She pulled him up from his knees and kissed him. She could taste the strangeness of another man’s cum on his lips. The same cum that had come from inside of her. That had filled her wanton, adulterous cunt.

		

		Carly fell to her knees, her lips now taking her husband’s erection into her mouth. Tasting him, taking him deep into her throat. She could feel the difference, taste the difference. This was not the cock that had been in her mouth earlier. She felt like such a slut. And, she didn’t care. Carly continued to worship this cock that didn’t seem to care where her mouth had been earlier. This man who still loved her despite what she’d done. Maybe, because of what she’d done. She could feel him getting closer, knew she could easily take him over the top. Should she? Did she really want to have him fuck her tonight? Drive his cock into her overly stretched pussy? Would he feel the difference? Would he be able to tell just how much bigger Charles had been? Would he know that she’d just fucked the biggest cock she’d ever seen?

		

		Jeff answered for her. He pulled her up from her knees and pushed her back onto the bed. He began kissing her. The toes of her high heels, her stocking clad legs. He lingered once more at her soggy pussy lips, his tongue caressing them. Then he was pushing between her legs. She was about to be fucked for the second time tonight. It made her feel so dirty. Knowing that she was taking another cock, fucking another man. She’d never slept with two men in the same night. Never! Not only that, but she’d always used condoms before they got married. Not tonight. She was already full of another man’s cum. Now she was about to have the seed of two different men inside of her.

		

		Carly felt him as he entered her. Cried out as his cock drove past her swollen lips. No gentleness, not tonight. She was so wet, so stretched, that his cock easily slipped deep inside of her with one thrust. She tried to grip him as tightly as she could, she knew how loose she had to feel to him. Charles had been just so much bigger. If he noticed, he didn’t say anything. Jeff kept pounding into her, fucking her.

		

		Her eyes were closed in passion, half imagining the man that had taken her earlier. Still reeling from his onslaught as her husband thrust into her again and again. Her head thrashing back and forth on the bed. Hair flying with each swing of her head. Carly was riding the cusp of an unceasing orgasm. Just knowing that she was being fucked for a second time tonight, fucked by a second man tonight. Cries and whimpers escaped from her lips with each thrust.

		

		Then, his hands were on her hips, turning her over and pulling her to her knees doggy style. Jeff plunged deeply into her again, deeper now. Fucking her, fucking his whore of a wife. His cock pistoning in and out of her relentlessly. Carly’s eyes rolled back in her head, she felt it coming. She was going even higher. She felt his cock swelling inside of her, felt his body jerking. His hot cum jetted into her as his cock pulsed again and again. She screamed as her whole body succumbed to her orgasm.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		They hadn’t even bothered going to the bar tonight. They’d met up at Sandi’s apartment. No way could they talk in public. Not about what had happened Friday night. Sandi was still reeling from her revelations. It was just so hard to even conceive of her ‘goody two shoes’ little Kitten doing that.

		

		“You really did it? You actually fucked some stranger? For money? Like an actual ‘call girl?’ I mean, you did the hotel bar pickup, the whole nine yards?” asked Sandi incredulously.

		

		Carly just shyly nodded her head. She still found it almost too embarrassing to even talk about. Even with Sandi. She and Jeff still really hadn’t talked about it. The rest of their weekend happened just like any other weekend. What had happened was never mentioned. She knew Jeff had to know what she’d done. He wasn’t stupid. He had to have seen the bite marks on her body, the hickies she still sported on her breasts. He had to have tasted the strange tang to her pussy, the musky smell that even she could detect. Even the strange cologne that she smelled of afterwards. He had to know she’d slept with another man. It just wasn’t mentioned.

		

		“How is Jeff handling it? I mean, is he okay, are you two okay?” Sandi asked hesitantly.

		

		“I don’t know. I don’t have a clue how he feels about it. I guess we’re alright. We had sex afterwards that night, that was pretty hot. Like, really hot. We made love again the next day, but not last night. I mean, it’s just like what we’ve been doing lately. You know, since all of this started. But, he hasn’t said anything. He hasn’t asked me about Friday night, or anything about what I did with… Well, with my ‘john.’ Is he embarrassed by what happened? Upset? Glad? Happy? Hell, I just don’t know. Does he want more? Does he want me to stop?” Carly was practically in tears as Sandi held her.

		

		“He better be okay with it, he set it up. Considering that he laid out your outfit and made the reservation, he practically shoved you into it. Cucks are so damn weird,” said Sandi as they both broke out into laughter.

		

		That seemed to break the ice, and they sipped their wine and cuddled together happily. Slowly progressing to kissing and touching. Then, making love right there in the living room of Sandi’s one-bedroom apartment. One thing was for sure, Carly’s escapade Friday night hadn’t dampened her relationship with her best friend. Not even a little bit.

		

		As Carly was waiting for an Uber to take her home, having money to burn was so much fun, Sandi asked, “What about ‘date night’ this week?”

		

		Carly looked at her and just shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t have a clue.”

		

		*

		

		As the end of the week rolled around, Carly was still at a loss as to what to do. Jeff still hadn’t mentioned anything about what had happened, and she still felt like she was in some sort of limbo. Finally, she decided that since he wasn’t talking, she’d damn well do whatever she wanted to do. That meant they were going dancing.

		

		When Jeff got home that night Carly was already dressed in one of the short, flirty little dresses she liked for dancing. Jeff grinned at her and asked just what she had in mind? “What I had in mind was you taking me dancing tonight, Hubby. After all… It’s my turn to pick.”

		

		“You mean, the two of us? Together?” he asked shyly.

		

		“DUH. Jeff, why would I ever want to go dancing without you? Especially on ‘date night?’” she replied. Her voice a sultry whisper.

		

		“Well… I… I guess I wasn’t sure. I just thought that maybe, after last week, you’d want to go out alone again,” came his hesitant reply.

		

		“Jeff, you’re my husband. I want to be with you. I love you. I mean, OK, last week was exciting. I admit it. But, I did it for you. Yes, I got a kick out of my little hooker fantasy, but what happened was because I thought you wanted it to. ONLY because I thought you wanted it to. It doesn’t mean I want that to happen all the time. Or, ever again, unless it’s what you want?” she softly answered. “I’m not a mind reader. If you want me to… You know… Flirt a little while we’re out, if that turns you on, then okay. If you want me to do more than that? Well, that’s maybe okay too. If you want me to play around occasionally on my own? Then, that may be an option as well. If you want me to never do anything like that again, that’s okay. But you are the one that has to decide what happens. You must make the decision. Whatever we do, I want us to be on the same page while we’re doing it.”

		

		“I do love you, Carly. More than anything. I promise you. I’m just having a hard time saying some of the things I want to say. I guess, I’m just scared of what you’ll think of me? Some of my thoughts, my desires, my fantasies if that’s what you want to call them, sound pretty far out there. Even to me,” he said shyly.

		

		“Well, maybe I can help you there. Just a little. I think I’ve pretty well figured out what turns you on Baby. I do know you pretty well. If I kind of tell you what I think you want, will you at least tell me if I’m wrong?” she asked.

		

		She could hear his voice trembling as he answered. “I’ll try, I really will Carly.”

		

		Taking a deep breath, she began, “I think you like to see me flirting, even to the point of actually playing around with other men. You like to see them put their hands on me and touch me. I think you even like knowing I’ve done something more with them. Like what happened in New Orleans that night. You even get excited by me actually having sex with another man. At least, you certainly didn’t seem to mind last week. I don’t know if you want to visibly see it, or even know just what I did. But, I think you definitely like knowing that I did it. Maybe even seeing the proof of what I did. Am I close?” she asked.

		

		Jeff’s face was pale as he stared down at the floor. His eyes unable to meet hers. However, he did nod his head ‘Yes.’ Carly walked over to him, put her arms around him and kissed him. “Okay then, why don’t you go change, take me out to dinner and then we’ll go dancing? We’ll see what develops. No promises, but we’ll see.”

		

		Carly could feel herself soar with his silent nod. She didn’t want to admit it, maybe not even to herself, but she really had enjoyed Friday night. She liked playing ‘hooker.’ A lot. Liked the attention, the illicit excitement. Liked the feel of that huge cock splitting her in two. It was something she wouldn’t mind repeating. Maybe even on a regular basis. The money wasn’t bad either. As for what might happen tonight? Well, she’d just have to see how the night went. After all, she had her free pass. Jeff’s silent ascent was all she’d needed. She could be as wild and free as a bird tonight. She could… Oh, my. She could do anything she wanted to do.

		

		*

		

		The dance floor was crowded. Jeff had already danced a few dances with her. Between dinner and here at the dance club she’d managed to consume several glasses of wine. She wanted to go back out and dance some more, but as she anticipated, Jeff shook his head in the negative. Declining her invitation. Leaving her to dance on her own. Or, more realistically, with a partner of her choice. Okay, it was now up to her. You want it, I just may give it to you, Hubby? I may give it to you in spades.

		

		Carly strolled on to the dance floor and began to move to the beat of the music. Her body swaying, eyes closed, her hands twining around in the air as she danced to her own rhythm. She knew she looked good tonight. She’d worn a short flirty dress with a plunging neckline. She could flash her breasts with just the right swing of body. And… Well, her little bare mound could easily be seen whenever she twirled around with that little extra zing. Going commando, was such fun. Such naughty fun.

		

		Part way through the first song, Carly opened her eyes to find she had acquired a partner. Kind of cute, but nothing too special. She finished the dance with him and then moved on. Her second partner was more to her liking. Tall, blond and muscular. It looked like he could easily pin her against a wall and fuck her silly if she’d let him. Hmmmm… Maybe I should let him? I’ve never done that before.

		

		Her new partner slipped closer to her, beginning to grind into her. His hands starting to touch her swaying body. Nothing shy about this guy. She could feel him getting hard as she pushed her tight ass into his crotch. Oh yeah! This was nice. If she bent just right, Carly found she could rub her bare pussy against the hard roughness of his jeans. As the music shifted to a slow number, he pulled her roughly into his arms. Practically molding his hard cock to her body. His hand immediately started caressing her tight ass, as he ground himself into her pelvis. His other hand began exploring as well. Exploring in very intimate places.

		

		Carly was getting extremely turned on as he cupped her firm breast and tweaked her nipple. Her breathing was becoming more and more passionate with each stroke of his fingers. She looked at him through lust hooded eyes, letting him touch her any way he wanted. He leaned down and kissed her, softly at first, then deeper. Their tongues twisting with each other. Soon she felt his other hand slide under her dress, cupping her naked ass. She almost laughed out loud as she felt him clumsily trying to feel for the top of a thong or G-String before realizing she was naked under her dress.

		

		That realization was all it took. His hand slid around to cup her bare little mound. His fingers tentatively exploring between her soaking wet lips. Stroking her swollen, little clit. Sending her sky rocketing. Her body shaking, trembling with an orgasm. Clinging tightly to him, trying to keep from falling as she whimpered in his arms.

		

		A few dances later, he leaned down and began whispering in her ear. He wanted her to ‘accompany’ him to the back. She knew the restrooms were back there, knew that the management was not overly concerned about anything that went on in there. The last time she’d been here, she’d walked in finding a cloud of marijuana smoke creating a haze over the whole restroom. She’d even heard some of the other women talking about getting it on in the stalls. Oh, she knew what was back there, all right.

		

		Was it her conversation earlier with Jeff? His shy admission of liking her being soiled? Was it the several glasses of wine? Or, just her sexy dance partner? Carly wasn’t sure and quite frankly, at that point, didn’t care. She nodded ‘Yes.’ A big grin lighting up her face.

		

		He led her into the men’s room. They passed through the ubiquitous haze of marijuana smoke, past a couple of other men who were definitely checking her out, big time. Then pulled her into one of the stalls. Carly wasn’t sure what was about to happen, but she was open for just about anything by this time. He kissed her and then pushed her downward. Okay, stud, you want a blowjob? I’ll give you one. Almost a shame though, I’ve got a craving to do a lot more right now. I’ve got a free pass tonight.

		

		On her knees, again. In another restroom. She’d been here before. Knew that the others in the restroom had seen them come in here. Knew they could see her bare legs beneath the door, her ankle bracelet, her high heels as she was kneeling before her dance partner. Oh yes, they knew exactly what she was doing. She reached for his zipper, tugging it down. Her hand slipping inside, finding his cock. His nice hard cock.

		

		It was a nice one, too. Long and slender, about the same size as Jeff’s except this one wasn’t circumcised. Carly had never been with a man who hadn’t been cut before. Never even seen one except in photos. What had Sandi asked her that time, ‘Helmet or turtleneck?’ Well, she’d have an answer this time. Carly almost laughed at the thought as she played with her new toy, relishing seeing the mushroom head revealed as she tentatively pulled back the foreskin exposing the purplish head. She could see a drop of precum formed on its slit. Carly stuck out her little pink tongue and licked it seductively. Tasting him. She heard a load moan from her partner. He definitely wasn’t going to last long at this rate.

		

		She sucked him deep into her throat. Heard his moaning increase in intensity, felt his hips start to move, pushing his cock in and out of her mouth. Fucking her mouth. Slamming into the back of her throat. Faster and faster, she felt his cock swelling as his actions intensified. “Take it, suck that cock, Baby,” he cried out loudly. Well, their onlookers definitely couldn’t have any doubt about what was happening in here now.

		

		Carly heard a whistle from outside the stall. “Sounds like you’re having a great time in there, Bill, any chance for sloppy seconds?” said an anonymous voice. She looked up at her partner seeing the passion in his face, knew he was close. Carly would never know what made her do it, but she pulled away from her ministrations and commented back, “Depends. How good looking are you?” Then she went back to sucking the cock in front of her.

		

		About eight or nine more strokes was all it took. Carly felt his cock erupt in her mouth. His hot cum jetting down her throat as he pulsed again and again. She swallowed for all she was worth, managing to not let a drop escape. Licking her lips, Carly stood up, as ‘Bill’ finished putting himself back together and opened the door. She was now exposed to the other man standing there. The one with the big grin on his face. He was leaning back against the countertop, his arms and feet crossed oh so casually in front of him. Apparently, her unknown commentator.

		

		“Do I pass inspection?” he asked quietly. Carly looked him up and down. He was tall, dark and handsome. Nice firm body without the bulging muscles that some men seem to favor. That looked like a pretty nice package in his jeans too.

		

		She gave him a wicked little smile, “You’ll do.” Carly reached for his hand and pulled him into the stall. She wasn’t settling for a blowjob this time. She turned around, faced the back of the stall and bent over. Her hands were braced against the wall, her butt wiggling enticingly at her new partner. He walked in, shut the door and jerked her short dress up to her waist. Carly heard a delighted outburst from him, when her found her commando. She could hear a zipper, then a little fumbling around. Carly glanced over her shoulder, seeing his rock-hard cock in his hand. Oh, yes. It was a nice one. Then, she could feel his fingers spreading her and something hot and hard pressing insistently against her wet pussy lips.

		

		“Oh Baby! You are so damn fucking hot,” was the last thing she heard before she felt him thrust deep inside of her. She cried out as he plunged into her. He was pounding her, his hard cock driving into her again and again. She thrust back against him, feeling an orgasm of her own building. Heard little cries and whimpers coming from her own mouth. They were grinding into each other; she could feel him brushing against her clit with every move. She was climbing higher and higher. Almost there. Carly screamed as she felt him unload deep inside of her, again and again. The extra sensation of his hot cum burning her insides sending her skyrocketing.

		

		Afterwards, Carly walked calmly out of the stall and up to the mirror. She fluffed her hair into some semblance of order, adjusted her stockings and re-applied her lipstick. She thought fleetingly about wiping herself. After all, she could feel his hot cum starting to ooze from inside of her. Then, with a wicked little grin, she just flounced out of the men’s room and back to her husband. He liked her soiled.

		

		Carly strolled up to him, bent down and gave him a deep, wet kiss. Letting him taste the cum that still coated the inside of her mouth, scented her breath. Feeling him respond, letting him return her kiss, his tongue swirling against hers, as his eyes began to burn with the flames of desire. At the same time, she could feel another man’s cum dripping out of her pussy, oozing from between her labia, beginning to slide down her legs. “Take me home, Baby. I want you,” was all she said.

		

		*

		

		Jeff attacked her as soon as they walked into their house. They didn’t even make it to the bedroom. He threw her down on the sofa in the living room. His tongue ready to dive between her spread legs as he pulled up her dress, and then he stopped. He looked almost dumbfounded. Even in the dim light, he could see the cum that had oozed from inside of her. He could smell the overpowering scent of sex that emanated from her wet nether lips. There was no doubt that she had done a lot more than just give a blowjob to some guy tonight.

		

		She sensed his shock, the hesitation, see his questioning gaze. Too bad. It didn’t matter, not to her, not anymore. She needed him. Carly’s fingers entwined in his hair, forcing his head down between her legs, pushing his mouth into her wet nether lips. “Eat me, Baby. Clean me up. Suck that hot cum out of me. Taste everything that I did for you tonight. I did it all for you.”

		

		“Oh God,” was all she heard before his hot tongue plunged deep inside of her. Carly skyrocketed at its touch. She screamed as a huge orgasm raced through her body. Jeff was actually eating her filthy pussy, eating the cum of some nameless man from her pussy. She could barely believe it. Could he even taste that the cum inside of her pussy came from a different man? A different man than the one who’s cum she’d swallowed? Oh, that sounds so… HOT. She knew what she had done was wrong, that it was slutty and filthy and dirty. Yet, her husband didn’t care. He was eating her out like never before; plunging his tongue into her like a mini-penis, driving her higher and higher with each hot thrust.

		

		As Carly began to come down from her latest pinnacle, she felt him move from between her legs. He kissed her again, deeply. She could taste the cum in his kiss. The cum from her second lover of the night. Then she could feel his hard cock pressing against her. Knew he was going to fuck her. What was it they had called it earlier tonight? Oh yeah, ‘Sloppy Seconds,’ Carly giggled at the thought. Well, she was definitely sloppy at the moment. And, then Jeff was pounding into her. She met him thrust for thrust. Her previous lover tonight hadn’t been huge. Not like Charles. She knew her pussy was gripping his cock just like always. Well… Except for some added lubrication. She could feel him building, knew he was close. She rode that high right along with him. Stars exploding behind her eyes as she felt him burst inside of her.

		

		They made love again later that night. Softer, more tenderly. Then, fell asleep in each other’s arms.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		“You did what?” exclaimed Sandi. “Carly Howard Davis, even I have never just fucked some stranger in the damn restroom. Let alone, do two of them. A blowjob, yes. Maybe even more than one, but to do both?”

		

		“Well, Jeff certainly didn’t seem to mind. He couldn’t seem to decide whether he wanted to kiss me or eat my pussy,” giggled Carly. “God, it was just so damn HOT! Honestly, I almost couldn’t believe I did it either. It just sort of happened. Circumstances, you know?”

		

		“Well, it certainly seems that you’ve found out what works for the two of you. It’s a little kinky, but if it works… I sure can’t fault the results,” offered Sandi.

		

		“The funny thing is, I mean it was hot and all. You know. But it just didn’t get my motor running like that night at the hotel. There is just something about actually getting paid for it that turns me on even more,” whispered Carly shyly. “I like being bought and paid for.”

		

		“I get that, I think. I mean, that’s your fantasy, right? Kind of having your cake and eating it too. You, lucky little slut,” Sandi exclaimed. “So, what’s next? Any clue from Jeff?”

		

		Carly just looked at her, “Nope, not a hint. I’m not sure what he’s thinking after all of this. I mean, it’s not like he’s actually been a part of anything. He doesn’t get to see it; he just sees the aftermath. He has to know what I’ve done, but he’s never asked for details. I don’t know, maybe that’s enough for him. But, sometimes I wonder. I mean, from what I’ve read online, a lot of the men want to know all the details, or even watch somehow. I kind of wonder if he doesn’t want that too?”

		

		“You guys still need to talk. You need to find some common ground for these fantasies of yours, Kitten. Deal with it, before it all blows up in your face,” Sandi said seriously.

		

		*

		

		It was Wednesday night and Carly and Jeff were curled together on the sofa. They had had more than a few drinks that night and were watching some afterhours movie together. You know, one of the sexy pseudo adult movies that the movie channels like to put out. Lots of bare tits and ass, but a little light on the story line. This one actually wasn’t bad. At least Carly was getting a little warm in all the right places watching it. Of course, the wine and Jeff’s caresses might be helping as well.

		

		Carly was the one to actually broach the subject that was on both of their minds, “Jeff? Honey, do you ever want to know more about… Well, about what I’ve done when I’ve been with someone else? I mean, would it turn you on to know? If I told you about it? Or, would you want to somehow see what happens? I know you like watching me when I’m dancing with somebody else. Maybe even be a part of it somehow? From what I understand, a lot of men seem to like that.”

		

		Her inquiry was met with silence, a very long and pregnant one. She almost thought that he wasn’t going to respond at all. Was he just going to completely ignore her inquiry? Then, “I don’t know how I feel about that, Carly. I honestly don’t. I still don’t even understand this need that I seem to have. I’m almost afraid of exploring where it might all go somehow. How deep this desire might be? I know I like being with you afterwards. Somehow, it’s knowing that you’re back here with me, choosing me. I don’t think I want you to tell me about it though, at least not yet.”

		

		“What if we did something together, somehow? Would you like that? I don’t know, maybe share me with somebody else? You know, let me be with both of you? That way you could get to actually see me with another man, see him touch me and make love to me. You’d be right there, sort of up close and personal. But, you’d still be a part of it at the same time. You’d be there to take me immediately afterwards. Sort of reclaim me I guess. Or, maybe even take me at the same time? Both of you at once. That might be fun. I don’t know, maybe with some friend or acquaintance of yours that you might feel comfortable with.” Carly was fishing, and she knew it. Just throwing out ideas. But if that was the only way to get her husband to open up, she thought that it was worth it.

		

		“How in the hell would we ever do something like that, Carly? I mean, it might be fun, I admit. But, who do I know that doesn’t know you?” asked Jeff.

		

		“I don’t know, maybe some guy you know casually through work, or some old buddy from school? We both have work friends that are separate from our mutual friends. Someone that I’d have no reason to ever meet? What if you went out for drinks after work and decided to hire a hooker?” giggled Carly as she pointed to herself. “I could get off on that kind of fantasy. Big time!”

		

		“You know, that might work? It just might. Let me think about it some more. Maybe I can think of somebody. At least it’s an idea. Something to think about. If I found I really didn’t like it, we could just never repeat it. But, if I didn’t like it, would I be able to get over it? That’s the scary part. What if I can’t get over it? What if I feel differently about you afterwards?” fretted Jeff.

		

		“I know you love me, Baby. I trust you. Between us, I think we can overcome just about anything. You seem to like seeing other men touch me when I’m dancing? This would just be seeing them go a little bit further. Wouldn’t it? I mean, it’s not like you don’t know when I’ve been with another man. At least, the basic facts. You just haven’t actually seen it happen. You must have visualized it in your mind sometimes though, right? Fantasized about it? Like, probably a thousand times? Would it really be that much different?” she asked.

		

		“Maybe not, Carly. I don’t know. I admit, I liked seeing you with Sandi that night. I liked that a lot. Would seeing you with another man be just as good? Or, would I just want to rip him off you?” Jeff just shrugged his shoulders at his own inquiries.

		

		“Well, just an idea to think about anyway. Besides, right now I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard, Baby.”

		

		*

		

		Friday night was finally upon her. She had no idea what Jeff had planned tonight. As usual, he’d been very tight lipped. Her mind was a chaos of possibilities. Some far more outrageous than others. Had he thought any more about their conversation the other night? Oh my, what if he’d acted on it? A girl could go insane thinking about all the possibilities.

		

		One thing Carly was pretty sure of; she was definitely going to be playing around tonight. And, not just with her husband. Whether he was there to witness her infidelity or not, she would be having some strange man touching her intimately. Maybe even doing a lot more than touching. It made her hot just to think about it. Her pussy had been soaked all day. She’d even had to use the restroom a few times just to wipe herself. If they kept this up, she’d have to start bringing a change of underwear to work with her.

		

		Carly finally left work early, just too excited to deal with the mundane happenings of the office. She walked into their house only to find it empty once again. This time, she went straight to the bedroom. If she had instructions from her husband, experience told her that was where she’d find them. She wasn’t disappointed, either. Lying on the bed was a new dress, something that Jeff had apparently bought for her. It was a soft, light cream-colored fabric and very short. She also saw that he’d laid out stockings and heels for her. An envelope was propped up on the nightstand with a bottle of her favorite wine and an empty glass.

		

		She tried desperately to calm down, but the anticipation was too great. She poured herself a glass of wine and forced herself to take a few sips before opening the envelope. Would this be an open-ended invitation to spend the night with some unknown stranger, or would it tell her to meet him somewhere? Her fingers were shaking as she opened the envelope. Inside was a reservation for a Mini Suite with a King-size bed at the Hilton near Jeff’s office. She also found a note:

		

		I’ll be waiting for you in the bar on the second level. 7:30 PM. Expect a friend to be with me. You can flirt for a little first if you’d like. I’ve got lots of cash with me. Play it any way you want.

		

		I love you,

		

		Jeff

		

		A huge grin lit her face as Carly took in the implications. She was actually going to get to fuck another man in front of her husband tonight. She was going to be with two men. Two men at once. Oh, God! She’d downloaded videos about this, knew she was about to get the ride of her life. She even had a small orgasm just thinking about it.

		

		She grabbed a quick shower, fixed her hair and did her makeup. Just a little heavier makeup than usual. After all, she was going to be ‘Cammi’ tonight. Then she walked naked back to the bed to put on her new outfit. Carly sensuously slid the stockings up her legs, fastened her little ankle bracelet and slipped into her heels. They matched the new dress almost perfectly. She pulled the dress up her naked body, zipping it closed before turning to see herself in the floor length mirror.

		

		No plunging neckline this time, the short halter style dress did hug her curves though. And, oh my, it was slightly sheer. Maybe even more than slightly. She could see her dark nipples clearly outlined against the fabric as it conformed to her breasts. Her nipples getting hard as she admired herself, tenting out against the clingy fabric. Sitting down in the chair that was still in the bedroom from their escapade with Sandi, she could see that the lacy tops of her stockings would show whenever she sat down. Crossing her legs and facing the mirror, she saw her bare little mound just slightly visible with the high hemline. She thought briefly about putting on underwear but decided not to. If Jeff wanted her in underwear, he’d have laid some out. Oh, Hubby. Just what did you buy me? I feel so naughty in this.

		

		Carly took an Uber to the hotel, arriving just before 7:00 PM. She checked in and went up to her suite. Wow! Jeff had gone all out tonight. It was every bit as nice as the room Charles had been in. Lots of room to play too.

		

		She strolled into the second level bar at 7:30 PM on the dot. The cool air-conditioned atmosphere brought her nipples to attention. Her pebbly areola visible in the clingy dress. Her eyes catching sight of all the men in the busy bar that turned to check her out as she entered. She could feel their eyes boring into her, lusting after her. Grabbing a seat at the bar, she caught a glimpse of Jeff at a table a few feet away. His ‘friend’ was definitely checking her out as well. Big time!

		

		Before the bartender could even get to her, she had a suitor at her elbow asking to buy her a drink. She happily agreed and ordered her favorite wine. They conversed for a bit, but he finally moved along after asking for her number. Another man came up, another glass of wine, another bit of chit chat. Another request for her number. Carly smiled, deciding she might want to get some business cards made up. Something austere, classy, elegant, maybe just have it say ‘Cammi’ and her phone number? Mmmm… Yes, I like that idea. Finally, she caught sight of her husband and his friend approaching. She actually had an available chair on either side of her for the first time that night. It was a good thing they moved quickly, she caught sight of another man heading her way as well.

		

		“Hi there. Any chance we might be able to buy you another glass of wine tonight?” asked Jeff’s companion.

		

		“We?” asked Carly turning towards him. Casually batting her eyelashes at him rather seductively.

		

		“We,” replied her husband coming up on her opposite side. A big grin on his face.

		

		“Well, I think that I might find that delightful. My name’s ‘Cammi,’” she replied.

		

		“Dave and Jeff,” said her admirer. They chatted for a while until Dave got brave and took the bait first. “‘Cammi,’ we both find you extremely attractive. Is there any chance you might be available to spend some time with us this evening? We’re kind of celebrating my going away party tonight and looking to have some fun.”

		

		“Available for the both of you?” she asked, a little hesitantly. She was becoming such a good actress. “You mean together?”

		

		“Uh, that’s kind of what we were hoping. You know a little bit of fun to remember this place by,” hinted Dave. “Say $300.00 each?”

		

		‘Cammi’ studied the two of them closely. “I might be willing to play a little if you are. A little voyeurism or a ménage a trois can be fun sometimes,” she giggled. Then, turning to Jeff, she asked pointedly, “With condoms or without?” Jeff was going to have to make the decision on this one. Though, she was pretty sure what it would be.

		

		Dave, however, hopped right on that question. Saying almost immediately, “Uh, if bareback is on the table I’m all for it.”

		

		She saw Jeff look at her with one of those ‘deer in the headlights’ kind of looks. Was she really serious? Did she mean it? Well, of course she did. Obviously, she’d done that before. Done it for him. He had to admit, deep down that was really what he wanted her to do. He just couldn’t imagine her tasting like latex. Not after tasting her with another man’s cum inside of her. No way. In all honesty, that’s the way he always pictured her in his mind, in his fantasies. He nodded his head slightly, giving her the green light. His face turning a bright shade of crimson as he did. She had her get out of jail free card. “$500.00 each, and you have a date for the evening gentlemen,” she answered sensuously. Giving each of them a little kiss.

		

		They finished their drinks and talked awhile longer before her ‘john’ asked pointedly if it was time they needed to find a room. “I think I have that part handled nicely fellas,” she replied. She took their arms and walked haughtily out of the bar towards the elevators. Feeling a little like the cat that swallowed the canary as she walked between the two of them. Getting turned on by the looks the trio received as they waltzed across the lobby floor.

		

		Once inside the elevator, she pushed the button for her floor. Her room was pretty far up in the tower. Having the time, she kissed her ‘john,’ a nice deep French kiss before turning to her husband. Repeating the process, feeling his hunger for her. The two of them began to caress her body as she alternated between them. All three of them huddled together, their bodies pressed tightly to one another.

		

		Once inside the room, she mentioned to her new ‘johns’ that she found it best to take care of things up front. Reaching into their wallets, they each withdrew $500.00 and handed it to her. Then, Carly asked if someone would get her another glass of wine from the mini fridge. She smiled as her husband jumped to fulfill her request.

		

		Jeff set down the glass of wine she’d requested as she was putting the money away. Tucking it safely into her little clutch purse. $1,000.00. She could hardly believe it. Carly took a big swig of her wine before devoting her full attention to her two lovers. She sidled up to her husband and gave him a kiss. Softly, tenderly at first, then pushing her tongue deep inside his hungry mouth. Pulling back from his embrace she turned to her new ‘john’ and repeated the performance. She could feel Jeff’s eyes boring into her. Knew they would be filled with lust. Knew that his cock would be getting rock hard while he watched her kiss another man so blatantly in front of him.

		

		Both men began to get excited. Carly’s hands slid seductively along their pants legs. Touching their cocks, feeling them grow. Feeling how hard she made them. How much they wanted her. They began to touch her, intimately. Their hands roaming freely over her breasts, pinching her sensitive nipples through the thin clingy fabric. Then, sliding beneath the fabric, touching her bare skin. Their hands almost burning her. Feeling her bare butt beneath the short dress. Sliding their hands around to her bare mound. Carly began to moan excitedly. They were turning her on unbelievably. She felt Jeff reach behind her neck and deftly unfasten her halter top, her dress bunching around her waist as he did. Her husband had just bared her breasts in front of a stranger. Bared her to his friend. She was topless. Topless in front of two men who were touching her naked body. Two men she was about to suck off. And, then some.

		

		She felt Jeff cup her breasts with his hands. Offering them to his friend, as he lovingly kissed the back of her neck. Felt lips close on her hard nipple. Carly whimpered in excitement as she suddenly felt two pairs of lips close on her nipples. They were both suckling her, the sensation driving her wild. Little cries escaped from her lips as they sucked and licked her sensitive nipples. Nibbling at them. Their hands squeezing her breasts and her naked ass cheeks. Finally, she pulled the two men away from her breasts, and then sensuously slid down to her knees. Freeing first one cock and then the other, she began to kiss and lick each of them in turn.

		

		They were both about the same size, but her newest ‘john’ wasn’t circumcised. She pulled back his foreskin, sticking out her tongue to slide it along the little slit in the bullet shaped head. Relishing the taste of his salty precum. She even chanced a glance at Jeff’s face. Seeing his rapt attention as she worshipped another man’s hard cock. Took it in her mouth right in front of him. Then, it was Jeff’s turn. Carly loved comparing the taste of them. So immediate, so different and oh, so HOT. It made her feel so unbelievably naughty. She began to bob her head from one to the other, taking each of them as deep as she could. Back and forth. Her mouth and tongue playing their cocks like musical instruments. Both men were beginning to moan loudly as her tongue worked its magic. They were getting close, there was a certain sense of power to it. She was in charge, controlling the both of them. It was her decision as to who came when. She liked it. Liked the power she now held over them.

		

		She let her ‘john’ come first, emptying his seed into her hungry mouth. Carly swallowed as fast as she could, taking all his semen as it jetted into her mouth and down her throat. She’d no sooner finished swallowing his seed, and bobbed back over to her husband, when Jeff began to come as well. The sight of his wife swallowing another man’s cum almost making him explode before she could even get her mouth wrapped back around his cock. Once again, Carly’s throat was pulsing as she tried to swallow the tremendous amount of semen that was now filling her mouth. Small drops of semen clung to her lips, to her chin and a few drops had even fallen onto her shapely breasts. Sitting back on her heels, she looked up adoringly at her husband. She could see the lust burning in his eyes. The hunger that enveloped him. Consuming him.

		

		Jeff reached down and pulled her up to her feet, kissing her. Tasting the semen still in her slutty mouth, knowing only some of it was his. Seeing firsthand, that only some of it was his. There was no way to deny it this time, not even if he’d wanted to. She had just given the two of them blowjobs. Swallowed their hot cum. She turned to her ‘john,’ would he want to kiss her too? He leaned in to her, but at the last minute chose to kiss her neck instead. That was okay, she wasn’t here to fulfill his fantasy, only Jeff’s. Well, his and hers.

		

		She let her ‘john’ work his way back down to her nipples, teasing them. Jeff was busy kissing her again, devouring her cum filled mouth. It was like he couldn’t get enough of her. Carly felt somebody’s hand on her zipper, she didn’t know whose it was, and frankly she didn’t care. As her zipper slid down from her waist, she felt her little dress fall and puddle around her. She was naked. Her body totally on display in front of Jeff’s friend. He wasted no time finding her hairless mound with his fingers either. He was stroking her slit, probing between her lips. Touching her little clit, his fingers sending jolts of electricity through her body. She was moaning, her body trembling with each touch. Then, she was there. Oh Yeah, she was there! She was cumming like a skyrocket. Her whole body shaking as she cried out. Jeff’s hands the only thing still keeping her standing, her legs like rubber beneath her.

		

		Carly pushed away from her two admirers, reaching out her hands to undress them. “I don’t think I should be the only one without clothes boys, do you?” she asked sultrily. In an instant, they were all naked. Dave was definitely a nice-looking man. Her husband hadn’t been shy when he made his choice. She liked that. Pulling them each by a hand, she led them to the big king-sized bed.

		

		Crawling onto the bed, she shook her little behind at them. “Just in case anybody might be interested, I haven’t been with anybody else tonight. Nice and clean down there,” she teased.

		

		The two men began to grin at each other. Jeff broke the ice, “It’s your going away celebration, Dave. You get first dibs.” Carly could hardly believe it, her husband just given his friend permission to eat her out in front of him. And, he did it. Oh yeah! He most definitely did it!

		

		Carly rolled over on her back, legs spread wide to let him have access. She felt his hot tongue sweep up her wet slit hungrily. The sensation alone sending her into another orgasm. She hadn’t had another man’s mouth down there, except Jeff’s, in over five years. And that previous time had been pretty darn sensational. Darn sensational. But nothing compared to this. It was better than her first time. Much better. This was happening right in front of her husband. Carly could see Jeff watching intently, lust burning through him, as his friend licked, kissed and sucked at her most intimate places. She felt the rough stubble of Dave’s five o’clock shadow, chafe lightly against her thighs. Her body unaccustomed to another man’s lips and tongue. His deft ministrations sending her into spasm after spasm of ecstasy. She tentatively reached for her husband’s hand, pulling him down to her. She kissed him, letting his tongue enter her mouth in a deep French kiss just as his friend stuck his tongue deep inside her nether lips. Oh God, they’re tongue fucking me at both ends. I’m going to cum again.

		

		She couldn’t believe how hot they were making her. She was being taken by two men at once. No holding back now, they were doing whatever they wanted to her. After all, she was theirs; bought and paid for. Dave entered her first, she felt him moving up between her legs. Felt the burning hot head of his cock brushing against her sensitive lower lips seconds before she felt the thrust.

		

		Carly’s scream echoed in the room. She was being fucked. Fucked right in front of her husband. Dave was plunging deeply into her, faster and faster, driving himself. Her legs wrapped tightly around him, pulling him as deep as she could. Carly reached for her husband, pulling his cock to her lips. She started sucking him, letting her body develop a rhythm. She’d slide her mouth down Jeff’s cock every time she felt Dave pull back. Her body racked by orgasm after orgasm as the two men impaled her. Spit-Roasting her between them.

		

		She pulled back from Jeff’s hard cock as she felt Dave building to a climax. Carly knew it was only a matter of seconds now, Dave was going to cum inside of her. Empty his hot sperm deep in her unprotected womb. Take her, right in front of her husband. She could see the torment in his eyes as he watched, captivated. But, she could see the lust there as well. Knew that while it was tearing him apart on one level, it was pushing him ever higher on another. She didn’t entirely understand the need he felt, but she loved that she could do this for him.

		

		It was happening. Carly felt Dave’s body tense, muscles contracting, face contorting as she felt a hot burst of semen jet inside of her. Felt him empty himself again and again into her hungry pussy, each burst sending her senses into overload. She could hear loud screams and cries echoing in the room, finally realizing that they were coming from her. Her orgasm taking her almost the point of collapse.

		

		Dave climbed off her, falling over onto his back at the side of bed. Carly reached to Jeff, kissing him, “I need you,” was all she said.

		

		Jeff climbed between her open legs. Looking at her cum filled pussy, lust written all over his face. Would he eat her out right in front of his friend? Would he just fuck her? Carly wasn’t sure, not until she saw his head dive towards her slutty lips. Felt his hot tongue thrust deep inside of her cum filled pussy, tasting her. Eating her, sucking that molten, hot semen from inside of her. She hit a pinnacle. Just the thought that he would actually do that. Do it for her. Oh, God…

		

		The next thing she knew, Jeff was beside her and both men were staring at her worriedly. She had passed out from her orgasm. Oh, how embarrassing. Jeff gave her a sip of wine, cradling her tenderly. She clung tightly to him, then coming to her senses, she pulled away and gave him a kiss. Then quickly turned to Dave and did the same.

		

		“Oh, I’m so embarrassed. That’s never happened before. I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on before, either. You two are something else. But, somehow, I think you both kind of got short changed tonight. Let me see if I can’t make that up to you,” purred ‘Cammi.’ She slipped her mouth seductively around her husband’s cock, her other hand reaching for Dave’s.

		

		Once she had Jeff hard again, she got up on her knees and gave him access to her pussy. She shook her tight little butt enticingly. He didn’t need an engraved invitation. He thrust deeply into her, Carly screamed at the violence of his attack. As he began to fuck her, she turned to Dave and motioned for him to come to her. Grasping his cock, she began to suck him as her husband pounded into her again and again. Relishing the feel of both of them inside of her.

		

		They were getting close. She could feel each of them picking up their pace, felt Dave begin to swell in her mouth, felt the increased intensity of Jeff fucking her pussy. They were going to fill her again. Fill her from both ends. And, then it was happening. Jeff began to cum inside of her, she could feel him as spurt after spurt of his cum coated her insides. He was still jetting into her when Dave began to cum as well. Pumping his cum into her mouth and throat. When they finally pulled out of her, the three of them just collapsed in a pile of entwined arms and legs.

		

		It was maybe thirty minutes later when Carly felt Jeff stroking her body with his hands. She began to purr from his touch. About that time, Dave began to get the idea that maybe the night still wasn’t over, not yet. Soon Carly was riding Jeff cowgirl style. Bouncing up and down on his long shaft, his hands pinching her nipples as she climbed the ladder again.

		

		About that time, she felt a second pair of hands begin to stroke her body. They were really getting her hot again. She’d never felt like this before. So wanton, so free. She looked down at her husband with a wicked gleam in her eyes. Turning to Dave, she asked, “Dave, do you want to do me in the ass? Do you boys want to DP me?”

		

		“Oh, hell yes!” cried Dave.

		

		Carly pointed at the night stand, “Oil bottle’s right there. Use lots, please?”

		

		She giggled as she glanced back and saw her husband’s face. He looked like he couldn’t believe what she’d just said. Well, he didn’t know just how far she was willing to go, did he? Letting a strange man take all three of her orifices, right in front of him? Yes, she’d do that. She’d really fulfill his fantasies. Maybe even give him some new ones.

		

		And then Dave was straddling Jeff behind her. She felt the oil being rubbed into her most forbidden place, a place even Jeff had only taken once. She cried out as he began to enter her. She felt that bullet shaped head pop through her tight little ring, and then Dave stopped. They had both stopped, letting her adjust to this ultimate intrusion. Adjust to being so full, fuller than she had ever felt in her entire life. Carly nodded her head, letting them know she was alright. Then she felt them beginning to move again. They began to fuck her. Both of them at the same time. Finding a rhythm between them, Carly felt like a ragdoll. They were fucking her like madmen. Driving into her faster and faster. The thin membrane between their cocks increasing the sensitivity for all three of them. Jeff began to pinch her nipples, hard. That was it. She could feel it building, so big. She felt Dave start to cum, his first spurts causing Jeff to cum inside her at the same time. Carly screamed. She had never felt like this before. So full, so fulfilled. She collapsed, exhausted.

		

		Dave got up sometime during the night saying he had an early flight. Before he left, he asked for her number. Saying he thought he’d be coming back to the city from time to time and wanted to see her again. She gave him her number, kissing him one last time, molding her still naked body to his. Jeff watching sleepily from the bed.

		

		Then it was just the two of them again. Jeff kissed his wife tenderly. Her forehead, her lips, her neck, her breasts… His lips closed around her nipple, sucking gently on it. His hands began searching her lower regions. She was still able to feel their semen seeping out of her. Carly felt an electric shock go through her as he stroked a finger along her cum covered slit. Letting first one finger, then two probe deeper inside of her. Stroking her, in and out, teasing her hard button of a clit with each caress. Then, it was his mouth, his lips, his tongue touching her. Kissing her lower regions. Probing deep inside her cum filled pussy. She even felt his lips kiss her little rosebud. Carly’s body continually shaking in passionate orgasm at his intimate touches.

		

		At last, Jeff was inside her once again. His cock pounding into her. His pelvis crashing against her clit, grinding against it. Her orgasm reaching new heights with each thrust. And, then, he was cumming. Emptying himself, reclaiming her as his hot sperm jetted into her once again. Carly screamed as she felt it. Knew that he still loved her, loved her no matter what.

		

		When Jeff woke up the next morning, he slipped quietly out of bed so as not to disturb her. He glanced lovingly back at her prone form. Carly was laying on her stomach, her tousled hair fanned out on the pillow. She still had her stockings on. One of her high heels was lying abandoned on the bed, the other lost somewhere on the floor amidst the piles of clothes and bed coverings. She had one knee bent slightly, her legs pulled apart just enough for him to see her exposed pussy. It was still red and swollen. He could see the dried cum that still stained her sweet nether lips, her legs, even her stockings. Her body totally exhausted after the night they had had. He looked at her and he loved her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		“You actually had sex with the both of them? Together? At the same time? Oh! My! God! I am so jealous right now. I have never. Repeat never! Been with two men at once. It sounds so unbelievably wicked,” whined Sandi.

		

		“Oh, believe me, it was,” Carly admitted. “It definitely was that.”

		

		“And, you and Jeff are still good? I mean, he didn’t turn into Frankenstein’s Monster or anything?” asked Sandi.

		

		“We seem to be good. I mean, he hasn’t exactly said anything one way or the other. Not yet anyway. It’s like he’s too shy to admit out loud that he liked it. But I think he did. We’ve had sex every day since. Great sex,” admitted Carly.

		

		“So… Is this going to be a regular thing now? You sleeping with two men at the same time?” asked Sandi.

		

		“Uh… I hope not. Don’t get me wrong, I mean, it was hot. It was definitely hot. But, Lord. I was so sore afterwards. I could barely walk when I checked out the next day. Being with two men is still definitely on my menu, but I think I prefer them to be consecutive versus simultaneous. At least, most of the time,” she giggled.

		

		“You are so bad, Carly. So, what’s on the agenda for this week? It’s your turn to pick, right? Are you going to go pick up some stranger at a hotel again, or do you have something else in mind?” queried Sandi.

		

		“Honestly, I don’t know. I like playing a ‘call girl,’ I really do. But, I kind of want ‘date night’ to be about the two of us. You know? I’ve been toying with the idea of maybe playing some during the week, but just keeping ‘date night’ personal,” she sighed.

		

		“I don’t know, Carly. It sounds to me like ‘date night’ has already gotten pretty darn personal recently,” Sandi snickered as Carly took a wild swat at her. Then they both fell back laughing hysterically.

		

		*

		

		Ultimately, fate intervened to help Carly make up her mind. It was on Wednesday afternoon that her phone rang. Busy staring at her computer monitor, she grabbed her cellphone only to have it stare blankly back at her, the ringing still sounding incessantly in her ears. OMG! It was her other cellphone that was ringing. Her secret cellphone.

		

		Carly shyly pulled it from her purse, glancing around to see if anybody was within ear shot before answering. “This is ‘Cammi,’ may I ask who’s calling?”

		

		“Good afternoon, ‘Cammi.’ This is Charles, I hope you might remember me, we met a few weeks ago at the Hilton. I’m flying back in to town and I was hoping you might be able to find some free time for me tomorrow night?”

		

		“Well, I don’t know about free… But, I think I could definitely find some time for you,” she giggled softly. “Are you staying at the Hilton again, Charles? Say about 7:00 PM in the bar where we first met?”

		

		“I’ll be looking forward to it, ‘Cammi.’ See you tomorrow,” Charles chuckled.

		

		Carly improvised that next night. Since Jeff left before she did in the mornings, she was able to carry her change of clothes out without him knowing. She texted Jeff saying she had to work late and to go ahead and eat without her. Then, she made use of the shower at her gym which was, thankfully, close to her office. Changing into her ‘work’ clothes before leaving. She even heard a couple of wolf whistles as she walked out of the gym.

		

		Carly knew she looked good. She’d chosen a skin-tight dress with a very high hemline that showed off her legs enticingly. The clingy fabric hugged every curve of her body. She saw Charles’ eyes light up when she walked into the bar, raking her body up and down lustfully. She walked slowly towards him, letting him drink his fill of her body. Sliding up beside him, she gave him a kiss before sitting down.

		

		This time, they were comfortable with each other. Carly wasn’t the bundle of nerves she had been that first night. She laughed easily, she chatted happily, and she fell effortlessly into his arms. Still marveling at how turned on an ‘older man’ could make her. Well, an ‘older man’ with one huge cock. She had been wet ever since his phone call. Her body betraying her feelings whether she wanted to admit them or not. Two drinks later, they were on their way up to his suite.

		

		When they got to his suite, Charles asked if she’d like another glass of wine as he passed an envelope to her. She didn’t even look, she just slipped it into her purse, telling him she’d love one. They toasted to their evening, each taking a sip of their drinks before slipping into an easy kiss. Savoring him, tasting the scotch he had been drinking. Carly set her glass on the nearby table as their kiss deepened. Letting him have his way with her.

		

		She felt a tug on her zipper, heard its teeth let go one by one. It was almost like it was happening in slow motion. Slow, delicious motion. His hands moving slowly down her back as her dress fell loosely from her shoulders. It caught at her slim waist, but that didn’t seem to faze Charles as his lips found her sensitive nipples. Suckling on them greedily. Giving her little love bites in between kisses. Carly heard herself starting to moan, her passion beginning to envelope her. Consuming her with its intensity.

		

		She wanted him. Wanted him so bad. Then, he was moving down her slim body. He pushed her dress down from her waist, kissed her stomach. She felt his tongue tease her belly button. Then he was slowly pulling down her thong. Freeing her body inch by inch. Carly gasped as it finally fell to her feet, she was naked. Naked in front of her ‘john.’ His mouth mere inches from her moist nether lips. She knew he could tell how turned on she was. Probably even smell her excitement. Her eyes were closed, relishing the feelings of his lips and tongue on her body.

		

		Suddenly, she felt like a hot poker had touched her labia. Charles’ tongue raked sensuously along her slit. Probing tentatively inside her excited lips. Tasting her, teasing her clit. An orgasm arcing through her body at his scorching touch. He was eating her. Her ‘john’ was actually tasting her. OMG?

		

		Carly felt her body spasm with each thrust of his tongue. She loved when Jeff or Sandi did that to her, but, Charles? She was practically exploding. There were fireworks going off behind her closed eyes as she came again and again from his hungry explorations. It was all she could do to stay standing, her fingers clinging to his head to hold herself up. Her body near collapse as orgasm after orgasm raged through her.

		

		Her breathing slowly began to return to normal levels as Charles kissed his way back up her body. Culminating in a seductive French kiss. Letting her taste herself on his lips. Carly moved down his body now. Unbuttoning his shirt, kissing his chest, his nipples. Giving them a little playful bite as she did. Pulling his shirt from his body. Slowly unfastening his belt, easing down his zipper and letting his trousers drop to the floor. She looked longingly into his eyes for a moment, then pulled his hardening cock free. Her lips closing greedily around its large head. Kissing it, licking it hungrily. Tasting his salty precum, relishing it. Yearning for even more, but needing to hold off, wanting his hot cum inside of her. When she could feel him getting close, she eased off him. Kissing her way back up his body. Letting him have a taste of her after having his cock in her mouth. Charles didn’t shy away, he devoured her mouth.

		

		Then, he was twisting her around in his arms. Pushing her down towards his bed. Her hands bracing her as she bent over. Exposing her most private parts to his eyes, she spread her legs open enticingly, ready to receive him. Charles slid up behind her, she could feel the heat of his body even before she felt him. He was at her entrance, his hard cock brushing against her labia. Teasing her, letting her wetness lubricate his hard rod.

		

		Carly gasped as she felt him penetrate her. His huge cock nearly splitting her pussy in two. He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to his size. Gradually increasing his thrusts as he felt her body begin to accept him. She was emitting little moans and cries with each thrust of his hard rod. Her cries increasing as he increased the rhythm. Pounding in to her now, bottoming out into her cervix with each thrust. Faster and faster, Carly knew he was close. She wanted it, needed it. That feel of him bursting inside of her, his hot cum scalding her insides.

		

		Finally, Carly heard him groan, felt his body tense. Felt his cum burst deep inside of her. His hot semen jetting into her, again and again. Filling her. She could even feel some of his cum oozing out around his cock. Charles was still buried inside of her. His body laying across hers, their feet still awkwardly on the floor. He reached up, roughly. Pulling her face around to his using her hair. His lips crushing against hers in a passionate kiss. A kiss she willingly returned!

		

		*

		

		Carly was in the back seat of an Uber, the driver taking her back home. She had casually pulled the envelope from her purse, more curious than anything else. After all, she knew that there was no way Charles would short change her. Her hand flew to her face as she opened it. Inside she found $1,000.00. Charles had paid her $1,000.00, for one night of passion. A night that she had thoroughly enjoyed. She wasn’t just a whore; she was now a high class ‘call girl.’ She fondly recalled his kiss as she was leaving, his promise to call her again soon.

		

		It was 11:00 PM when Carly finally opened the front door. She heard Jeff walking into the room. “Are you okay, Carly? I was expecting you quite a while ago. I was really beginning to get…” She heard the abrupt halt in his words. The halt as he first caught sight of her. He knew with the first glance. Carly wasn’t in her work clothes. Well, not her day job work clothes anyway. Her hair was slightly tousled, her makeup just not quite right. Her very fashionable, very short dress, wrinkled.

		

		She knew he could see the adultery written in her eyes, even smell her infidelity as he came close to her. She hadn’t cleaned up tonight. She wanted there to be no questions in his mind as to what she’d done. She’d fucked another man. Still had his hot seed inside of her. Hunger was written all over her body, as she stared back at him. She licked her lips enticingly. “Well, am I going to get a welcome home kiss tonight? Or, am I just going to go get cleaned up and go to sleep?”

		

		Jeff grabbed her lustfully. Pulling her to him, driving his tongue into her slutty mouth. Tasting her, tasting the essence of someone else too. The scent of a stranger’s cologne still clung possessively on her body. Carly knew he could taste the salty taste of sweat on her body. The sweat of the two of them rutting together. The sweat of another man as he had writhed on top of her body. Fucking her. She knew she was driving him wild. He was like an animal in heat.

		

		Carly felt him pick her up and carry her over to the sofa. He threw her down there and immediately pushed her dress up to her waist. She felt him jerk her soggy thong down her legs, and then, his tongue was inside of her. Probing her inner depths. Tasting the hot cum of her lover. She couldn’t really think of Charles as anything else. Not anymore. He was more than some casual ‘john,’ there was a level of comfort between them. Besides, he really did know how to use that mammoth cock of his.

		

		She felt herself drifting as Jeff ate her out. His tongue teasing her clit before rapidly pushing deep inside of her again. Carly’s thoughts drifted to Charles. To his tongue probing her, kissing her. Her fantasies coupled with Jeff’s ministrations sending her into a massive orgasm. Her whole body shaking with her passion.

		

		Carly felt Jeff pull her up on her knees, doggy style. His hard cock plunging into her stretched pussy with one stroke. She tried desperately to grip him with her cum slicked walls. He was pounding into her frenziedly, fucking her like a madman. Her body swiftly rising to a crescendo. She could feel another orgasm building in her, a big one. Her body cresting as she felt Jeff reclaim her, his hot cum spurting inside of her adulterous womb.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		“I mean, ‘date night’ was pretty anticlimactic after that. We just went out to a musical downtown. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed it. But, it was pretty tame after Thursday night,” said Carly. She was laying across Sandi’s bed, her head resting comfortably between her friend’s breasts. They were still recovering from their most recent orgasm. One of the many Carly had enjoyed tonight.

		

		“I never in a million years would have thought I’d be saying this, especially to you. But, if you ever need a wingman, let me know. I still have my ‘call girl’ fantasies, but unlike some people I know, mine are still just fantasy,” teased Sandi.

		

		“Mmmm… I can see where that could be fun. I’ll be sure to keep it in mind,” replied Carly seductively.

		

		After some giggles over their sordid idea, they fell back to kissing. And, then more than kissing…

		

		*

		

		Tuesday night Jeff had to work late. Carly found herself getting restless sitting home alone. Extremely restless. She decided she wanted to have some fun, maybe even give Jeff a surprise later. Getting dressed up, she took an Uber downtown to the Hilton. She liked the atmosphere there. Sitting at the bar, letting the men buy her drinks, flirting a little. Her sexy legs displayed by her high hemline, her little ankle bracelet sparkling in the lights of the bar. She could feel herself getting wet from all the attention.

		

		A shadow fell over her as she was sipping her wine. Carly turned to find a mountain of a man standing beside her. Smiling at her, he asked if he could get her a refill? She liked his voice. Deep and sexy. Some sort of accent; Jamaican maybe, or South African? Bit of a British sound to it, but not quite true English. She smiled in return saying, “I’d love that, thank you. My name’s ‘Cammi,’ are you just visiting, Mr.?”

		

		“It’s, Roger. Yes, I’m just in for a few days. I flew in from Kingston this afternoon. The company I work for is based here. A couple of meetings and back home to sunshine and tropical breezes,” he chuckled.

		

		She liked him. He was tall, very tall. Maybe 6’2” or even a little more. His shoulders looked like he could be a linebacker for some football team. He practically dwarfed her small frame. His eyes were a warm brown, and that voice made her melt. Roger placed his hand on hers, it was like an electric spark shot through her body at his touch. She wondered if the size of his cock matched the size of his body?

		

		‘Cammi’ watched fascinated, as his dark fingers touched her hand, her pale white skin such a distinct contrast to his deep black coloring. Seeing his large fingers stroke her hand so sensually was getting to her. The sheer heat of his nearness was turning her on. She knew if he asked her, she’d give in. She wasn’t sure how Jeff would feel about it, if he ever found out? But, that wasn’t much of a worry. He still didn’t want to know anything about her trysts, no details were expected or wanted. Oh, he always knew when she had played around. They both wanted it that way. She purposely remained ‘soiled’ when she came home, never taking a shower or doing any sort of cleanup after she had been with another man. She wanted to let him find her full of another man’s seed. Their sweat still clinging to her body, her mouth tasting of cock. Carly wasn’t sure why she felt that way, she didn’t think it was some sort of revenge against her husband. But, she liked him knowing. Liked him eating her filthy pussy, sucking the cum of another man from deep inside of her. It seemed to be enough for him that she was back in his arms, albeit in a slightly used and abused condition, at the end of the night. He seemed to like seeing the proof of her infidelity, tasting it, he was just not quite ready to hear the details of how it happened. Or, for that matter, who she had been with.

		

		Carly had never dated a black man. Barely even saw any before moving here. Certainly, she had never had sex with one. Coming from a small town out West, there were only a few Black people to be seen. Native American? Sure, but Black? She never thought of herself, or Jeff for that matter, as racist. But she did realize that not everybody was of some pale Caucasian heritage. She had asked Sandi one time about black men, figuring she probably had some experience there. Carly innocently asked if they were as big as rumors claimed? Naively, she had also wondered if they tasted different? Sandi had just laughed at her. Then, realizing she was serious, she patiently explained to her that “Yes, Kitten… There certainly is some truth to the rumors, at least in my experience. And, as for taste? Well, no different than that of any other man. They all taste a little different from each other. Just like girls all taste a little different, or so I’m told.”

		

		Her thoughts were suddenly brought back to real time as Roger asked, “Cammi, I hope I’m not insulting you or anything, but I do find you very attractive. I was wondering if perhaps you might like to get to know each other a little better? I have a room here at the hotel…”

		

		“Well, I do find you quite attractive as well, Roger. However, while I am available tonight, my time wouldn’t exactly be free. I’m guessing you know what I mean?” she prompted. Carly could feel her nipples getting hard at the thought of this mammoth man taking her. Fucking her. Breeding her. She was practically orgasming just sitting next to him listening to him talk.

		

		“Would say $500.00 be enough to entice you up to my room for a while? Don’t worry, I’m sure we can find some acceptable number if that’s not enough,” he replied.

		

		“In that case? Lead on my friend. I’m all yours for right now,” ‘Cammi’ exclaimed excitedly. She could feel her breathing becoming more passionate as they strolled across the lobby floor. Her small body dwarfed by the huge black man holding her arm so possessively.

		

		Once inside the “lift,” Roger had pulled her to him and kissed her. His tongue deep inside her mouth. She could taste some sort of liquor in his kiss. Rum maybe? Kind of a strong taste, whatever it had been. His big hands roamed freely down her small frame. Touching her, exciting her as she fantasized about what was to come. Would he be big? Would he be as big as Charles? Would he be even bigger? OMG! What if he was? Could she take him? And, what if he wanted her back there? She didn’t think it would even be possible.

		

		They strolled arm in arm down the long hallway. Roger had a small suite, nicely appointed, but not up to the standards of what Charles usually stayed in. Once inside, ‘Cammi’ suggested they get the necessary business out of the way up front. She bravely told him that $500.00 would be fine, but only with a condom. She could feel her heartbeat increase waiting to hear his response. She really didn’t want to use one tonight. Not just for Jeff’s sake, either. She couldn’t explain it, but this time it was for her. She wanted to feel that black seed burst deep inside of her. It would be like the ultimate betrayal. Even if Jeff never knew, she’d know. She’d know that she had cuckolded her husband with a black man. Let him breed her.

		

		“Might another $500.00 let me feel the real you, Cammi?” he inquired. “I do hate using condoms.”

		

		“For another $500.00 I can promise you, you can feel the real me, up close and personal,” she purred. “I can’t wait to feel your hot jizz filling me.” ‘Cammi’ carefully put her $1,000.00 fee in her small purse. Her body feeling heated at the mere thought of what was to come tonight.

		

		She turned to face him, her arms stretching up to reach around his thick neck. He had to bend to kiss her, even in heels she only came up to his broad chest. She felt his lips close on hers, his tongue penetrating even deeper, French kissing her. His hands roaming freely over her soft curves. ‘Cammi’ gasped a little as she felt his huge hand envelope her small breast, completely covering it. His fingers teasing her nipple. Sending little ripples through her body. Shock waves that spread all the way down to her little clit. She could feel herself getting wetter down there, practically gushing. Anticipating what was still to come.

		

		‘Cammi’ slid from his powerful arms, falling to her knees. She wanted to see what he was hiding in those trousers. She’d never even seen a black cock before. Would it look different? Be different? Taste different? Her eyes opened wider as she freed him. It was huge. Bigger than Charles. Longer, yes, at least by an inch or two. But, it was thicker too. So much thicker. Fear suddenly began to grip her; could she even do this? Then, reason took hold. Sandi had told her one time, “Sizes vary a lot. Just remember that if babies can come out, big things can go in. Just try and relax down there.”

		

		She tentatively began to kiss the large mushroom shaped head in front of her. For some reason, she thought of a licorice candy. A big one. It didn’t taste like one though, it tasted like… Well, like any other cock. She was almost disappointed. ‘Cammi’ let his precum roll on her tongue, filling her taste buds. Then she kissed along the length of his hard rod. She marveled at how black his skin was. Roger wasn’t the warm brown coloring of most of the black people she’d met. He was truly black, a rich and dark coloring. Even his balls were black. She let her tongue wash seductively over them, his scrotum just as large as the rest of his sex.

		

		Carly tried to slide him into her mouth. She opened as wide as she could, it was barely enough. She slid him into her mouth, only able to take about an inch or two of him before he was nudging against her throat. She could feel her gag reflex kicking in and tried desperately to fight it. Finally, she developed a rhythm. Not too deep, but she could hear him beginning to moan as she bobbed her head on and off him. Her dainty fingers caressing the rest of him.

		

		“Don’t stop, I want to cum in your mouth, Cammi. I want to see you swallow my hot cream. All of it,” he ordered. “Don’t worry, I tend to recover quite quickly. I promise you, this will not be the end of our evening together. I definitely intend to fuck you tonight.”

		

		‘Cammi’ grew even more excited with his words. She’d be going home to her cuckold with cum in her mouth and her pussy. A black man’s cum. She wanted that. She couldn’t explain why; she just knew that right now she craved him. An illicit desire driving her. Her head began to bob faster now, her tongue teasing him. Sucking him, feeling him begin to swell inside her mouth. She knew he was getting close. This was the point of no return, the place she’d usually pull back and begin to attack some other part of her ‘john’s’ body. Not today, she had her orders. Roger wanted her to swallow all his seed. Wanted his whore to take all of him.

		

		Roger began to erupt into her as he pushed hard against the back of her throat, forcing himself even deeper into her. Jet after jet of thick cum began filling her. She swallowed as fast as she could, trying desperately not to gag. She couldn’t breathe. She thought the onslaught would never stop. Finally, she felt him begin to slowly shrink in her mouth, the last little few spurts of his seed now just barely noticeable. She pulled back from him, a few drops of cum clinging to her lips. She wiped them with her finger looking at them as she did. Surprised to find the same pale white ejaculate that she always found.

		

		Her eyes found his, searching. Saw him smile as she looked up at him adoringly. She’d done it. She’d given that huge cock a blowjob. She’d even swallowed all his cum. Her breathing was still ragged as she gasped hungrily for air. Then, he was lifting her up, she felt like a feather in his arms. His hands unzipping her dress, letting it puddle at her feet. His lips finding her hard nipples. Kissing them, sucking on them, biting them. Little whimpers escaped from her lips as his hands closed tightly on her breasts. Kneading them roughly, still attacking her nipples as he did. His bites sending shock waves rolling through her.

		

		Finally, ‘Cammi’ began to finish undressing him. Untying his tie, unbuttoning his shirt. Uncovering his dark muscled chest, his hard pecs. Planting little kisses on his body as she went. She could smell his cologne, a little strong for her taste. Even taste the manliness of him, a slightly musky scent and taste. She took off his shoes and socks, slid his trousers down his thick legs. Lord, he was a big man. A big black mountain of a man. His cock was getting hard again, she still marveled at its size, at its color. Desire causing her whole body to vibrate with excitement at just thought of what was to come.

		

		Roger slid her thong down her stocking clad legs. Letting it puddle with her dress. Then his hands were on her tight ass cheeks, pulling her to him roughly. He leaned in to kiss her, then seemed to think better of it. This man wouldn’t want to taste himself. He pushed her towards the bed. As she crawled on, he grabbed her. Pulling her up till she was in the doggy position. His body coming up between her legs. She could feel his hard cock pressing into her, sliding up and down her nether lips. Then he was pushing. OMG! He’s going to tear me apart. “Oh, go slow… Please? You’re so big,” she whined.

		

		Her concerns were met with a sharp slap on her ass cheek. The sting jolting her. Nobody had ever spanked her before, not like that. Her ass began to burn where he’d hit her, the bulbous head of his cock still buried between her labia. Tears began to fall down her face, he truly was splitting her in two. “Please, no, it’s too big.”

		

		Another slap, harder this time, on her other side. His cock sliding further in as she jolted from the shock. With each slap, another inch disappeared inside of her, again and again. Her butt was on fire, stinging fiercely. And, he wasn’t even half way in her. She could already feel him bumping against her cervix. That was it, she couldn’t take anymore. “Please?” she pleaded.

		

		Another slap, hard. ‘Cammi’s’ body jolted with a sharp jab of pain as he pushed himself all the way into her. Her scream echoing loudly around the room. She could feel him, somehow his cock was even deeper inside of her. She began to feel him move, sliding out some and then plunging back into her. Still spanking her with each stroke. She cried out with each new assault. Her pleas going unheeded. He was tearing her apart, but somehow… The pain was lessening; she was beginning to feel something else. Her breathing was becoming more passionate. He was still pounding roughly into her, each thrust still accompanied by a hard slap on her bright red ass cheeks. Right side, thrust, left side thrust. Again, and again. Her face was pushed deep into the mattress, her arms unable to hold her up against his violent onslaught. Her fingers clawing ineffectively at the bedding. But, she was getting turned on. Somehow, despite the pain or maybe because of it, she was beginning to feel an orgasm build inside of her.

		

		She wanted him now. Wanted that huge cock. Wanted his hot seed to fill her. Wanted him to breed her. Breed her, like the slut whore that she had become. Her cries became more passionate. She even began to meet his strokes. Finally, her tears stopped falling and her cries changed, “Yes, yes, fuck me. Take me. Fuck me you, black bastard. Fill me, cum in me. FUCK ME!”

		

		“Oh, I will, don’t you worry little lady, I intend to fuck you till you can’t walk anymore. Then I’m going to finally fill you, empty my hot jizz into you. Into your unprotected pussy,” he sneered. His voice no longer soft and syrupy.

		

		He was driving into her hard now, pistoning in and out. Just mindlessly fucking her. Each thrust still accompanied by a hard slap. Her little ass cheeks burned fiercely. ‘Cammi’ was a limp doll under him, letting him do whatever he wanted to her defenseless body. She was close to passing out, her pussy had never been so full. And, then he was finally cumming. She felt blast after blast of his hot seed bursting into her. Filling her. Breeding her! She thought he’d never stop cumming. How could he still have that much cum in him after she’d already sucked him off? But, finally, he was finished. At last, it was over.

		

		‘Cammi’ felt him pull out of her, even heard the slight sucking noise as his still tumescent member slipped from inside of her. Felt his cum start to ooze immediately from her savaged nether lips. Her mind in was in a fog. She’d never been spanked before. Never been fucked like that, either. Never! Not by any man. She looked at him with hooded eyes. Her breath coming in huge gulps. Saw him gloating as he looked over her ravaged body. His sneer making her feel humiliated.

		

		“You were great, Baby. Time to go now. I need my rest,” he said bluntly. His comments accompanied by another sharp slap to her reddened ass.

		

		‘Cammi’ moved like an automaton. She crawled out of bed, retrieved her scattered clothing and hurriedly got dressed. She didn’t even take time to try and fix herself up a little. She just wanted out of there.

		

		*

		

		Carly had left her alternate persona back in the hotel suite. Now, she found herself sitting very gingerly in the back seat of the Uber. Every little bump in the road sending a shock through her body. Her tight little ass cheeks were no doubt fire engine red. She hurt just sitting there. She hurt just about everywhere. Her breasts ached from his savagery. Even her pussy felt like it was on fire. Finally, she pulled out her compact. A little apprehensively she opened it and looked at herself in the small mirror. Her hair was a mess. Her lipstick smeared, her mascara had run down her face. The streaks of her tears plainly visible even in the dim light. She had some tissues with her, she did what she could. Carly finally decided she looked vaguely presentable, well barely, as the car pulled up in front of her house.

		

		Well, there won’t be any doubt in Jeff’s mind tonight. He’ll know I’ve been fucked. Fucked royally. Oh, damn! He’s going to want to fuck me too. God, I’m so sore, she thought. Well, good luck putting that puny little cock of yours inside me tonight, Cucky. I probably won’t even feel it. She found herself laughing, almost getting hysterical, as she thought of Jeff trying to fuck her after Roger. She knew he’d stretched her out unbelievably.

		

		It was almost midnight when she walked through the door in to the darkened house. She walked gingerly back to their bedroom. Steadying herself with a hand against the wall. She was so sore that she could barely manage to put one foot in front of the other. The bedroom door was open, only a dim light shining into the hallway. She could hear music playing, some Sirius channel no doubt. Something New Age from the sound of it. Jeff was sitting in the chair at the foot of their bed. The same chair she had tied him to that night with Sandi. He was still in his briefs. His eyes flashed to her as soon as she walked in.

		

		He looked at her and asked if she was okay? “Yes, I’m sorry it’s so late. I had no idea I’d be gone this long,” she answered quietly.

		

		He was walking towards her. He reached to turn on a light on the way, and then abruptly stopped as he turned to face her. Finally seeing her in the brighter light. He pulled her into his arms. Kissed her gently. Then more passionately as he fully understood the depth of what she’d done tonight. The realization setting him on fire. Lust consuming him.

		

		Carly knew she reeked of sex. Had to. Roger had cum in her mouth, and he’d cum in her pussy. He’d fucked her relentlessly. She had his cum clinging to her everywhere. She had never been so abused before. She knew she had to look even worse than she did after Jeff and Dave had taken her that night. Her little experimental foray into two men at once. She had thought she felt used that night. Hah! Now she really knew what it meant to be used like a whore.

		

		Jeff’s lips trailed gently down her body as he slipped off her dress. He couldn’t miss the bite marks on her breasts, her red and swollen nipples, the bruises that were starting to show on her body. Somebody had been rough with her tonight. Very rough. Jeff wanted to be tender, he was trying desperately to hold back his lust for her abused body. He kissed her nipples softly, licking them tenderly. Carly couldn’t help herself, she started moaning. Little whimpers escaping between her lips. She hurt at his touch, but she wanted this. Needed it. The hurt fueling her senses. Her passion swelling despite her discomfort.

		

		He was gently pulling down her thong. Seeing the cum staining it, seeing the cum still clinging to her reddened nether lips, even still oozing out of her. He gently ran his tongue along her swollen slit. A groan coming from Carly as he licked her gently. Soothing her. She cried out as his tongue penetrated her. She felt her body spasm, a huge load of cum pushing out of her vaginal canal as it did. Sliding into her husband’s hungry mouth. Oh yes, an orgasm was building inside her. A big one. Jeff hungrily continued to lick and clean her nether regions. Her husband was eating Roger’s cum. A black man’s cum. Sucking it out of her. Her body shook violently with her passion. The intensity of her orgasm almost causing her to collapse.

		

		Jeff was pulling her towards their bed now. Carly started to climb in but stopped when she heard his sharp intake of breath. Oh yeah, she thought, that happened too! Her pale little ass was flaming red from where she’d been spanked. Spanked hard for crying out, her punishment for pleading with him to stop. Spanked again and again, relentlessly. Jeff bent to kiss her gently. His lips cool against her burning ass cheeks.

		

		Carly curled towards him, wanting him. She pulled his cock from his briefs and took him hungrily into her mouth. She sucked him deep into her, feeling his hard cock hit against the back of her throat but she didn’t stop. Not this time. Not until her nose was pressed hard against his pubic hair. She was deep throating him. Taking all of him. It didn’t seem difficult at all, not after what she’d done earlier tonight. Her head started bobbing up and down his length. Her tongue teasing him wickedly. Letting him slam down her throat with every thrust. Something in the back of her mind sparked the thought of getting him to cum in her mouth. That sounded so much better than him trying desperately to cum inside her pussy. Her extremely stretched out pussy. Her tremendously sore pussy. As much as she loved him, she hurt too much right now.

		

		Carly knew from experience that her body would quickly return to its previous state. Her tight elastic pussy would be fine by tomorrow. Or, maybe the next day at the latest. Her head was bobbing rapidly now. She felt his cock swelling in her mouth. Moans escaping from his lips. Yes! He was going to cum, going to fill her filthy, slutty mouth with his hot sperm. And, she was going to swallow every drop. Every sweet drop of his seed. Despite everything, Carly knew he loved her and she loved him.

		

		Jeff cried out as he emptied himself into her insistent mouth. Cumming again and again, filling her. Carly felt a few drops escape her hungry lips as she smiled up at him. She licked at them sultrily with her tongue. Then she quietly pulled him into their bed and fell asleep in his arms.

		

		Carly awoke the next day to find a note propped on the nightstand:

		

		Called in sick for you today. Get some rest. Told your office that it was probably just some 24-hour thing. I’ll see you tonight.

		

		I love you,

		

		Jeff

		

		Carly rolled over and went back to sleep not waking until late morning. When she walked gingerly into their en suite, she looked apprehensively in the mirror. Her body was covered with small bruises and bites. And, her butt? Her little butt cheeks were still fire engine red. The outline of his huge hands still imprinted on her pale skin like a tattoo. There were cum stains all over her body. How could one man even do that much to her? Note to self: Be more careful who you pick up next time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		She’d met Sandi for a late lunch. Quietly telling her everything. Not ashamed of what she’d done, but not exactly happy about it either. Sandi only shook her head and held her hand as she told of his spanking her, of her begging him to stop. She at least saw a smile on Sandi’s face as she told her about Jeff. How he’d taken care of her. He’d even gently rubbed lotion on her abused little ass.

		

		“Well, all things considered, you look remarkably well. I mean, you’d never guess any of that to just look at you right now. Of course, clothes do hide a lot, don’t they?” she chortled.

		

		“Oh, shut up, Sandi. I feel bad enough about what happened. Funny thing is, I don’t really regret it. I mean, it was definitely an experience. Just not one I’m interested in repeating. Ever!” The both of them erupting in giggles.

		

		“What are you going to tell Jeff if he asks?” Sandi inquired.

		

		“He won’t. He doesn’t want to know any details of what I do when he’s not around. As long as I come home to him afterwards, he’s happy. More than happy. Cucks,” she said bursting into another round of giggles.

		

		“He has admitted that he enjoyed that night I did the threesome. He even said he wouldn’t mind an occasional repeat of it. But, otherwise, he’d rather not know. I do understand he wouldn’t mind a repeat of the two of us, either. Anytime,” she laughed. Feeling a warm glow creep through her at the thought.

		

		*

		

		‘Date night’ tonight. Carly wasn’t sure what Jeff had planned this week. She was fully recovered from her session with Roger by now. Even her bruises had faded away, just not the memories of what he’d done to her. Those memories would be with her for a while. The two of them had even made love last night. Jeff practically fucking her senseless with his pent-up lust.

		

		She heard the chime of her cellphone as she sat at her desk. Eyes glued to her computer monitor. Glancing over apprehensively, she was quite happy to see that it was just a text message on her regular cellphone. She wasn’t quite ready for her other phone. Not just yet, anyway. Especially not on ‘date night.’ She opened it to find a message from her husband:

		

		I’ll pick U up at home @7:00 PM. Be ready.

		

		I love U

		

		Jeff

		

		What is that supposed to mean? Pick me up? What am I supposed to wear? How should I dress? Casual, fancy, what? Men! Oh, well, maybe there’ll be more instructions at home, she thought.

		

		She left work a little early and hurried home, ending up with just over an hour and a half to spare. She quickly took a shower and did her hair and makeup before even looking for any more clues about tonight. She decided if Jeff had to wait on her to finish getting ready, that was just too darn bad. She needed time to be the sexy wife he wanted.

		

		The note was propped up on the night stand again, along with the opened bottle of wine and an empty glass. Carly wasn’t sure if she should be mad or excited as she stared at it. Her fingers trembled just a little, as she opened it and found two tickets for the Mayflower, a gambling/show boat that plied the coastal waters with nighttime cruises. Oh, damn! She’d have to hurry.

		

		Thankfully, all she had to do was choose her dress for the night. She knew the Mayflower was pretty fancy, sort of the local version of Las Vegas. She pulled out several dresses. Scrutinizing each one. With all her new-found wealth of money lately, she had managed to go shopping more than a few times. With Sandi riding shotgun, of course. She’d purchased several new dresses more appropriate for her second career, as well as some truly stunning party numbers.

		

		Tonight, she chose a long red gown. It had a slit up the front that left her legs bare well up to the lacy tops of her stockings. The top half was a halter style that left her back completely bare to well below her waist. The neckline plunging to just below her ribs in the front, nicely showing off the swell of her breasts. Or, even more, if Carly wanted to move just right. She completed the outfit with a new pair of high heels and her ankle bracelet. Carly contemplated putting on a thong or G-String but decided against it. She liked being commando. It was such fun.

		

		At 7:00 PM on the dot, Carly heard the front door opening. Jeff met her in the hallway, his face lit up in a huge grin when he saw her strolling towards him. She was a knockout. Her legs flashed enticingly with each and every step she took. Carly reached up and kissed her husband when she reached him. “Do I meet with your approval, Sir?” she inquired.

		

		“Oh, most definitely. You look absolutely stunning, Carly,” Jeff replied. “Shall we go?”

		

		Taking her husband’s arm, Carly strolled out the door. She only hesitated momentarily when she saw the waiting limousine and uniformed driver in their driveway. Jeff led her to the car, where the driver had the door already opened for her. Carly slid into the deep leather seat, well aware that their driver had gotten an extremely intimate view of her pussy as she did so. Then, they were on their way.

		

		They arrived right on time at their destination. Their driver once again opened the car door for her, extending his hand to help her up. Being rewarded with another great view of her private parts, she was sure. Again, taking her husband’s arm she walked up the gangway to the ship. Her legs flashing with every step.

		

		Carly was taking in all the sights, absorbing them like a sponge. The lights, the music, the ringing of the slot machines, she loved it all. The entire atmosphere of the ship seemed supercharged with excitement. Jeff walked over to the money exchange area and bought some chips, so they could gamble a little tonight. On return, he handed her $200.00 in chips, giving her a kiss as he did.

		

		Carly made a beeline for the Blackjack tables, she at least knew how to play that. She climbed onto one of the high stools that surrounded the table, her legs totally on display as she sat down. Carly crossed her legs seductively. For some reason, the gentleman sitting next to her seemed extremely distracted by her presence. His eyes drifted constantly down towards her lap, rather than his cards. Was her little bare snatch on display while she played? Well, maybe? Carly would never tell. She played for about thirty minutes, pretty much breaking even.

		

		Jeff came up to her and asked if she’d like to try playing craps tonight? Carly looked at him a little strangely, not quite sure what craps even was. Let alone know how to play it. Didn’t exactly sound very good, considering the name. As they approached the craps table, she recognized the scenario. She’d seen it before in the movies. Oh yeah, she thought, this is the game where the pretty girls always blow on the dice or they bend over to throw them across the table. Bet he just wants me here, so he can see me bend over. That might be fun.

		

		Jeff tried to educate her on the game, but mostly he just let her throw the dice. For some reason, she seemed to have a lot of eyes on her each time. Oh well, she only lost about half her chips, but she managed to drink a couple of more glasses of wine in the process. She was getting pretty turned on as well.

		

		The two of them strolled into one of the bar areas on the ship. There was a combo playing soft jazz on the stage, as Carly perched on a bar stool and they ordered their drinks. She looked around the bar noticing the various women and how they were dressed or undressed as the case may be. She thought she stacked up pretty well against the competition. Though, considering her small breasts, stacked up may not have been the right adjective to use. Some of the women there managed to put Sandi to shame. Her legs, however… Oh, yeah! She knew her legs looked great tonight.

		

		Jeff leaned over and whispered in her ear that he’d be right back. She saw him head towards the restrooms. Barely a moment later, there was another man standing at her side asking her if he could buy her another drink? Nice looking, older but still nice looking. Still, she flashed her left hand casually as she told him she was waiting for someone.

		

		Her next suitor was just a few years older than she was. Tall, with a handsome face and dark hair, she decided to let him buy her a drink if he wanted. She did flash her wedding ring as she accepted his offer. She even admitted that she was just waiting for her husband. Her admirer looked squarely into her eyes, before saying rather pointedly, “You might be married, but I get the feeling that you also like to play around a little.” His eyes purposely and deliberately drifting to her ankle bracelet as he said it.

		

		Carly smiled seductively at him, “Maybe… Sometimes?” She always got a little thrill whenever somebody acknowledged her ankle bracelet. She almost felt like she was in some sort of secret club when it would happen. They chatted for a few minutes, his eyes drifting occasionally to her crossed legs and plunging neckline. She was getting turned on by his obvious enjoyment of her charms. Carly had maybe gone one or two glasses of wine over her normal limit tonight and was starting to feel really naughty right about now. She began to flirt back, letting her hand caress his arm as they chatted. Carly caught sight of her husband over her admirer’s shoulder. His eyes glued to her every move. Did he want her to play tonight? Well, DUH! He brought her here, didn’t he?

		

		Carly saw Jeff approaching the bar, still not making any move directly towards her though. He took a seat between her and the door. An idea hit her like a bolt of lightning. This was a big ship, it had lots of semi-public places that two people could explore together. Okay, it wasn’t anything like one of the big cruise ships, but it had lots of spots none the less. Lots of spots where two people could get it on, and maybe still be seen.

		

		“It looks like a beautiful night out tonight. How would you feel about a stroll around the deck?” she asked innocently. “I think I’d like a little fresh air.”

		

		Her admirer tossed a fifty on bar and held his arm out to her. Carly walked away on his arm, excusing herself briefly saying she forgot her purse. As she walked past her husband, she whispered “I’ll be on the top deck, just in case you’re interested?” Then she was back on her admirer’s arm, casually walking away from the man she was married to.

		

		The two of them strolled out of the noisy casino areas and into the relative quiet of the deck. A cool breeze brushed sensitively against her naked nether lips, sending little electric shocks through her body. Teasing her. Carly commented that she was curious about the view from the top deck, her companion was quite happy to honor her request. She could feel his lustful gaze on her as she climbed the companionway to the upper deck. Her legs almost totally bared with each step as she climbed. Carly could see the lacy tops of her stockings with each step, occasionally even a little bit of the bare skin above them. She was quite sure that her companion was enjoying the view.

		

		When they reached the top deck, they strolled in silence for a few minutes. Holding hands, enjoying each other’s company. Finally stopping in an unpopulated area and stepping over to the railing. She gazed out at the shining lights of the city. Their reflected glare on the quiet water was spectacular. Carly was holding on to the railing enjoying the view when she felt his warm hands on her shoulders. Her admirer leaned in, kissing her neck. She purred as he nibbled seductively on her earlobe. Her nipples standing out proudly in the cool night air, pressing against her dress. Trying to poke right through the thin material. Turning toward him, she slid her arms around him and kissed him. She felt his tongue press tentatively against her lips. Then they were clenched in a deep French kiss.

		

		Carly pulled back, breaking from their kiss, fanning herself a little. Her eyes locked on his. He took her hand and pulled her towards the shadows. Carly glanced quickly around as they walked. She finally saw what she had hoped for, a silhouette was just visible in the dark of the deck. Jeff was watching her.

		

		When they reached the shadowy bulkhead area, Carly kissed her admirer again. Her arms wrapping around him. She felt his hands begin to explore her body, cupping her tight ass cheeks as he pulled her to him. Then, his hand was sliding inside the top of her dress. He was feeling her breast. Cupping it, feeling the weight of it in his hand. His fingers felt hot against her bare skin. Carly felt a jolt as he pinched her hard nipple, his lips descending sensuously down her neck.

		

		Carly let him pull her top open, totally exposing her breast to the night air. Bared to his hungry eyes. His lips, now sucking boldly on her erect nipple. A groan escaped her lips. It was like her body was on fire. She was burning up. A hand slid between her legs, fingers touching the bare skin above her stockings. Now, touching her even higher. She felt a finger slide gently between her labia, her hands clutching at him as she moaned her satisfaction. He stroked her clit, her body shaking violently with every touch. A huge orgasm ripping through her, as she saw her husband watching her explode in orgasm at the hands of another man.

		

		Carly finally began to come back down from her apex of pleasure. She kissed her admirer, then slid slowly down his body. Her hands finding his zipper, her fingers touching the hard outline behind it. She pulled his cock out, licking her lips as she saw how nice it was. Not huge, but very nice. Her fingers stroked it sensitively, her pink tongue reaching out to taste his precum. Mmmm… Oh yeah! She slid her lips deftly around his girth, sliding it into her mouth. Taking him deep into her throat.

		

		Carly let her mouth bob up and down his length. Her tongue wickedly tormenting him with each stroke. Teasing the sensitive underside of his cock. A few minutes later, she felt him begin to pick up the pace. He was getting close. Was that what she wanted? Ummm… No, not tonight. Tonight, I want more. Carly pulled back from his cock. She pulled herself up off her knees. Her body moving with feline grace. She kissed him, shoving her slutty tongue deep in his mouth. Forcing him to taste the essence of his own cock. “Fuck me,” she whispered.

		

		He responded with a low growl, she knew he was full of lust for her. Wanted her. She felt him twist her body around, her back to him now, her hands bracing against the bulkhead. Carly bent over as he pulled her dress up and slid it to the side, exposing her nakedness. His fingers found her bare lips, slipping inside of her, feeling how wet she was. Wet from her excitement, from his touch.

		

		Carly cried out as she felt his cock push against her. He wasn’t wasting any time now, he thrust deeply into her. An orgasm ripping through her at the intrusion. He was fucking her now, pistoning in and out of her again and again. Little whimpers and cries escaping from her lips with each stroke. She felt him speed up, driving into her like a madman. It was all she could do to keep her balance, her hands braced widely against the hard steel bulkhead, her high heeled toes slipping on the deck as he took her. Ravaged her, her screams of ecstasy no longer being held back.

		

		“Now! Yes, now. Fuck me. FUUCCCKKKK MEEEEE!” she cried. Then, only moments later, “I’m CUMMING!”

		

		Carly felt his cock explode inside of her as she screamed. Hot cum jetting into her again and again. Her partner emptying himself into her unprotected womb. She could barely stand as he pulled his softening cock back out of her. She heard the sound of a zipper as she tried desperately to catch her breath. Then his hands were on her again, turning her, kissing her. He started to lead her back towards the companionway, but Carly shook her head.

		

		“I’d like to stay up here for a while, I need some time to recover a little bit after that,” she giggled. “Thank you.”

		

		After making sure she was alright, her companion left her standing on the deck. Carly saw a shadowy figure begin to approach her. She smiled as she recognized her husband’s profile in the darkness.

		

		Jeff reached for her, kissing her. Thrusting his tongue deep inside her mouth, tasting another man on her lips. He’d seen it, seen her sucking that hard cock with those same lips. Watched her head bob up and down on its length. He thought she was just going to suck him off, shock rippling through him as she pulled away and turned her back to him. Saw her lean seductively against the bulkhead, her hands bracing her as she bent over. Offering herself to him. Giving another man access to her naked pussy.

		

		His lips were on her nipple now. The same one that her nameless companion had been suckling just minutes earlier. Nibbling at it, sending little shocks through her with each bite. Jeff was now sliding down her body. He was the one on his knees this time. She felt him pull her dress open, his tongue sliding along her cum covered nether lips. Another orgasm tore through her as she felt him push his tongue deep inside of her, tasting her. Tasting him. Cum now oozing heavily from her ravaged pussy.

		

		Her eyes closed in ecstasy, Carly felt him getting up from his knees. He was kissing her again, a deep French kiss. She could taste the strangeness of another man’s cum on his lips. Cum from inside of her. Then, Jeff was spinning her around. Her hands bracing herself against the metal bulkhead for the second time tonight. Carly knew what was coming, her pulse was racing as Jeff pulled her close to him, his hard cock splitting her open. Her well lubricated pussy accepting him in one swift stroke. He was deep inside of her. It was her husband fucking her now. Her cuckold. Her life mate. Slamming deeply into her again and again. An almost continual orgasm rippling through her as he pistoned in and out of her body.

		

		Carly could feel his pace picking up, knew he was close. Then, it was happening. He was cumming inside her slutty pussy. His sperm exploding into her again and again. Reclaiming her adulterous body. Making her his again. She heard loud cries and screams echoing back from the hard bulkhead. Only dimly recognizing that they were hers. Then, he was holding her. Arms around her, helping her stand, her body almost limp from exhaustion. She could still feel little shocks ripping through her, like aftershocks from an earthquake.

		

		Finally, their cruise night was over. Back at the dock, she held to him tightly as they descended the gangway. She felt their driver’s eyes on her again as she slid into the car. Even let him catch a glimpse of her red and swollen pussy as she climbed into the seat. Maybe even the cum that still seeped from inside of her. She felt so unbelievably wicked as she saw his eyes riveted to her.

		

		They never closed the privacy window between themselves and the driver on their entire way back. She could see his eyes in the mirror as he glanced back at her, burning with lust as her husband kissed her. Even letting him see as Jeff suckled greedily from her bared breasts. Knew he could hear her little whimpers and cries as her passion intensified.

		

		It was very late when the car finally pulled into their driveway. Carly whispered something temptingly in her husband’s ear. A low whisper, one no one else could hear. Jeff pulled back and looked at her for a moment, surprise registering on his face, then a little grin.

		

		Their driver stopped the car and came over to open Carly’s door. She accepted his hand as he helped her from the car. This time she didn’t even try to cover herself as she climbed out, her legs totally bared to his gaze. Carly could feel his eyes locked on her naked pussy as she slid from the car. Still holding his hand, she turned to him, reached up and kissed him.

		

		He glanced frantically towards her husband, fearing retaliation. Maybe even the loss of his job. He began to relax when he saw the grin on Jeff’s face, accompanied by a quick nod. He kissed her back. Carly pushed him into the back of the limousine, crawling in behind him. She was a cat in heat. She settled herself between his legs, hands fumbling for his zipper. His hardening cock buried just inside.

		

		Pulling his cock free, Carly licked her lips. She was stroking his hard shaft with her hands, her tongue dipping towards the drop of precum she could see at its tip. Tasting him, relishing in her power over him. Her lips slid down his long shaft as she took him deeply into her mouth. Sucking him slowly, seductively, teasing him with her wicked tongue.

		

		Suddenly, Carly felt cold air brush her ass. Jeff had come around the car and was behind her. He’d pulled her dress up exposing her sex. OMG! He was going to fuck her again. Fuck her while she sucked off their driver. Spit-Roasting her. She felt his rock-hard erection pressing against her. Heard her little muffled cry as she felt her pussy split open for the third time tonight. He was fucking her. Fucking her right there in their driveway. Fucking her where anybody could see.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		“I ended up giving Jeff a blowjob later, after we were in bed. After all, I didn’t want him to feel left out,” giggled Carly. “He certainly seemed to enjoy himself that night, anyway.”

		

		“OMG! Carly. You are totally out of control girl,” cried Sandi. She was holding her sides, actually aching from laughing so much. They were lying next to each other, head to toe, on Sandi’s bed. The same place they’d collapsed to after they’d made love. Each of them enjoying the pureness of their relationship.

		

		“I am not out of control. I’ve become very selective recently, especially after Roger,” she retorted. “Seriously, I’ve decided that I’ll only go out alone with somebody I either already know, or someone that’s been referred to me. What I do when I’m with Jeff is separate and distinct from my nighttime excursions. I feel safe when I’m with him. Just knowing that he’s close by. And, I only mess around with him on ‘date night.’ After all, that night is supposed to be for us.”

		

		“How are things with your ‘other’ job anyway?” Sandi asked. “Just how often are you going out like that?”

		

		“Oh, not too much. Maybe once a week at the most. I’ve come to kind of an arrangement with Mike, the bartender at the Hilton. He gets 10% when I’m there on my own. For that, he looks after me to make sure I’m okay. What can I say? He’s an attentive bartender, he knows his customers. He noticed me coming in there on a regular basis and leaving with a different man every time,” she giggled. “So, it was work something out or find another hotel.”

		

		“Ah, the trials and tribulations of being a ‘call girl.’ Would that I had the guts to try it. I could sure use the money. I mean, you’re like making a killing girl. Not to mention, that I’d get to live out my fantasy. Rowlllll!” exclaimed Sandi. That set them both to laughing again.

		

		Carly heard a ringing from her purse. She hopped out of bed to answer it, thinking it might be Jeff calling her. Instead, it was her ‘other’ phone. The one she used for her afterhours escapades. “This is ‘Cammi,’ may I ask who’s calling? Oh, Hi, Mike. Yes, uh huh. Sure, I could be available Wednesday night, say about seven?” She winked conspiratorially at Sandi as she said it. Who, of course, immediately broke into giggles again.

		

		After a brief silence, Sandi heard her continue, “Do I know anybody? Well… Maybe? Let me put you on hold for just a sec. Okay?” Carly turned to her friend, a mischievous gleam in her eyes. “I need a partner for Wednesday night. Do you know anybody that might be interested in doing a threesome with me and some guy? She’d probably have to have sex with the both of us. Bareback sex,” she explained quietly. “Of course, she’d be paid about $1,000.00 for her efforts. Any interest?” hinted Carly, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

		

		Sandi looked at her, she suddenly had that ‘deer in the headlights’ look on her face. Then, she broke out in an impish grin, “Oh yeah, I definitely know somebody. I’d love to spend Wednesday night with you.”

		

		Carly turned back to her phone saying, “You’ve got a deal, Mike. $1000.00 each. Her name’s ‘Candy,’ and she has a great pair of tits. I promise. We’ll see you then. Goodnight, and thanks.”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my book. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Carly’s adventures as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to check out my other stories, novellas and books at your favorite retailer.

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle
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