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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


 


The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn’t condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.




The Loud Neighbor


 

 


“Oh God yes!”



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



“Yes! Yes! Ah, don’t stop!”



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



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



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



“Fuck me! Oh! Oh! Fuck me harder!”



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



“Oh! Ooohhhhh! I’m cumming!”



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



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



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



It seemed that the action was over.



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



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



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



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



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



I took her hand in mine and squeezed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Of course,” I said.



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


 


X-X-X


 


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



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



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



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



“Yeah, that’s me,” I said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“That’s good,” I heard him say.



He broke eye contact with me.



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



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



“Uh, yeah,” I said, shaking it.



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



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



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



She smiled at me and kissed me on the cheek.



“Thanks, honey.”


 


X-X-X


 


Unfortunately, it didn’t.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I…can’t help it,” I said, lamely.



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


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



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



“The noise issue any better?” he asked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


“Oh God! Oh God, yes!”



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



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



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



“Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me!”



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



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



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



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



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


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



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



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



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



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



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



“Would you mind if I asked her out?”



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



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



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



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



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Okay,” I said. “Have fun.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


“Oh! Oh! Oh yes!”



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



But the bed was empty, and I was alone.



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



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



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



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



“Oh you’re so good! I’m cumming!”



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



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



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



“Oh! You’re gonna make cum again!”



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



“Oh yes! Cum inside me! Fill me up!”



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



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



I lay staring at the ceiling for some time, until sleep eventually overtook me.


 


X-X-X


 


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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“She’s my wife!” I hissed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I blinked, my head swimming.



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



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



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


 


X-X-X


 


“Oh, Brad, you’re so fucking good!”



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



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



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



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



“Oh! I’m cumming! I’m cumming again!”



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



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



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



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



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


 

 


The End


 

 

 

 

 


Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my other stories of mind control, married women, and mischief…


 

 



The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


I thought it was strange when my wife told me that an old man in the park had given her a necklace while she was taking her walk. Even stranger was that they kept running into each other, and each of their encounters became more sexually charged than the last. But perhaps the strangest thing of all was that I somehow find myself being okay with everything that was happening between them…


 


Want to know if the husband allows his wife to continue seeing the old man?
 
Click here

 to find out…


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


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



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



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



Flash.



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



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



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



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



Flash.



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



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


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading…


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


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



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



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



Are you available?



Yes.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 

 


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



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



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



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



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



“I…um…”



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



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



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



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



“Oh, thank you!”



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



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



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



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



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



“I…”



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



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



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



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



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



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.
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Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



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



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



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



She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.



“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”



“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”



He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.



She came.



Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.



But it didn’t come.
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