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		Prologue

		

		“Well, you need to find a hobby or something, Rob. You know I have to travel for work. It’s only one week a month. I’m sure you’ll survive. After all, if I can live with it, so can you,” declared Melanie. Her voice sounding just a little irritated.

		

		“I know, Mel. It’s just that I miss you when you’re gone. There’s nothing wrong with your husband missing you, is there?” he implored.

		

		“Of course, not, Baby. I’m sorry, but, making your own dinner for a change won’t hurt you. It won’t hurt to learn to pick up after yourself, either,” she chided. “You know I love you, but I’m serious, get a hobby. Learn woodworking, or painting. Maybe take a class, do photography. I don’t care, just find something to occupy you while I’m gone. There must be something that interests you besides food and sex. Not that I’m complaining about the sex,” giggled Melanie.

		

		“All right, I’ll think about it. But I still miss you when you’re gone,” petulantly answered her husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Mel had stopped for a drink down at the hotel bar. It had been a long day of meetings, some of them quite frustrating. One of her biggest accounts had made a very brazen hint that if she wanted to keep them as a customer, she was going to have to provide some incentives this year. Up the ante, if you will. Apparently, up it a lot. Melanie knew exactly what kind of incentives he was hinting at, too. It was a pressure that she knew a lot of her competition freely gave in to.

		

		Ranging anywhere from giving a blowjob to spending an entire weekend with your customer, the benefits were obvious. If Mel gave in to the temptation, it would boost her sales numbers astronomically. Maybe even making her the top sales rep for the company. After all, she was in the top ten as it was. But… She just couldn’t. She was married. Had been for seven years. In that entire time, she’d never even considered cheating on Rob. They were happy together. At least, for the most part. Admittedly, their sex life had suffered some after all this time. But, whose hadn’t? Her traveling hadn’t helped the situation, either. They still got it on every couple of weeks. It was just that there was no spontaneity anymore. There was nothing new and exciting about it. After seven years together, nine if you counted the time they had dated, how could there be?

		

		Rob had been extremely frustrated ever since she took this last promotion. Before that, she’d at least been home every night. Not anymore. She had to work late, frequently. And, one week a month, she was just plain gone. Of course, it wasn’t easy on her either. Despite what you might think, there is nothing glamorous about spending night after night in a hotel, even when it’s a nice one. It was still just four walls and a bed. Okay, she might have a sofa or a chair, and she had a TV. BFD! One movie channel and whatever the regular cable stations offered. At least, she had free Wi-Fi.

		

		Of course, there was the mini-fridge… But the company frowned on her using it. She’d learned early on how to bury certain costs in her expense accounts. It wasn’t really cheating, they all did it, it was more of a game. Tonight, however, wasn’t a mini-fridge night. She was too upset. She couldn’t afford to lose this account. At least, the contract wasn’t due for several more months. Maybe, she could think of something.

		

		She had just ordered her second glass of wine when her musings were interrupted by a presence at her elbow. A very nice-looking presence, too. “May I get that refill for you?” said a deep voice.

		

		“Oh. Uh… No… No, thank you. I really couldn’t,” she stammered. More flustered than anything else at the unexpected attention. Flashing her wedding rings, she smiled bashfully. Her face turning crimson as her admirer glanced her over. Damn! She wouldn’t have minded taking him up on it if she had been so inclined. He was kind of hot. Melanie could actually feel her pussy start to moisten as his eyes lustfully bored into hers.

		

		Oh fuck. It had just been that kind of day. First her customer wants in her pants, making it very plain it was going to be a part of the negotiations or no more contract. Now, this guy wants a piece of her. Shit. Truth be told, she wouldn’t have minded taking either one of them up on it. They were both quite good looking. She was finding herself frustrated more and more lately. She loved Rob, and she knew he loved her. But there was just no magic anymore. She missed the excitement she felt when they were first married.

		

		Finishing her glass of wine, Mel headed up to the lonely room. It was Wednesday night, Rob would still be at his photography club meeting. She couldn’t even call him for solace. But, thank goodness, he’d found something. His whining about her being gone so much had been driving her crazy. At least, this seemed to occupy him. It was kind of fun, too. Every month, the members got assignments. One month, it had been nature photography. That led to the two of them heading to the nature center, spending the day winding along the trails while Rob took photos of the birds and animals. Another time, it was the horticultural gardens, so he could photograph flowers. One time, they’d even gone to the zoo. She hadn’t been there in years.

		

		Of course, there was the time when he was supposed to do fashion photography, too! That had gotten interesting, Melanie finally giving in and modeling for him. They’d taken a trip to a local high-end fashion store where she’d tried on various expensive dresses as Rob took photos. At least, she’d ended up getting a nice cocktail dress at the end of the day. Apparently, Rob’s photos had been good, too. He’d been pleased by the comments the other members had made.

		

		Each month, the members would critique the photos each of them had taken. All done in an effort to develop their skill. Then, they’d have a session on ‘how to’ improve their skills even further from a professional. Usually, that was followed by an actual modeling session. Sometimes, that meant just a floral arrangement or some guest animals. But sometimes it meant actual models. The fashion segment being one of them. Melanie remembered how hot that model had looked in the photos that Rob showed her. It almost made her jealous to think of him ogling another woman that way. Or, maybe she just wished he still looked at her like that?

		

		Mel kept thinking about what had happened today. She knew she couldn’t give in. She just couldn’t. What if Rob ever found out? He’d divorce her in an instant. Well… Probably, anyway. Of course, who said he’d ever have to find out? After all, a lot of her competitors did it and never got caught. Yes, admittedly, some of them were single, but not all of them. One of them that she knew, Carrie Anne, had mentioned one time that her husband knew all about it and didn’t mind. He thought it was hot that she played around a little. Then, she’d proudly showed Mel the ankle bracelet that she wore. Melanie’s blank expression causing her to explain that it meant that she was what they called a ‘hot wife,’ a married woman who had permission to play around. Mel looked at her in astonishment. Admittedly, the statuesque brunette was attractive. Very attractive come to think of it. But, openly being allowed to play around? OMG! The very idea made Mel tingle. Damn, that would solve a lot of problems. It would certainly relieve some of Mel’s frustrations, too. The more she thought about it, the hotter she got. Finally, she guiltily pulled her faithful traveling companion from her luggage. Her trusty Rabbit vibrator never let her down.

		

		Hanging up her clothes, Mel laid down on the big king-sized bed. Her hands began to massage her full breasts, kneading them. Teasing her pink nipples until they became engorged with passion. Melanie wished her breasts were big enough that she could suck her own nipples. Having her nipples suckled on turned her on unbelievably. She thought about Rob suckling from her as she closed her eyes, trying to picture him. But it wasn’t Rob’s face that came to her mind. It was the face of her customer, Bill Danvers. Damn, he was one hunky guy! She really would give in if it wasn’t for being married.

		

		Mel was a little embarrassed about thinking of her customer that way, but what the hell? It wasn’t like she was really doing anything wrong. It was just a fantasy. As she pictured Bill’s physique in her mind, she slid a hand down to her soft, fur covered mound. She could feel her honeyed dew already dampening the soft blonde curls. Spreading her legs, the unmistakable scent of her excitement wafted up to her nostrils. Oh, fuck, she was getting really turned on. Getting hot and bothered thinking about another man. A man that wasn’t her husband.

		

		A low moan escaped her lips as her fingers found her moist slit. She stifled a scream as she teased her hot clit repeatedly. Her fingers flying as she brought herself off. Mel bit her lip as she slid down from her high. Then, she reached out for her friendly Rabbit. Bringing it to her lips, she licked the head of it to moisten it. The plastic taste not at all what she really wanted in her mouth. Still… It did look so real, mushroom shaped head, thick veins and all. Oh, what the hell? A little practice couldn’t hurt, could it?

		

		She slid the heavy vibrator over her lips, her tongue feeling the weight of it. Mel let it slide back in her mouth until it hit her throat. Feeling her gag reflux kicking in, she backed off. The Rabbit was big, easily as big as her husband, even a little thicker. Breathing through her nose, she tried pushing the heavy plastic vibrator down her throat. Slowly, tentatively, she slid it in further and further. Her throat expanding as it went deeper inside of her, filling her. At last, the little plastic feathers that were supposed to tease her clit, bumped her nose. She couldn’t go any deeper.

		

		There was a satisfied smirk on her lips as she pulled the saliva coated dildo from her mouth. She still had the knack. After all, she’d sucked a lot of cocks before Rob came along and made an honest woman of her. Her mind fantasizing about how much fun it might be to do that again. A smile on her face, Mel slid the saliva coated Rabbit to her throbbing pussy. She wanted a cock tonight. Needed one! Oh, well... Plastic would have to do. Flipping the switch to vibrate, she slid the plastic cock deep inside of her. Her head throwing back in pleasure as the little feathers started to tickle her clit.

		

		Another flip of the switch and the vibrations increased, the Rabbit pulsing as she thrust it deeper in to her pussy. Melanie’s eyes rolled back in her head as her body spasmed violently. She let out a scream as she pulled the Rabbit tight against her throbbing clit. It’s feathers a blur as it teased her. Her explosive orgasm shaking through her, totally enveloping her in passion.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		(Rob)

		

		Rob was excited, the photos that he’d presented from his last assignment had drawn high praise from his companions. Even the professional that had talked to them later had praised them. He was really getting good at this. At the end of the lecture, they’d had a coffee break. That’s what they called it, anyway. Honestly, it was more of a beer break. Everybody was talking excitedly about next month’s assignment. Rob was getting excited, too. Next month was to be nude photography! There was even some talk about how the next meeting would unfold. Talk that set Rob to fantasizing.

		

		Apparently, over the years, the club had managed to get nude models that would… Well… Shall we say, offer some one on one time after the regular modeling session? One of the other members had quietly gone in to more detail with him. Essentially, he’d been told to bring lots of cash that night. Most of the guys opting to have bareback sex with the model. Damn, Rob knew he’d be in deep shit if Melanie ever found out about that. But it sounded like they all took advantage of the extra perk, sort of a peer pressure type of thing. The club’s own dirty little secret. Something they did two or three times a year.

		

		There was another part of that assignment exiting him, as well. Rob was sure that Melanie would balk at letting him hire a model, leaving only one choice for his photos. Mel, herself! The thought of taking nude photos of his wife was quite exciting. Even more exciting was the idea of displaying those photos at the meeting next month in front of the whole club. Nude pictures of his wife on display for all those guys to lust over. Blown up to more than life sized on the big screen at the front of the room. Yeah, he had to admit, he had a little thing about that.

		

		It was a secret fantasy of his, maybe even more of a fetish. Hell, he didn’t know what to call it. It didn’t matter, he liked the idea of Melanie being exposed like that. It turned him on, at least on some level. He enjoyed the admiring looks she drew when they were out together, always encouraging her to buy sexier clothes. He loved the way the other men’s eyes would drift over her slender frame, her perfect pear-shaped tits, those long legs, her tight little ass. Damn! It turned him on for some reason. He’d never admitted his desires to Mel, much too ashamed of the way he felt. But he loved it when she got dressed in a sexy little number before they went out. Something that would display her long legs or maybe an overabundance of her cleavage. The more the better. Honestly, he wished she’d be a little more open period. Maybe an occasional flash, letting somebody have a sexy little peek?

		

		He even fantasized about her playing around when she traveled. Or, maybe, imagining her on her knees sucking off one of her co-workers whenever she came home late from work. Honestly, he’d never detected any strange taint to her kisses on those nights. Nor, did it appear that she’d ever strayed when she traveled. She was still Mel when she got home. No strange odors on her clothing, no cum stained panties in the laundry. And, yes, he’d checked once or twice, his fantasy taking hold of him.

		

		The idea of maybe messing around with the model at the next meeting was exciting, too. Rob hadn’t been with another woman since they’d gotten married. Of course, that didn’t stop him from looking. It would be fun to be with someone else for a night. Especially on a night when his only choice was to return to an empty house. Not that he could ever admit any of it to Mel. Divorce City!

		

		That night, Rob didn’t need to think about nailing the model from the next meeting to dream about. The idea of Mel posing for some nude photos fueled his fantasies as he masturbated later that night. He knew he could talk her into modeling for him, just the threat of hiring a nude model to pose for him would do it. She’d never agree to that! Not that he’d ever tell his companions that it was his wife displayed so nakedly before them. Her breasts hanging free, engorged nipples proudly standing out. Maybe, that soft blonde muff of hers revealed. Her tight little ass nakedly on display. Or, OMG, her delightful tulip shaped petals displayed, glistening with her honeyed dew. But he’d know! The thought causing his cock to erupt as an orgasm shook through him. After that, he fell into a restless sleep. His dreams infused with visions of Melanie nakedly on display. Even one with her on her knees greedily sucking the cock of some unknown stranger.

		

		His mind was still a turmoil by the end of the week when Mel was due home. His cock still tenting every time he thought of showing Mel’s naked body off to his friends. Rob busied himself hustling around the house picking up the refuse of his ‘batching’ it all week. He hated cooking, so most of it consisted of throwing away the take-out cartons, picking up the beer cans and washing the dishes. He even ran the sweeper, leaving the house looking pristine for her return. Proof that he could fend for himself.

		

		He only had just the sketchiest of an outline about how he’d tell Mel about his next photo assignment. He knew she’d balk at first, not wanting her naked body exposed so publicly to his friends. But he felt pretty confident about talking her into it. What choice did she have? She certainly wouldn’t be happy about him hiring a model. Face it, Mel didn’t know any of the other members of the club, and they held no events that allowed spouses to attend. He’d simply explain that he would never reveal that it was his wife in the pictures. She could even sign the required model release form with her maiden name. Nobody would ever know. Just the two of them. It would be their own little secret. Their own sexy, exciting, hot little secret!

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Mel gave a deep sigh of relief when her Uber pulled up in front of the house Friday night. The whole trip had been a disaster. Two of her clients had threatened to take their business elsewhere. The one that bothered her the most was Bill Danvers. His contract represented a significant source of revenue for her company. She really couldn’t afford to lose it. But she couldn’t afford to relent to his demands, either. Still worried about breaking her wedding vows, whether Rob ever knew or not. She smiled as she saw the welcoming porch light. The light only on in case she came in late, but it was a welcome sign anyway.

		

		She knew she’d walk into a well-maintained home. Although, she had also found the evidence of how Rob handled meals when she was gone. Discovering the incriminating remains of his take-out cartons and beer cans in the trash one time. At least, he tried. She knew he hated her traveling. But they both enjoyed the extra income that her new position provided. She headed up the walk, her carry-on luggage trailing noisily behind her.

		

		Opening the door, Mel heard soft music coming from their home office. Rob must be working on something. Maybe his latest photo assignment? It was fun seeing him manipulate his digital photos on the computer, the results often extraordinary. Closing the door behind her, she hollered out that she was home. Mel smiled as she heard him answer, telling her he’d be right there as soon as he saved his work.

		

		Rob came into the living room and kissed her, then grabbed her carry-on and pulled it towards the bedroom. “How was your trip, Hon?” he asked.

		

		“Oh, don’t ask, Rob,” she sighed. “It didn’t go well. It looks like I may lose some of the accounts and that could cause me to lose my job,” her reply startling him a little.

		

		“I thought things were going so well, Babe? What happened?”

		

		“Just… Oh, not tonight, Rob. I don’t even want to think about it. Tell me about something fun, how did your meeting go? Did they like your animal photos?” she asked.

		

		“Uh, yeah! Yeah, they did. Got second place for that one shot of the Owl I caught flying towards the camera,” he announced proudly.

		

		“I’m proud of you, Baby. That’s great. You’re really getting good at all of this,” she replied.

		

		“Yeah, I guess I am. I like it. I’ve even thought about doing some work on the side if I get good enough. Heh, I know, have you eaten yet? Why don’t we go out for dinner? Get your mind off your troubles for a bit?” suggested Rob.

		

		“Okay, just let me grab a quick shower and change. I want to get out of the business attire and wash off the icky feeling from the plane. I hate flying coach.”

		

		Mel quickly tossed her clothes on the bed and jumped into the shower. Feeling a thousand times better when she stepped out to find a glass of wine on the vanity waiting for her. She quickly fixed her makeup and ran a brush through her long blonde hair. Then padded barefoot back out into the big walk-in closet picking out a jean mini-skirt and a loose-fitting top. Pulling a pair of high heeled mules out she slipped them on and pranced down the hall to the living room. Rob was sitting reading his Kindle, music playing on their satellite system. Patiently waiting for her.

		

		She saw his eyes light up as he hungrily took in her outfit. Mel had chosen it because she knew it was one of his favorites. Especially the little mini-skirt she had on. Just wait until he found out she was commando under it. He was fond of the blouse too. The loose, scooped neckline displaying her cleavage nicely. From just the right angles, an occasional flash of her hanging boobs was visible. Nothing wrong with being a tease, was there? Not when she was with her husband. She found it excitingly naughty. Besides, she wanted to get laid tonight. The frustrating events of the week making her horny if nothing else.

		

		The restaurant was crowded tonight. They sat at the bar while they waited for a table to open up. Mel downing a couple more glasses of wine while they waited. By the time their names were called, she was feeling quite a bit more relaxed. While they were eating, Mel asked Rob to tell her about his next photo assignment. Surprised to find him a little reticent to talk about it. “Come on, Rob. What’s the big deal?” she pouted.

		

		“Well, okay. I have to do some nude photography for the next assignment,” said Rob quietly.

		

		“What? Nu… Oh, no way! Who said you could go around doing nude photos of women? It certainly wasn’t me, Bucko,” she declared.

		

		“Now, don’t get all upset, Mel. I’ve been thinking about this and I thought maybe you could be my model?” he offered shyly.

		

		“Me? In the nude? And, let me get this entirely straight now? You would be showing these photos to all of your photo club buddies?” she inquired skeptically. “My naked butt hanging out for all of them to see? I don’t think so, Robert.”

		

		“Okay, a model it is. I’ll try and pick a time when you’ll be around to chaperone the session,” he said triumphantly. A wicked glint in his eye as he said it.

		

		“No. Wait a minute. I didn’t say I approved of anything like that. I just said…”

		

		Rob interrupted her right there. “You’re not leaving me a choice, Babe. It’s hire a model or use you. This is a serious assignment. I really expected you to do it for me. I even figured I’d just let you sign the model release with your maiden name, it’d still be legal. Then, I’d just tell everybody that I’d hired somebody. After all, you don’t know any of them. There’s not any reason for you to ever meet any of them. They’re just anonymous strangers to you.”

		

		“I need another drink,” said Melanie resignedly. Rob was winning this argument, and she knew it. She didn’t like the idea of her husband being anywhere near a naked woman, an attractive naked woman at that. Not on that personal a level anyway. She knew the club hired models from time to time. But that was different, he’d be in a group. All of them snapping away with their cameras, and no doubt getting off on it, at the same time. But, in this case, there was safety in numbers.

		

		“I’ll think about it, Rob. But you’ll owe me big time,” she shyly agreed.

		

		Two drinks later, they headed out to their Uber. Neither one in any shape to drive, they’d taken the safe way out tonight. Rob’s eyes lighting up as he helped Melanie into the back seat of the car. A little tipsy, she’d allowed her mini-skirt to creep up when she climbed in. Her curly, blonde muff openly on display as she slid in to the seat. Damn, she thought. I can smell my excitement over this stupid idea of his. And, if I can, Rob can. I didn’t really want to give in to doing this, but he didn’t leave me much choice. Besides, it’s turning me on thinking about it. All those men seeing photos of my naked body? OMG! What am I agreeing to? I feel like such a slut.

		

		Mel’s thoughts were still stuck on being nakedly displayed before Rob’s buddies when the car pulled up to their house. Rob ‘gallantly’ helped her out of the car, practically drooling all over himself at her naked display. When they got inside, Mel turned to him, “I’ll meet you in the bedroom, don’t take too long locking up.” Then, she waltzed off down the hall, her heels pounding noisily against the hardwood floor. A little sway to her ass thrown in.

		

		She had the covers turned down by the time Rob came in. Between her wicked thoughts the other night and the idea of posing for nude pictures, she was ready to explode. Rob approached her as Mel slid her arms around his neck. “I missed you,” she whispered. Their lips meeting passionately in a kiss. Tongues dueling seductively. She began to whimper as Rob nibbled her earlobe, then began to kiss down her neck.

		

		Mel wickedly pushed away, sliding down to her knees in front of her husband. Nothing wrong with a little more practice, it might come in handy. Her juices gushing as she wickedly thought about maybe sucking Bill Danvers’ cock. Still not her first choice, but it might just become necessary if she wanted to keep her job. What Rob didn’t know, couldn’t hurt him.

		

		Her fingers pulled his zipper down as she fumbled with the button on his jeans. Freeing his cock, she tried looking at it with fresh eyes. It was a nice one. About seven inches long and over an inch thick. Nice mushroom shaped head, just like her Rabbit. Honestly, that was why she’d chosen that one, it reminded her of Rob. Sort of, anyway. Rob wasn’t quite as thick, and he sure didn’t have those little plastic feathers! She hadn’t seen any sense in getting one of those monster dildoes. After all, you can’t miss what you’ve never had.

		

		Mel’s pink tongue snaked out licking the drop of precum that had gathered on the purplish colored helmet head. Rob gasping a little as she licked him. Kissing along his length, she even sucked his balls for a change. Rob writhing above her, a groan coming from his lips. His musky man-scent enveloped her as she began to suck his cock. She loved the feel of him as he slid over her tongue. Tonight, she had every intention of taking him deep in her throat. Just in case, she thought wickedly. Remembering her ‘practice’ session on the road, she breathed through her nose and tried to relax her throat as she slid him deep inside of her. Rob groaning loudly as she sank all the way down his length. Her nose, finally, burying into his pubic hair, she began to bob up and down on him hungrily.

		

		“OMG! Mel? Go easy, Baby. I’m about to burst here,” he cried. Melanie responding by increasing her speed, her tongue beating a tattoo along his length as her head bobbed over and over, consuming him. When Rob’s fingers wound tightly in her hair, she knew he was getting close. She could even feel his cock swelling. Then, he let go with a loud cry. His hot seed filling her mouth and throat over and over. The salty tasting fluid coating her mouth and dribbling, just a little, from her lips. Mel swallowed for all she was worth trying to contain it all.

		

		Finished, she pulled away, a proud little smile on her face. Yep, she still had it! Rob gasping for breath above her as he came down from his high. Mel stood up, kissing him. Her cum laced tongue snaking into his mouth, forcing him to taste himself in her kiss. Mel always got a wicked satisfaction from doing that. Putting her lovers in their place, if you will. Rob never complained, either! Come to think of it, as she looked back, not too many of her lovers ever had. Not with what always came after.

		

		Pulling away, Mel began to undress. Unfastening her top and shrugging it from her shoulders, then unzipping her mini-skirt and letting it drop. She was naked under it. Proudly on display to his hungry eyes. Mel knew she looked good. She’d always kept herself up well. Spending time every weekend at the gym and watching her diet. She didn’t look much different now than she had when they’d gotten married seven years ago.

		

		Thankfully, Rob hadn’t let himself go, either. His body was still trim and muscular. As he undressed, she climbed into their king-sized bed, shaking her naked butt at him. Mel flopped down on her back, letting her husband climb in after her. His lips seeking hers, then proceeding down to her engorged nipples. Mel whimpered as he began to suckle greedily from her. His lips sending electric shocks all through her body. She loved to have her nipples sucked. A nibble from his teeth sending another shuddering tremor tearing through her.

		

		Rob was in charge now, he slid down her body. His tongue teasing her belly button piercing, before he descended further. Mel emitting little whimpers as his nose slid through her soft curls drinking in her scent. A scream erupting from her as his tongue found her moist slit. OMG! She was so turned on tonight. Between all the wine, being commando all night, her wicked thoughts of Bill Danvers and the idea of posing for nude photos, she was primed.

		

		When Rob’s tongue flicked against her clit, she exploded. Her scream could have been heard down the street. Her body constantly shaking as he worked at her pussy. His tongue doing wicked things to her over and over. She felt her fluids gushing into his mouth as he expertly ate her pussy. After all these years, he knew all the right buttons to push. Mel exploding over and over, small orgasms ripping through her.

		

		Finally, Rob pulled from her gushing nether regions. His face covered in her sweet juices, he began to crawl back up her body. First, teasing her nipples a bit longer, then, kissing her. Her own taste on his lips. Mel couldn’t wait, she knew what was next. Rob’s cock started probing at her swollen nether lips. She gasped as she felt him pop through into her pussy. She was already so wet he could have driven all the way in with one thrust, but he didn’t. He teased her a bit, letting his cock slide between her blossoming flowered opening over and over before finally thrusting deep. Her eyes rolling back in her head as she let out a scream at the onslaught. His cock crashing into her cervix as he ground against her swollen clit.

		

		Fuck! She was coming. A constant rush racing through her. “OMG. Yes. Take me, Baby. Do it. Fuck me,” she screamed. His cock crashing into her again and again. Tearing her apart with his lust. Finally, she felt him swell. It was coming. Rob letting out a cry as he thrust into her hard, his cock erupting with hot cum. Filling her womb. Her whole body in a giant spasm as she felt him explode over and over. The lava hot seed scalding her insides.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Two weeks later, Rob was ready for Mel to model for him. She was nervous. After all, people would be seeing these photos. Pictures of her naked body displayed wantonly before them. Okay, it was only ten or twenty people, but still. She certainly felt awfully naughty as she took her shower that morning. More than a little turned on at the idea, as well. She’d spent some time on the internet since she’d agreed to all of this. Searching out sites that showed ‘professional’ photos of nude models. Trying to see how to mimic their poses. Mel had spent some extra time at the gym, too. Making sure she looked her best for today. Even opting for a mani-pedi, after work yesterday.

		

		Mel decided, after seeing the photos on-line, that she needed to trim her full bush. Taking extra care as she shaved her vaginal area, leaving just a curly, blonde landing strip above her pink slit. She wickedly liked the idea of leaving proof that she was a natural blonde. This whole experience was getting to her. It was so hot to think about people seeing her this way. Men she didn’t know, ogling her naked body, lusting after her. Their cocks getting hard as they gazed at her photos, like some kind of voyeurs.

		

		She’d spent more time thinking about her dilemma at work, too. Finding herself still no closer to a decision about that. It was just such a big step, one that she couldn’t come back from. If she gave in, even once, she knew it would be expected from then on. And, not from just Bill Danvers. It would become part of all further negotiations, always an available option in her repertoire. Maybe, other times as well. She did get lonely sometimes staring at the four walls of her hotel room. If she didn’t give in, then she’d probably be fired. Oh, it wouldn’t be for not putting out. No, of course not. Never! It would be for losing accounts to her rivals. Of course, if she gave in and got caught somehow, she might lose her marriage? Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!

		

		Mel stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her long blonde hair was brushed to a gleaming shine, her makeup nearly perfect. Just a touch up to her lipstick, and she was ready. Well, as ready as she’d ever be. She still found it hard to believe Rob had talked her into this. Forced her into it, really. She just didn’t want him fooling around with naked women. She realized that might seem a little selfish, considering what she was contemplating with Bill Danvers, but nobody ever said life was fair. It wasn’t about sex with Bill Danvers, it was work. Just a business deal. At least, that’s what she told herself whenever she contemplated it. In those times when she wasn’t frantically thinking there was no way in hell she’d ever do it.

		

		One last twirl before the mirror, and she waltzed out of the en suite. Rob had been busy setting up their spare room as a modeling studio all week. A professional looking backdrop hung from the ceiling, a low bench placed in front of it. A soft covering draped over the bench. Lights were on stands in various locations around the room. It looked darn professional to Mel. She padded barefoot into the room, shyly looking at her husband. The man who was willingly about to display her nakedly to the world. Almost, eager to do it. For some reason, Mel thought he was getting excited over the prospect. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, it just seemed that way to her.

		

		Her husband looked her up and down appraisingly, turning her this way and that. His eyes stopping on her little landing strip, a grin on his face. “I like the new look, Mel. Is that just for me or is it for your modeling debut?” chuckled Rob. His remark causing Mel to stick her tongue out at him.

		

		Rob had her walk over to the bench, instructing her sit up there. The first time the camera whined, she was sitting there hugging her knees. Her eyes looking at her husband. At least, this pose covered her more exposed parts. Periodically, Rob would hand her a glass of wine. Each sip, causing her to loosen up a little more as the alcohol hit her system.

		

		He directed her through several poses, each one a little more daring than the last. Taking picture after picture each time. Finally, he called a halt for a bit. Just letting her rest and getting her get a little more intoxicated. The camera had been whining constantly as he took photo after photo. Thank goodness for digital, thought Melanie. Can you imagine the cost if all those pictures had to be developed? She quietly relaxed for a bit. Sipping her wine and even munching on some snacks Rob had set out. Rob chastising her as she reached for a bunch of grapes. Apparently, they were a prop for later in the session! Melanie giggling as she stole one anyway. Rob came over to her, softly kissing her neck. “Time to go back to work, Mel,” he chuckled.

		

		She could feel her juices flowing freely as she posed now. The excitement of being naked getting to her. That, and the whole idea of letting a bunch of men see her this way! The poses Rob had her doing now were much more revealing: Her hands cupping her breasts for the camera, fingers pulling on her nipples, a finger sliding along her moist nether lips. There had even been one where he’d had her suck her fingers.

		

		Rob tried poses with different lighting techniques as well. There were a few with her backlit, leaving only a shadow of her figure showing. He tried closeup shots, too. Mel almost balked at one where the camera was only inches from her pussy, her spread labia openly visible. Almost, anyway. There was just something so unbelievably sensual about it that stopped her. Her body actually spasmed with an orgasm when she heard the camera whine on that one! Her pussy so brazenly revealed. Mel knew her dewy juices had to be drooling out of her during that shot. OMG! So, fucking, hot!

		

		She finally found out what the grapes were for, when Rob had her eat them in front of the camera. Her teeth pulling at them, letting their sticky juice run down her naked breasts, rolling a grape over her swollen nipples. In one shot she was on her back, her head hanging over the side of the bench as the camera panned down her body. Her fingers trailing the bunch of grapes between her breasts. Mel could envision the pictures in her mind, the sensuality of it causing her to spasm again.

		

		She almost laughed when Rob handed her a cucumber. A very big cucumber! “Just what am I supposed to do with this?” she snickered.

		

		“Use your imagination, Mel. I think you can come up with some ideas,” he told her. A big grin on his face as he said it.

		

		Mel started licking the cucumber. Damn, it was big! Over two inches wide and maybe nine inches long. Much bigger than Rob, or even her Rabbit. She looked at her husband with hooded eyes as she slid it inside her mouth. Letting it slide deep into her throat until just the tip was visible. Pulling it back out, she looked haughtily at her husband. Kind of a ‘see what I can do’ look, just enough to drive him insane. Even more so, when she pushed it deep into her pulsing pussy. Her head thrown back, eyes closed in passion, as she took the whole length inside of her like it was a giant cock! Rob’s eyes wide in disbelief as he watched her wanton display. The camera clicking wildly.

		

		That was the last picture he had her pose for. Rob falling on his knees in front of her as she pulled that monster from inside of her. She tossed it aside as his tongue took its place, her body rocked by an orgasm at his touch. Later, Mel lay there spread out on her pedestal, as Rob fucked her silly. His cock exploding deep inside of her as she screamed out her pleasure.

		

		After one more passionate round, they got cleaned up and Rob took her out to dinner. Mel dressed in one of her sexiest outfits. One that allowed for a lot of skin to show, and even an occasional flash of more intimate things. Normally, she’d never have agreed to wearing anything that scandalous out, but, what the heck? It was all going to be on display in another week anyway. Rob was in heaven all night. And, Mel? Damn! She was like a house on fire.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		(Rob)

		

		Rob had spent an inordinate amount of time pouring over Mel’s pictures. Cropping, trying different filters, adjusting the lighting, manipulating the photos every way possible to try and get the best shots he could. After all, he was about to display his naked wife to all his friends. Not that they would ever know it was his wife in the photos, but he’d know. Filling him with lust, nearly driving him insane as he dreamed about it. Melanie, naked, blown up on the 72-inch 4K monitor at the club. He had let Mel have some say in what photos were going to be shown. But, not totally. There was one photo she’d vetoed in no uncertain terms that he fully intended to show anyway. It was a blowup of her pussy. Mel’s legs were spread open, the camera only inches away from her pulsing womanhood. Her inner labia were brazenly displayed, like the petals of a flower. You could even see the drops of her honeyed dew glistening on those pink petals. The photo was unbelievably erotic. He couldn’t wait for the next meeting!

		

		When Mel packed that week for her trip, Rob watched excitedly. She’d been acting more sensual lately, ever since their photo session. Knowing her naked body was about to be displayed had triggered something inside of her. She’d been dressing sexier, her makeup a little duskier. It was like her whole demeanor had shifted slightly. She was still Melanie, just a sexier version. He liked it.

		

		As he watched her pack, he saw some of her sexier clothes going into her luggage. Skirts that were just a little shorter, blouses with deeper necklines, that type of thing. When he saw her throw in her lacy underwear and thigh top stockings, he almost lost it. On some level, he hoped that Mel might mess around a little on this trip. Maybe it was just guilt on his part. After all, he was planning on fooling around himself this week. Not that Mel would ever know, of course.

		

		She’d been curious about how her photos might go over. So was he! He really hoped that he might get top prize this month. Not that that was anything worthwhile, it was just the accolades of his friends. But you did get a Blue Ribbon and the opportunity to vie for photo of the year. A cash prize accompanied that. That, and the knowledge that it was Melanie in those photos. Besides, the winning photo each month was blown up and hung on the wall of the club. It would stay there for a year. Rob wanting to have that. Mel wantonly displayed for a whole year. Naked, for everybody to see.

		

		When they kissed goodbye that morning, their kiss had been more passionate than usual. Admittedly, they’d had a lot more sex in the last two weeks since her photo session. Both of them charged up over the idea of showing her photos off. Mel still embarrassed at the idea but turned on at the same time. She was off to New Orleans this week. Customer calls scheduled each day keeping her busy, but not filling the empty nights any better than his were. Well… Except for Wednesday night. That was his night at the club. Damn, he couldn’t wait.

		

		He was on pins and needles all day Wednesday, anxious about the night to come. He kept pulling out the zip drive and looking his submission over. Making sure everything was just perfect. Being cautious as well, he didn’t want to get caught at work with photos like that showing on his monitor. That would be a disaster. But it was like he couldn’t help himself. Couple that with knowing what would happen at the end of the night, and you can understand that it was essentially a wasted day at the office.

		

		Rob walked in to the meeting early that night. Too uptight to have even grabbed dinner beforehand. Although, the two martini’s he’d consumed helped. Everybody seemed excited about this evening’s festivities, as well. Why not? The whole night was primed to be unbelievably decadent.

		

		His presentation was scheduled last. There were a lot of guys there tonight, too. Some Rob had never met before. Their usual group was eight to ten, tonight it was more like double that! Not all of them showed off their work, some only there for the ‘extracurricular’ activities. A few of the other presenters had done excellent work, their photos eliciting a nice round of applause from the audience. He was nervous as he looked around, what would they think of his photos? Melanie’s photos? His naked wife brazenly displayed before their lusting eyes? Rob had watched the other presentations closely. There was nothing he’d seen that caused him to adjust his planned showing.

		

		Finally, it was his turn. Rob walked up to the computer, nervously putting the zip drive into the USB port. His heart thumping a million miles an hour as he waited for the drive to be recognized. It was time. Rob clicked the mouse button. The first photo was a backlit shot of Mel’s torso. Melanie kneeling, her hands running through her long hair. Breasts proudly on display in silhouette. Very sedate, but very sensual. There were a few questions about how he’d achieved the effect, but soon it was time to move on. The next shot openly showed her body, Mel leaning back on the bench. One leg slightly bent, her heel resting against the edge of the bench. Blonde landing strip visible, breasts totally on display. Those engorged nipples of hers, prominently showing. A passionate invitation in her dusky eyes. A lot louder round of applause accompanied this photo.

		

		Soon, Rob moved on to the next shot. In this one, Mel was kneeling on the bench, doggy style. Long hair hanging down loosely over her shoulder. Full breasts suspended like pendants, as she glanced back over her shoulder at the camera. Eyes smoldering with passionate heat. Her pussy excitedly visible between her legs. Thunderous applause accompanied this photo. It was a sure winner. Maybe not first place, but certainly in the top three.

		

		Shot number four showed Melanie standing on tiptoes. Her hands were entwined in her long blonde locks as she shook her head. Her body slightly twisted so that her breasts and pussy were fully visible. A nice side view of that tight little ass of hers showing enticingly. She looked good enough to eat! Another round of applause for this picture. Everybody seemed to really like what he’d done.

		

		Last shot. This was it, the one Mel had vetoed in no uncertain terms. He’d have some explaining to do if it won tonight. Rob keyed the mouse, the computer whirred, the screen flashed, and Melanie’s pussy was on display. Pink petals spread like a blossoming flower. Taking up the whole 72-inch screen, her openly spread inner labia glistening with her honeyed dew. Mel’s curly blonde landing strip just visible at the top of the screen. The picture so vibrant and lifelike, Rob could almost smell her sweet scent. He held his breath, waiting. There was a collective gasp from the assembled members. Then, total silence.

		

		Had he broken some unspoken rule? Did they hate it? What was the problem? Time stood still. You could have heard a pin drop in that room. Rob glanced quickly around the room. Everybody was staring, mouths agape, at the screen. It was as if they couldn’t believe what they were seeing. Then, one of the members started applauding. Soon, it was taken up by every one of them. Feet began to stomp on the tiled floor, the sound like crashing thunder! This was the winner, no doubt about it. This was going to take top prize tonight!

		

		Rob was grinning from ear to ear as everybody crowded around him. Some of the members even walked up to the screen. Looking even closer at the photo. Melanie, larger than life, right in front of their eyes. It was like they couldn’t get enough of her. People congratulating him on an excellent presentation. The club president even asking if she might be willing to model for the club some time? Rob, gulping at that one! Not so much that he didn’t want her to, just that he was sure she’d never agree. Not to mention the… Uh… Extracurricular activities that apparently accompanied those modeling sessions. Fumblingly, he told the president he’d ask, but he was doubtful of the outcome. Especially, because of what he understood about what went on later. Their entertainment coordinator stopped by later, congratulating him and leaving a business card with him, asking him to forward it his ‘model.’

		

		They closed out the presentation part of the evening by presenting Rob with the Blue Ribbon for the night. A whispered aside, even hinting it might win the competition for best photo of the year. An honor that meant the photo would go on permanent display.

		

		*

		

		There was no guest lecturer tonight, everyone too excited about getting to the main purpose of the evening. The model turned out to be a luscious brunette, all soft curves and huge tits. A total opposite of Melanie. Rob finding the differences exciting. He snapped photos like crazy as she struck pose after pose. Her full breasts, with their dark nipples, swaying seductively with every move she made. Her hair was short, but it looked good on her. Her pussy was shaved, pink labia glistening as she moved from pose to pose. There wasn’t a soft cock in the room tonight. Everybody sporting a bulge in their pants. They were all looking forward to the main event.

		

		After about thirty or forty minutes they called a halt to the modeling session. Everybody broke for beers and snacks as the model disappeared into a side room. Then, Marcus Washington, the member in charge of entertainment called for attention, handing out a price list for the evening:

		

		Cash Only

		$50.00 - Blowjob

		$100.00 - Suck and Fuck

		$200.00 – Anal Sex

		Bareback – Double the Cost

		

		Reminding everybody that they should probably dispose of their price list before going home tonight. The announcement accompanied by a round of good-natured laughter. They all drew numbers, deciding when each one got his turn to have some ‘fun’ time with their model. Rob, as winner of this month’s contest, got to draw first. He was to be number ten.

		

		After that, he saw Marcus walk over to the door the model had disappeared through, and stealthily move inside. A few cries of passion could be heard coming from the small room. The sounds somewhat masked by the noise of the ‘coffee hour.’ He returned about fifteen or twenty minutes later, his black skin gleaming with sweat and a big grin on his face. Then, stood like a statue before the open door. Since he was the one in charge of the ‘entertainment,’ he would act as the money man tonight. Apparently, his position allowed for first dibs as well. He was also tasked with seeing that nothing got out of hand during the evening. It was time for the festivities to begin.

		

		Rob watched, fascinated, as man after man disappeared through the open door. He could hear the occasional cry of passion from inside. What he’d been told at the last meeting, was true. As he watched, everybody he saw handed over $200.00, Marcus handing over a colored ticket stub indicating a ‘suck and fuck.’ A gold star getting affixed to it, for bareback sex. The cries from inside the room got a lot louder when another one of their black members went through the door. Rob grinning as he decided the stories he’d heard just might be true. Maybe the black guys really did have bigger cocks?

		

		Finally, it was his turn. Rob was still riding the high of winning the competition tonight. The secret knowledge that the pussy, still blatantly shining on the big screen, belonged to his wife, making him almost insane. Mel would be justifiably upset, but it was worth it. His cock nearly ready to burst as he fantasized about the other men jerking off to thoughts of Melanie after tonight.

		

		Walking up, he handed over his $200.00, received his gold starred ticket, and entered the room. A heavy scent of sex hung in the room. The model, her name turned out to be Bella, was lying on a Queen-Sized bed. Her naked body totally exposed. As Rob approached, he could see her dark nipples swollen, her full breasts reddened in spots from being mauled. Her nether lips, so pink and sweet earlier, were now swollen and red after the pounding she’d received tonight. There was a large damp spot beneath her spread legs. Guess that made sense, he’d seen nine guys go in before him. All that cum had to go somewhere!

		

		Bella chatted with him as he undressed. Congratulating him on winning the photo competition tonight. “I have to admit, seeing that picture, even I wanted a piece of that pussy. Damn, she looked good enough to eat. You don’t suppose she’s bi, do you?” she laughed. “It was a fantastic picture. By the way, I’d love to model for you myself sometime. There’s a card on the table with my info on it. Please, give me a call.”

		

		When he was undressed, Rob crawled onto the bed. Bella reeked of sex. Duh! Of course, she did. At that moment, he didn’t really care about that. He just wanted to latch on to those dark nipples of hers. Let her big breasts cradle him, and then fuck that pussy. Her fingers wrapped in his hair as his lips found her nipple. He could taste the sweat of his predecessors, smell the heavy mix of their cologne. Still, her big tits felt so good as he suckled from her. It was like having two large pillows cradling him. Little whimpers coming from her lips.

		

		He felt her fingers drop to his cock, tugging on it. Making sure he was good and hard for what was next. “Do you want me to blow you first, Babe? I’ll do that if you’d like. It’s part of the package,” she giggled.

		

		“Sounds like a plan,” said Rob as he duck-walked up to her mouth. Bella slid his cock between her lips. Fuck! She was like a vacuum cleaner. Her head bobbing up and down his swollen cock like crazy. He didn’t want to cum this way, though. He wanted to dip his hard rod into her. The first strange pussy he’d had in nine years.

		

		Pulling away, he slid back down her body, settling between her spread thighs. Her pussy was leaking cum, heavy streaks of it oozing between her swollen nether lips. He saw a waste basket next to the bed, full of soggy Kleenex. Signs of where Bella had ‘cleaned’ herself between customers. It was almost a turnoff. Almost! Rob was flying too high tonight to care. He shoved his cock all the way in with one stroke. Damn! She was wet!

		

		It was like diving into a hot pool of lava. Her pussy already more than full of cum as he slammed into her again and again. His cock was covered in slick cum every time he pulled back. A squishing sound accompanying his thrusts. It seemed so… Dirty! But it was so damn hot at the same time. Rob thought about Melanie, about all the men that had seen her naked body tonight. His mind raced through the pictures he’d displayed as he fucked Bella. When he got to the last photo, he thought of Bella’s comment. That was all it took. He exploded deep inside her cum filled pussy. Adding his deposit to that of all the others.

		

		While he dressed, he could see out of the corner of his eye as Bella wiped herself. Very… Businesslike. Her final comment, a request for him to call her to model. What the hell, it’d been fun anyway. He walked out with a smile on his face.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Mel stepped out of the airport terminal into the sultry heat of New Orleans. Her hair drooping almost immediately in the humidity. She could feel her body starting to sweat and all she’d done was walk out the door. Finding her rental car, she headed out for the hotel. At least she’d get a nice meal tonight, New Orleans cuisine was world renowned.

		

		The air-conditioned lobby was a welcome respite from the heat. They even had her reservation. It wouldn’t have been the first-time things had gotten messed up, she was always glad when things went a little smoother. Trying to keep her accounts was difficult enough without additional problems.

		

		Finding her room, she slid the keycard over the reader. The little green light welcoming her as the door clicked open. It was a nice room, King-Sized bed and a sofa. The big windows looked out over the Mississippi River. She could see a paddle wheeler slowly working its way upstream. If it wasn’t for this being a business trip, she might enjoy being here. Instead, it was just another city, another hotel room. One in a line of many.

		

		Mel changed into more casual wear for the evening, jean mini-skirt and short sleeved blouse. The neckline a little risqué, but what the heck? After all, her naked body was going to be very openly displayed later this week during Rob’s presentation. Her pussy getting wet as she thought about it. She didn’t want to admit it to her husband, but the idea turned her on. Big time! Damn, sometimes being married was a pain. She needed a cock.

		

		Waltzing out of the hotel, she wandered towards the French Quarter. The sounds and smells of New Orleans assaulting her. It really was a wild city. Finding a likely looking restaurant, she went in and ordered dinner and a glass of wine. Gorging herself on gumbo, she enjoyed the spicy zing melting in her mouth.

		

		After dinner, she walked the Quarter. A jazz band drew her inside a club. Sitting at the bar, she ordered a glass of wine and listened to the band. A few minutes later, a man came up to her. “Can I refresh that drink for you, ‘Cher?” he drawled. Mel, grinned at the New Orleans accent, but declined. Before she’d even finished her wine, another potential suitor tried his luck. Deciding maybe she should go back to the safety of the hotel, she headed back out.

		

		The breeze picked up as she walked back towards the hotel. The soft kiss of the wind reminding her that she’d gone out commando tonight. I am so naughty anymore, she thought to herself. That’s what becoming a nude model will do for you. By the time she reached the hotel, she was sweating profusely from the humidity. Walking inside, her nipples immediately stood to attention in the cool air. Okay, no bra tonight either. What the heck, it wasn’t like she really needed one. Her breasts were still nice and firm, thank you very much. She worked hard to keep them that way, too.

		

		Mel was still wound up, she headed into the hotel bar and sat down. When she placed her order, the bartender returned with it indicating it was already paid for. Oh, fuck! It was going to be that kind of night. She thanked her benefactor but declined the company. Leaving shortly afterwards and going to her room. She still felt sticky after the humidity of the Quarter.

		

		Stripping off her clothes, she climbed into the shower. Letting the hot water take away her cares for a bit. Then, walked out naked into the room and plopped down on the big bed. The big, lonesome bed. She’d already texted Rob when she got to the hotel, so he’d know she was safe. His answering text telling her he was home as well. Oh well, it was going to be a long day tomorrow.

		

		Mel tossed and turned for a while, finally giving up and pulling out her travel companion. The Rabbit filling her wet pussy as she thought about her naked pictures being shown to a bunch of horny men. When she hit the highest speed on her vibrator, Mel exploded loudly. Her body going into a violent spasm as a scream tore from her lips. Her body arching as she writhed on the big bed. Thinking about being naked like that was driving her fantasies like crazy. She wondered if Rob felt the same way. Something told her he did, but she wasn’t sure. He might just look at it as another photo assignment for him to do.

		

		Tuesday was busy for her. She had meetings scheduled all day. Between fighting New Orleans traffic, finding her way around an unfamiliar city, and fending off offers from horny customers she was getting frustrated. Big time! Not to mention, several of her customers had cancelled their appointments for later in the week. A storm was apparently brewing in the Gulf. A big one.

		

		Mel spent another night, frustrated. Her mind, more and more, on the pictures that Rob was going to show the next night. It didn’t help when her first call the next morning broadly hinted that she might need to ‘sweeten the pot’ to keep the contract this year. Damn! Why was being a good girl so fucking hard? Her customer was cute, too. She’d have dropped her panties in a heartbeat if she hadn’t been married.

		

		By noon, the hurricane was predicted to hit the city, or, at least, somewhere nearby. Giving up, Mel cancelled what few appointments she still had for the week and booked a flight home. Her mind drifting to how hot her husband would be after showing off her naked pictures tonight. At least, she hoped he’d be all hot and bothered. She certainly was!

		

		Mel was lucky to get a flight, the airlines were starting to cancel flights because of the predicted storm. The plane getting her back home late, but she’d still beat Rob home from his meeting.

		

		*

		

		Mel was never so glad to see her house. The flight had been rough, and coach had been full up because of the impending storm. She’d been squashed between sasquatch on one side and smoky the bear on the other. Both of them hitting on her the entire flight. Not in a million years, Boys. Not with either one of you, anyway.

		

		Sliding out of the Uber, she waltzed up the walkway and into the empty house. At least, Rob had left the porch light on knowing he’d be in late as well. Mel undressed and climbed into the shower, rinsing off the stink of her long coach class flight. She felt almost human afterwards. She dried her long hair, put on makeup and then dabbed some perfume on; behind her ears, between her breasts, and just above her bare slit. She never thought she’d like just having a landing strip, but it was sexy. Hell, she might even shave it all off. She enjoyed the increased sensitivity being bare seemed to provide.

		

		She was dressed in a casual outfit, sitting in the living room listening to music and reading, when she heard a car door close. When the door opened, Rob walked in whistling off key. She jumped up and ran over to kiss her husband. He stood there, a shocked look on his face as he saw her coming towards him. “Mel? What are you doing home?” he stammered.

		

		“Hurricane in the Gulf, everybody cancelled their appointments to batten down the hatches,” she giggled. “Besides, I wanted to hear all about your night,” she said as she started to snuggle against him. Suddenly, Mel pulled back, her eyes opening wide as she stared at her husband. He smelled of perfume and… OMG? He smelled of sex!

		

		“Rob?” she asked tremulously. “Why do you smell like you’ve just come from a whore house?”

		

		“Mel… I…” he stammered. There was no way out of this one. He was caught red handed with his hand in the cookie jar. He’d fucked the model tonight, fucked her bareback. Broken his vows. Committed adultery. His face reddening as he looked at her guiltily.

		

		Melanie fell back away from him, her hand going to her throat. Her face ashen, she looked like she was going to pass out. She turned and ran down the hall to their bedroom. Rob following meekly behind her. When he entered the room, she was lying on the bed, sobbing. When he went over to her, she turned to him and started hitting him, her fists beating against his chest. “How could you? You fucked somebody tonight, didn’t you? You stink of it! Did you even think about me? About us?” she screamed.

		

		“Mel, please, I’m… I’m sorry. It just happened. I was at the club meeting and afterwards the model…” he drifted off as he looked at her. Her stricken face forever etched into his memory.

		

		“Get out! Get out of this room, Rob. And, don’t come back. Ever!” she cried. A handy bottle from the nightstand sailing past his head as turned away. Its contents crashing against the wall next to the door.

		

		*

		

		It was Saturday night before Mel had calmed down enough to talk to him. They sat quietly in the living room, each sipping some wine. Mel looking like she hadn’t eaten during the entire time. Probably hadn’t. There were big circles under her still red eyes. They talked long into the night. Rob begging her to take him back. Promising to never stray again, as he tried to explain what had happened.

		

		Mel, at least, seemed willing to listen. She got all pissy when she found out about the photo contest. The prize-winning photo being the one photo she’d vetoed! But Rob kept telling her how wonderful it was. How everybody had loved it, how it might win photo of the year. He even told her how they’d asked if she’d model for one of their meetings. “It would serve you right, if I did, Rob.” she told him. “Particularly, if I offered the ‘extracurricular’ activities!” His cock swelling at her offhanded dig. Little did she know?

		

		Mel admitted that she’d been tempted before as well. Of course, she also threw it in his face that she hadn’t given in, not EVER. Even telling him how some of her customers were insisting on some ‘incentives’ from her to stay with her company. But that she’d steadfastly refused. Her admission making him hot as he looked at her. “Is there anything I can do, Mel? Anyway, to make you forgive me? What if you were to… I don’t know… Give in to your own temptations? Get back at me if you will? I’d understand if you did. Really, I would. Just… Please, forgive me? At least, think about it?” he pleaded.

		

		“I don’t know, Rob. I just don’t know. For right now, let’s leave it status quo. You don’t have to move out of the house, but you’re staying in the guest room until further notice. I’ll… I’ll think about forgiving you. That’s all I can promise,” she admitted.

		

		The next month, Mel had to fly out again. This time to Houston, TX. Oh, great! Another hot, humid city to have to find my way around in. And, Houston traffic? Yuck! At least she’d be away from the drama at home for a few days. She still couldn’t bring herself to forgive Rob. Every time he came near her, she could still smell the scent of sex on him. The scent of another woman. She couldn’t help it. Maybe the time away would do her some good.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		(Rob)

		

		Rob had been surprised when his Uber pulled up in front of the house and he saw a light on. He figured he must not have turned it off before leaving. He was still riding the high of winning first prize tonight. The true prize being the knowledge that it was Melanie in those pictures. His wife, blatantly on display before the entire club. Even her most private parts completely revealed to their lustful eyes. His cock felt like it was going to burst every time he thought about it!

		

		He was happily whistling as he walked in the door. That was before he saw Melanie bouncing towards him, a big smile on her face. Fuck! She was definitely the very last person in the world he wanted to see at the moment. He hadn’t bothered to even rinse off after being with Bella. Absolutely sure that he could enjoy a nice hot shower at home, having the whole house to himself.

		

		As soon as Mel got close to him, he knew it was all over. Her face becoming pale, her entire expression changing. She knew!

		

		He ran after her as she retreated down the hall to their bedroom. Tears streaming down her face as she ran. When he tried to talk to her, she started hitting him. Her tiny fists beating ineffectually against his chest. Her tears causing a far more potent pain than anything she could physically do. Although, she had just missed his head with a bottle as he left the bedroom that night.

		

		Eventually, they talked. Oh, he tried to explain. Really, he did! But, honestly, there wasn’t a good explanation and he knew it. Whether he called it peer pressure, or lust, or even loneliness. He knew no excuse was going to be acceptable. Finally, he just apologized and threw himself on the mercy of the court. Mel hadn’t thrown him out of the house, just out of their bedroom. Hopefully, their marriage would survive all of this without ending in divorce.

		

		He still hadn’t been quite able to bring himself to admit his fantasy of having her cheat on him. But he had suggested to her that she might do it out of revenge? Maybe, fitting payback for his infidelity? She hadn’t even thrown anything at him after he said it, either.

		

		Right now, there seemed to be an uneasy truce between them. Mel was heading out of town again next week. Maybe that would give her some time to think about things. Hopefully, they could work it all out. He was willing to let her do whatever it took to salvage their relationship. He really didn’t want another woman. Truthfully, the experience with Bella hadn’t been all that exciting. Not nearly as exciting as the fantasy had been. And, certainly, not as exciting as his fantasies involving Melanie.

		

		For the first time, Rob found he wasn’t even looking forward to his club meeting this month. He’d been too upset to put much effort into the photo assignment. For some reason, it just wasn’t as much fun without Mel as a cheerleader for him. Nothing really was.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Mel was sitting in the lobby waiting for her appointment when one of her competitors sat down next to her. It was Carrie Anne. Mel knew her casually and they had talked several times. In fact, as Mel recalled glancing at Carrie Anne’s ankle bracelet, she was the one that had told her about being a ‘hot wife.’ “Carrie Anne? Are you busy tonight? I was wondering if you’d like to get together and have a drink? Maybe, have some time to talk? I have some questions about… Well…” a rather pointed glance at her anklet letting Carrie Anne know exactly what Mel wanted to talk about.

		

		“Sure,” she replied softly. “Say, seven at the main bar at the Hilton?”

		

		“I’ll be there. “That’s where I’m staying, too. Makes it easy,” Melanie grinned sheepishly. OMG? Was she really thinking about this? Was it just lust? The fear of losing her job? Or, maybe it was about getting even with Rob for what he’d done to her? Hell, Rob had even suggested she do it! Whatever the reason, it appeared that breaking her marriage vows might actually be on the table? Maybe…

		

		When Melanie walked into the bar, she didn’t see Carrie Anne anywhere. She was a little early, that was probably all it was. She sat down in a booth where she had a view of the entrance and nervously ordered a glass of wine. A few minutes later, she saw Carrie Anne come in the door. Mel waved at her, getting her attention, admiring her as she strolled towards her with a smile. Carrie Anne slid into the booth opposite Mel and smiled brightly at her.

		

		“I was a little surprised when you asked to meet, Melanie. Collusion between competitors and all that,” she giggled.

		

		“I promise not to reveal any company secrets, Carrie Anne. I just wanted to… Oh, hell! I wanted to know more about your… Ankle bracelet?” grinned Melanie sheepishly. “This job, with all the travel, can be murderous on a relationship. And, I admit, mine’s a little rocky right now. You seem to have it all together somehow.”

		

		“What’s going on, Mel? Is it your husband? Or, is it, maybe, you?” hinted Carrie Anne. Her voice a soft whisper.

		

		As the two of them talked, ordering refill after refill, Melanie revealed the whole story. From her customer’s requested ‘incentives’ to Rob’s infidelity. Without mentioning any names businesswise, Carrie Anne was still able to get a good grasp of Mel’s current frazzled state of mind. She, in turn, told Mel a bit about her own situation. Her story, turning out to be not all that much different. Her decision to become a ‘hot wife,’ a direct result of all of it. Luckily, in her case, her husband really got off on the idea of Carrie Anne messing around. He loved ‘reclaiming’ her whenever she’d been naughty. And, she did like to be naughty!

		

		About two hours later, their waitress asked if the two of them were staying at the hotel? Mel looked at her strangely, “Why does that matter?” she asked.

		

		“Well, if either of you are planning on driving tonight, I’ve been ordered to cut you off,” the girl replied shyly.

		

		OMG! Just how many drinks had they had tonight? Apparently, quite a few. They assured their waitress that they were both staying at the hotel, placing an order for another round as they did. Then, the two of them looked at each other and guiltily started giggling uncontrollably.

		

		When they left the bar together, they were both more than a little tipsy. Melanie looked deeply into Carrie Anne’s eyes as they said goodnight. It seemed so natural. She rose up on tiptoes and kissed her. Carrie Anne’s lips soft against hers. She wasn’t even shocked as her mouth opened and their two tongues began to duel passionately. “Your room, or mine?” purred Carrie Anne breathlessly.

		

		*

		

		Carrie Anne’s room was a duplicate of Mel’s. Right down to the King-Sized bed that took up most of the room. They were just barely through the door when Carrie Anne kicked off her heels and pulled Melanie into an embrace. Their bodies crushing against each other as their tongues dueled passionately in a kiss.

		

		“Have you ever been with another woman before, Mel?” asked Carrie Anne sultrily.

		

		“No… No, I haven’t. Does that pose a problem of some sort?” snickered Melanie.

		

		“Oh, not at all, I promise you. Let’s get you out of these clothes, I can’t wait to taste all of you,” Carrie Anne whispered.

		

		Mel let Carrie Anne undress her, whimpering a little as her breasts were bared. OMG, she couldn’t believe she was really doing this! Her eyes closing in passion as Carrie Anne began to suckle at her engorged nipple. When she felt the zipper on her skirt being opened, she stood back and let it fall to the floor. All she had on now, were her heels and a very wet thong. A damp garment that Carrie Anne made quick work of, planting a soft kiss on Mel’s blonde landing strip as she did.

		

		Turning her back to Melanie, the statuesque brunette held her hair up out of the way as she let her pull the zipper down on her dress. Shrugging it from her shoulders as Mel unfastened her bra. Carrie Anne’s full breasts fell free as she turned back around. Even in her heels, Mel only came up to Carrie Anne’s shoulders. Her eyes were focused a little lower though, on Carrie Anne’s succulent, dark cherry nipples.

		

		There was a whimper as Mel pulled that cherry shaded nub between her lips. The sensation of suckling from her friend was unbelievable. The whole sense of knowing just how it felt adding to the experience. Grabbing Mel’s hand, Carrie Anne pulled her towards the big bed. As Mel climbed in, Carrie Anne stripped her own thong off, baring a completely shaved mound. She climbed in after her, eyes glued to Melanie’s.

		

		Carrie Anne took the lead once they were in bed together. Her brunette locks brushing softly against Melanie’s sensitive skin as her head dipped between her legs. Mel letting out a loud scream as she felt Carrie Anne’s tongue rake her moist slit. OMG! It felt so fucking wonderful. No doubt about it, making love with a woman was a totally different experience. Carrie Anne knew the right buttons to push. And, she pushed them all. Each and every one. Over and over. Melanie crying out in an almost constant series of orgasms as Carrie Anne devoured her tender pussy.

		

		When Melanie came back to Earth, she kissed Carrie Anne. The taste of her own juices on her lips, fueling her passion. It felt so wrong, and yet, so right at the same time. Kissing down her long neck, she rubbed her face over Carrie Anne’s big breasts. Her lips finding her cherry tipped nipples once again. Suckling hungrily as Carrie Anne moaned above her, fingers entwined in Mel’s silky blonde locks.

		

		Melanie couldn’t wait any longer, she had to know! She slid down Carrie Anne’s body. Poised over her bare mound, she inhaled the sweet scent of another woman for the first time. It was intoxicating. She kissed the tip of Carrie Anne’s moist slit. Letting her tongue taste her, she heard a loud cry as Carrie Anne let loose. Her whole body jerking in a giant spasm. When Melanie’s probing tongue found her clit, Carrie Anne exploded once again. “Oh, God! Yes. Yes, Baby. Do it. Suck my clit!”

		

		Melanie worshiped at her friend’s sweet pussy over and over, letting her tongue probe deep inside of her. Her honeyed dew filling her mouth with every thrust of her tongue. The newness of the sensation thrilling her. Afterwards, the two lovers kissed and cuddled as they talked quietly. Carrie Anne softly stroking her hair like she was a small child. By the time Melanie returned to her own room, she was not only happily exhausted, but she had come to a decision.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		(Rob)

		

		Rob was on pins and needles. Mel’s flight landed an hour ago. She should be home any minute. That is, if she was coming home? He hoped that the week apart would have helped her come to a decision. One that would be in his favor. He really didn’t want to lose her. He’d decided early on, that he’d abide by any decision she came to. He just hoped they could still make a go of it.

		

		He’d happily swear to her that he’d never stray again, no matter what. She could even cheat on him all she wanted, so long as she came back home to him. He’d happily make that concession, if she’d just be his wife again. Hell, if he was honest, he’d be delighted if she came to that conclusion. Mel returning to him in a soiled condition would be something he’d take a delight in. At least, he thought he would. It sounded awfully hot in his head, but would it translate to real life?

		

		At last, he heard a car pull up and a door close. He’d taken extra special care this week. The house was immaculate, he even planned to ask her if she’d like to go out to dinner tonight. Sort of a welcome home surprise. Beat carryout all to hell, anyway.

		

		When Mel came in, she looked exhausted. He took her luggage and pulled it back to the bedroom for her. As she started to get undressed, he brought her a glass of wine, suggesting that they might go out for dinner. She looked at him, her eyes still cold as he stood before her. “All right, Rob. Why not, I don’t feel like cooking and I sure don’t want pizza. Let me grab a shower and change. I’ll be out in a bit,” she said flatly.

		

		Well, it wasn’t a flat out, ‘I want a divorce,’ conversation. He might survive all this yet. When she came out into the living room, Mel was wearing a short leather mini-skirt. It was something new, definitely not anything he’d ever seen before. A clingy blouse with a plunging neckline accompanied it, Mel’s small breasts displayed delightfully. Her nipples poking sharply against the soft fabric, accenting the fact that she was braless beneath it. A pair of spike heels completed the ensemble.

		

		“You look gorgeous, tonight, Mel. I don’t remember ever seeing that outfit before. Is it new?” he asked.

		

		“Yes, I picked it up in Houston. I did some other shopping while I was there, too. I felt like it was time for a wardrobe change,” she said. Her voice still not holding any warmth towards him.

		

		“Well, you look very pretty anyway.”

		

		“I’m glad you think so, Rob. But we can talk about all that later. Let’s just enjoy dinner now,” she said softly. It was the first time she hadn’t spoken to him without a hint of vehemence in her voice. It might just be the wine she was consuming, but he hoped not.

		

		Over dinner he asked her about her week. She talked a little about it, but mostly kept him in the dark. Finally, she asked him how his ‘meeting’ went this week? He admitted that he hadn’t really been able to get into the assignment this month. Even telling her that he missed her. Missed her a lot. Being with the group hadn’t helped either. All they could talk about was how hot his photos had been the previous month. Even, once again, asking if he could get the model to pose for them? “I’m so very sorry, Mel. I know I screwed up badly. I can only hope you’ll forgive me at some point,” he said quietly. “I’ll do anything you ask, agree to anything, I mean it.”

		

		She let him help her into the Uber after dinner. His eyes noting that she had been commando under that leather mini-skirt tonight. Hope really does spring eternal, and he certainly hoped that was a good sign.

		

		When they got home, he helped her out of the car. She even let him hold her hand as they walked up to the door. Once inside, Mel turned to him. She pulled him into the living room and sat him down. Then, she sat in his lap. OMG! She was going to forgive him!

		

		“We need to talk, Rob. I’ve come to a decision. I don’t want a divorce, I honestly do still love you. But, if I ever… And, I mean, ever! Catch you with another woman again, I’ll kill you. By the way, I do hope you understand that that same edict does NOT apply to me. You’ve hurt me, terribly. I may want revenge for that. In fact, I can almost guarantee it. Perhaps, more than once.

		

		“I’d like to see just how you’ll feel if I come home stinking of sex? It would even serve you right if I made you clean me afterwards. In fact, I may actually do that? I kind of like the idea. Do I make myself crystal clear?” she asked. Her voice defiant. She meant it. OMG? She meant every word of it.

		

		Rob pulled her to him, kissing her. Telling her over and over that he promised to be faithful. And, yes, he’d even be faithful if she strayed. No matter how many times she did it. He deserved any punishment she decreed.

		

		“Do you promise to clean me if I tell you to? And, I do mean with your tongue, Rob. Do you promise to lick another man’s seed from inside of me if I demand it?” she asked smugly. Feeling a bulge swelling beneath her mini-skirted ass. A bulge that confirmed his answer whether he admitted it or not.

		

		“Yes, Mel. Yes, a thousand times, yes. Even if you don’t demand it. I promise I’m ready to do it. I’ll be your willing servant if that’s what you want,” he told her. “Anything, as long as you’ll take me back.” When Mel stood up, she smiled and held out her hand to him. Then, she led him back into their bedroom. That same bedroom she’d thrown him out of a month ago.

		

		The next morning, she made him take her shopping. A girl could never have too many clothes. Besides, she needed a much sexier wardrobe if she was going be a ‘hot wife’ going forward. And, right now, that certainly was her intention. Mel pulled him into jewelry store at the mall. After picking out some new earrings, she led him to a display of gold chains. “I think that one,” she purred, pointing to a heavy gold one.

		

		When Rob looked at her blankly, she looked him straight in the eye and said, “It’s an ankle bracelet, Rob. Married women wear one to show that… Well, that they’re available. It’s called being a ‘hot wife.’ And, that is just what I’m going to be from now on.” As the young clerk fitted the anklet to her slender calf, Rob saw his eyes drifting to that sweet area between her legs. Fuck! He’d bet any amount of money that she was commando today. It was practically a sure thing.

		

		Oh, that was so fucking hot.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		(Melanie)

		

		A month later, Mel took a deep breath before walking into her customer’s office. Bill Danvers’ office, her biggest account in San Francisco. In fact, one of her biggest accounts, period. The last time she’d seen him, Bill had hinted very bluntly that she’d have to sweeten his deal this year. She knew what he meant, too. She already knew that her product was good, that was never a question. But their competitors made good products as well. No, Bill wanted something far more personal. He wanted Melanie.

		

		He was her only appointment today, her flight out scheduled for later this afternoon. She’d planned it that way. Sort of her own little private revenge against Rob. She’d arrive home soiled. Not that he would necessarily know, she was sure enough time would have passed that the evidence would have been absorbed by her body. But she would know. She might even tease him with the knowledge of it. He deserved whatever revenge she decided to enact after what he’d done.

		

		In fact, as she thought about it, he had seemed awfully willing for her to enact some sort of revenge. Even agreeing to ‘cleaning’ her afterwards. She’d even felt his cock swelling as she’d made her decree. It had been almost too easy. Could Rob be like Carrie Anne’s husband? Getting some sort of pleasure from having her mess around? That would be so… Oh, fuck. That would be so hot!

		

		She’d taken extra care this morning when she was getting ready. Her pussy was smooth and soft, freshly shaved. Her blonde landing strip trimmed to perfection. She was wearing her new suit, the one she’d purchased in Houston with the very short skirt. Mel had paired it with a very low-cut blouse that allowed her cleavage to show. And, oh yeah, she was wearing a new half-cup bra. Her nipples daringly exposed, the soft cloth of her blouse teasing them to a constant state of arousal. The matching thong was hardly worth the bother, just a tiny scrap of cloth. Her blonde hair shined. She was wearing it down today, not in her normal business-like bun, not for what she had in mind!

		

		When she was called in to his office, Mel strolled sensuously through the door. Her long legs revealed by the short skirt, spike heels clicking against the hard-stone floor. OMG! She felt so sexy right now. She hoped that Bill agreed. The new contract offer she intended to present was extremely lucrative. A two-year deal, with a built-in escalation clause and evergreen extensions. Mel had no doubt that she’d have to be extremely ‘willing’ today to get him to agree to a deal like this.

		

		His mouth almost dropped open when he looked up from his desk. His eyes ready to pop out of his head. Yes! That was the expression she wanted today. “Good morning, Bill. I certainly hope you’re in a dealing mood today? I have a special offer just for you,” she purred.

		

		As she leaned over his desk, her blouse fell open loosely. She knew he could see everything. Her breasts offered up to perfection by the half-cup bra, her pink nipples erect and swollen. She actually heard his gasp as he took the contract papers from her. “Perhaps we can discuss the details over lunch?” she purred. “Unless you’d prefer to stay in?”

		

		After going over the details of the agreement, Bill didn’t seem too impressed. “What am I getting out of this, Melanie? I don’t see anything here that’s new. In fact, it seems like I’m getting locked in for no good reason,” he declared.

		

		Mel’s soft kiss startled him. He looked at her for the briefest moment, then passionately kissed her again. Deeper this time, their tongues dueling frantically with each other. With a grin, Melanie broke away from his kiss and turned his chair to face her. Kneeling before him, she began to unzip his trousers. The astonished look on Bill’s face was enough to encourage her. “I do hope we can come to some sort of arrangement, Bill?” she whispered. “I’m quite willing to negotiate whatever you might like.”

		

		Bill’s answer was a sigh as Melanie freed his swelling cock. It was a nice one. A littler shorter than Rob’s, but thicker. Much thicker! She grinned up at him, her pink tongue peeking out and licking the drop of precum she found. She kissed along his entire length before returning and opening her mouth. One last look into his deep brown eyes, and she bobbed her head downward. His cock disappearing between her lips. “Oh, God!” he cried. His fingers digging into the arms of the chair. Mel taking him deep into her mouth and easing him down her throat.

		

		Pulling back, she looked up at him. “Do you think we can come to an agreement, Bill? I will need some sort of an answer you know.”

		

		“OMG, Melanie. Yes, I’ll make a deal! But I want more than this out of it. I hope you understand that. And, not just today either. It has to be a long-term commitment,” he offered. His hands gripping the arms of the chair like he was about to tear them off.

		

		“Sign the papers, Bill. My flight isn’t until three o’clock,” she purred. “And, I’m very agreeable to further negotiations, I promise.”

		

		As she heard the scratch of a pen, Mel lowered her head again. This time, she didn’t stop. Taking him all the way into her mouth, her nose pressed tight into his pubic hair. His musky man-scent filling her nostrils. She let her tongue drive him insane as she began to bob up and down his length, faster and faster. Bill starting to groan above her, fighting for all he was worth not to spill his cum too soon. Humph! He never had a chance! Moments later, Mel felt his cock swell. He began to blast his hot seed deep into her throat. His thick cock spurting over and over, filling her mouth and throat with his salty tasting seed.

		

		Mel swallowed like crazy, her throat pulsing around his thick member. She didn’t want to mess up now, puking on her customer would NOT be cool at all. Finished, she pulled back and gasped for air. Then, she sensuously licked her lips, even cleaning his deflating cock before zipping him back up. She stood up, shaking her long hair into some semblance of order, and smiled at him. “Would you like me to take you out for lunch today, or would you rather stay in and ‘negotiate’ some more?” she purred.

		

		Bill grinned at her evilly. Flipping a switch on his desk she heard him say, “You can go to lunch now, Carol. I won’t be needing you until later.” Then, he purposely flipped the switch back to off. Bill picked up Mel’s tiny body like she was a feather. His muscles bulging as he sat her on the desk in front of him, pushing her short skirt higher. His hands stroking her bare legs, even sliding around her tight butt.

		

		She grinned at him as she felt her skirt slide up to expose her tiny thong. Parting her legs, she could detect her own honeyed scent wafting from her pussy. She was absolutely soaked down there. The excitement of what she was doing overwhelming her. Cheating on her husband? Sucking another man’s cock? And, now… Bill tugged at her thong, sliding it down and off. Mel felt it hang up on one of her heels, but neither of them cared. She leaned back on the desk as Bill’s head slid between her shamelessly spread legs. A cry came from her as his tongue raked her moist slit. OMG! He was eating her. And, he sure wasn’t her husband!

		

		Bill worshipped her for a long time. Her sweet pussy something that he’d wanted to taste since he first met her a year before. His nose buried in her soft blonde landing strip, inhaling her sweet scent as his tongue tasted ambrosia. Melanie was floating on a cloud of passion as his tongue devoured her. She was having a constant orgasm, her body thrashing about helplessly as his tongue invaded her again and again.

		

		Finally, Bill pushed his chair back and stood up. He pulled her up and slid her suit jacket from her shoulders. Her nipples were pressing against the soft fabric of her blouse. A blouse that he made quick work of. This was it, she was lying on her customer’s desk, her breasts bare. Her little half-cup bra lewdly offering her nipples to him, her pussy wide open.

		

		She heard his zipper and then his pants dropped to the floor. Bill leaned over her, taking a nipple between his lips. Mel moaning softly as he began to suckle from her. He was driving her insane. She needed him. Now! “Fuck me, Bill. Please?” she whimpered.

		

		Melanie felt him press against her, and then she gasped as he slid inside of her. His thick cock splitting her open wider than she was used to. “Yes, do it, Bill. Fuck me,” she cried. Her eyes rolling back in her head as he obliged.

		

		Bill was fucking her now. His thick rod slamming loudly against her again and again. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him tightly against her. Her scarlet tipped fingers digging into his strong shoulders. She was exploding in orgasm. The sheer eroticism of what she was doing enough on its own, but his cock making it even better. Oh, so much better!

		

		He was tearing into her now, his cock like a pile driver as took her ruthlessly. “OMG! I’m close, Melanie. Where… Where do you want me to…”

		

		“Cum in me, Bill. Do it! Fill me up with your hot seed,” she cried. Not caring that he was bareback inside of her. In fact, relishing the fact. Completing her revenge, taking another man’s seed deep into her womb. Filling that place that had been promised only to her husband. Cuckolding him. She screamed when he let loose. His lava hot seed filling her again and again.

		

		Afterwards, Bill handed her a tissue. Letting her clean herself before they both dressed. Then, Melanie walked up to him and kissed him softly. Picking up her new two-year contract she walked haughtily towards the door. “I’ll see you in a few weeks, Bill. Maybe, next time, we can plan a night together? If you’d like, that is?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		(Rob)

		

		Mel had been gone all week, and he missed her. Their sex life had been great ever since she let him back into the bedroom. Something had changed with her, he wasn’t sure just what it was, but she was different. More exciting. Her wardrobe had changed, too. Nothing too outlandish, but more seductive somehow. Higher hemlines, lower necklines, higher heels on her shoes, that type of thing. One night they’d gone out for dinner, Melanie dressed in a semi-sheer top. She hadn’t been wearing a bra under it, either. His cock was about to burst all night long. Her little pink nipples flashing at him as they sat at the dinner table. He wasn’t the only one doing the looking, either.

		

		Rob had been on pins and needles all week, wondering if Mel would cheat on him during this trip. He knew it would happen at some point, she wanted revenge too badly for it not to. She’d made that much extremely clear. He didn’t blame her. Hell, he even liked the idea; Melanie coming home to him in a soiled and used condition. It was fantasyland!

		

		His photography club meeting had gone well this month, too. He’d taken second place with his photo of a Leopard leaping from a rock. Thank goodness, they had a good zoo here locally. It had taken a few trips there to get that shot, but it was worth it. Melanie seemed to enjoy the visits as well, waltzing around the zoo in short cutoffs and revealing crop tops. Tiny golden sandals on her feet, and that ankle bracelet she never took off anymore. Mel had teased him one day, leaving her laptop open to a webpage about being a ‘hot wife.’ Complete with videos, pictures, stories and interviews. He knew it was just out of revenge, but the idea turned him on anyway. Adding fuel to his lust filled fantasies.

		

		He was sitting in the living room reading when he heard the Uber pull up outside. When he heard her open the door, he got up and greeted her. Giving her a soft welcome home kiss and helping her with her luggage. Her kiss tasted of the wine she’d had on the plane, nothing else. His disappointment almost palpable. Thinking about it, he decided that a three-hour flight, would have erased any traces of another man anyway. It didn’t mean she hadn’t messed around on him. She had been gone a whole week. Time enough for a lot to have happened.

		

		He suggested they grab dinner out tonight as she took off her suit jacket and kicked off her heels. “Mmmm… That sounds good, Rob. Just let me change into something a little more casual. Where were you thinking of?” she asked.

		

		“How about that new place over on Filmore? I hear the steaks are fantastic,” he suggested.

		

		“Okay, that sounds good,” said Mel as she started to undress. Rob almost lost it when he saw the half-cup bra she was wearing. Very unbusinesslike. But, very sexy. When she slid her short skirt off, he also noticed the extremely tiny thong she had on. From the back, she might as well have been commando. There was just a tiny strip of cloth between her tight ass cheeks. What a view! Turning to him, Mel announced, “I’ll be ready in a jiff. Get me a glass of wine, would you?”

		

		OMG! That thong she was wearing looked awfully damp. Did she? Rob went to get her requested glass of wine, his mind a whirl of speculation. She was standing naked in the en suite when he came back. Her body leaning against the vanity as she ran a brush through her long blonde hair. “Thanks, Rob. I’ll be out in a minute,” was all she said.

		

		He went back into the living room and tried to get into the book he’d been reading. It was useless. His mind kept drifting to Mel’s seductive underwear. Why wear something like that for work? Unless… Well, if she had, she’d probably let him know at some point tonight. What use is revenge if nobody knows about it? He waited patiently until she appeared about fifteen minutes later. It was worth the wait.

		

		Mel waltzed down the hall in a short, off the shoulder dress. Cinched at the waist, it left her shoulders bare and a lot of leg exposed. She was obviously braless beneath it. Her erect nipples standing proudly to attention against the fabric. She was also wearing a pair of spike heels and her ankle bracelet. Rob was willing to bet that was all she had on, too.

		

		Mel finished her wine just as their Uber pulled up. He helped her into the back seat of the car, catching a flash of her bare pussy. Commando all right. Did her labia look a little swollen? Her blonde landing strip slightly matted? Maybe… It was hard to tell for sure, the light in the car too dim to really see. As they sat in the close confines of the car, Rob could distinguish her scent. She was turned on over something, there was no doubt about that. The honeyed scent of her excitement easily detectable.

		

		During dinner, they talked about their respective weeks. Mel asking about his photos? She was pleased that he’d taken 2nd place. Though, she thought it should have been a 1st place win. It had been a good photo. When he asked about her week, she was a little vaguer. He knew she was meeting with one of most important clients and he asked about how it had gone.

		

		“I would have to say it went very well. I got him to sign a new two-year agreement,” she said proudly. Her face lighting up as she talked about it.

		

		“Wasn’t that the one you were so afraid of losing earlier this year?” asked Rob. His voice a little tremulous as he realized the possible implications of her answer.

		

		“Yes, it is. I… I got him to see it my way,” she answered with a satisfied purr. Her blue eyes sparkling mischievously as she looked at him. Her fingers caressing her wine glass as they talked.

		

		Rob felt like a sledge hammer had just hit him in the chest. She’d done it. She’d cheated on him. Been with another man. What had it taken? Did she just give him a blowjob? Or, was there a lot more to it? Would she even tell him if she did? Maybe, if he asked? His face was a little ashen as he returned her haughty gaze, pulse racing. “I thought you said he’d only sign if there were certain ‘incentives?’” he asked shakily.

		

		“Yes, I do remember saying something like that. We came to an agreement finally,” she purred. Her eyes burning with fire.

		

		“Mel does that mean that you… Well… Did you…”

		

		“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Rob. Do I have to spell it out for you? Yes, okay? I did. You’re a cuckold. Are you happy now?” she asked. Her voice dripping with vengeful satisfaction.

		

		Rob stared at her for a moment. She didn’t look any different. Somehow, he thought she would. That it was something that would be written all over her, like a big scarlet letter ‘A’ on her forehead or something. “When… I mean…”

		

		“This morning, just before I left for my flight,” dryly answering his unfinished question for him. Like it was no big deal, she’d just fucked another man and then climbed on a plane and come home. “Are you ready to leave yet? Or, do you want another glass of wine?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Mel hadn’t been able to think of anything else. She’d tried to do some work, but it was useless. Her excitement over what she’d done keeping her on edge the entire flight home. OMG! She’d fucked another man. Broken her wedding vows. The hot cum was still dripping out of her as she sat there, winging along at 500 knots, 30,000 feet in the air. Strangely, she didn’t feel guilty about it. Honestly, she thought she would. Instead, she just felt… Hell! She didn’t know what she felt like. She knew she’d liked it. Liked it a lot! Bill was a skilled lover, plus the whole damn thing had been so fucking hot. Oh, yeah. This was definitely going to be a repeatable experience. And, not just with Bill Danvers. Her thoughts really didn’t even drift to her husband until the plane touched down.

		

		As she sat in the backseat of the Uber on the drive home from the airport, she thought about what might happen tonight. At some point, she intended to tell her husband that he was now a cuckold. At least, she thought she would. Or, maybe, she’d just keep it a secret? As she thought about her still damp pussy, maybe that wasn’t such a good idea. She had a feeling that Rob might be able to tell. Granted it had been four hours, but still…

		

		Her musings were cut short when the car pulled up at their house. She climbed out and grabbed her luggage. Squaring her shoulders, she strutted up the walk to the house. Rob was waiting for her inside. He met her at the door, giving her a kiss. Nothing overly dramatic, she could smell scotch on his breath. He trailed after her on the way to the bedroom, carrying her luggage.

		

		Inside, she stripped off her jacket and kicked off her heels. It felt good to be home. But there was an excitement in the air as she began to undress. Rob suggested dinner at the new steakhouse over on Filmore. That sounded good to her, she was hungry after skipping lunch. Well, there had been that protein snack during her sales call… She almost laughed out loud as she thought about that.

		

		Rob’s face when she took off her blouse and exposed her little half-cup bra was worth every penny she’d spent on it. Just knowing that she’d been dressed like that all day was driving him crazy. Asking him to bring her a glass of wine, she went into the en suite before stripping off her thong. She’d thought about tossing her thong at him. But she still wasn’t 100% sure she was going to tell him. That soggy piece of underwear would certainly have answered any questions he might have had. Big time!

		

		When they left for the restaurant, she let him have a flash of her commando condition tonight. Her pussy had finally stopped leaking about two hours into the flight home. Okay, her landing strip was a little matted and sticky, and she hadn’t showered. But other than that, she wasn’t showing any signs. Although, she could smell her scent in the tight confines of the Uber. Well, okay, so she was turned on? Big deal!

		

		They talked quietly during dinner about how their week had gone. Rob had taken 2nd place with his photo of that Leopard. Mel honestly thought it should have been a 1st place. It really was good. When he asked her about her week, she made the decision to tell him.

		

		She didn’t tell him outright, not at first anyway. She just proudly told him she’d gotten her contract renewed with her biggest customer. If he’d left it at that, she might not have told him. But, he didn’t…

		

		Yes, admittedly that had been cruel, telling him right there in the restaurant. But it had felt so good! Looking at her husband’s ashen face she didn’t even feel guilty. That’s what if feels like to find out your spouse has been with someone else. Hurts, doesn’t it? Well, guess what? It’s going to hurt a lot more before I’m done. I’ve got a few other surprises in mind too. Besides, I honestly think you like the idea of me cheating on you. I bet you’ll even eat my pussy tonight. My dirty, filthy, soiled pussy! The one I let Bill Danvers fill up this morning with his hot seed. Oh, by the way, I sucked him off too. OMG! It felt so damn good. I wonder if I should really tell Rob everything? We’ll see how the rest of the night goes.

		

		When they got home, Melanie headed for their bedroom, telling him not to take too long locking up. She had the bed turned down when he came in. Looking at him, she began to pull her zipper down. She let her dress fall to the floor. She was naked underneath it. Mel could hear his little intake of breath as he stared at her. Her eyes were sultry as he stepped over to her.

		

		His lips tentatively found hers. It was a gentle kiss. Melanie was the one that escalated it, she was still on fire after this morning. Her tongue insistently pushing into his mouth. Letting him taste her. After a while, she pushed away from him and slid down to her knees for the second time today. The idea of having two men in the same day exciting her. Unzipping his trousers, Mel pulled his cock loose. Her tongue tasting her husband, comparing him with her lover. Rob was definitely longer. Something that he proved as she slid his cock deep into her throat. She bobbed up and down on his shaft for a while. Letting him enjoy her talented tongue.

		

		“Mel? Did… I mean… Did you suck him like this?” he asked.

		

		Melanie interrupted what she was doing and looked at him with a small sigh. “Do you really want to know, Rob? I’m willing to tell you. I’ll tell you everything, if that’s what you want. But I need to be sure you want to hear it first?”

		

		“Yes,” his voice seemed a strangled facsimile of its normal self. “I need to know, Mel. Please?”

		

		“Then, yes. I did. I sucked him off and swallowed his cum. His cock wasn’t as long as yours, but he was a lot thicker. Trust me on that! Then, I let him put me on his desk and fuck me right there in his office,” she said flatly.

		

		Mel heard a little whimper from him as she slid his cock back into her mouth. “Did he use…” he stammered.

		

		Pulling off his cock once again, she looked directly up at him. “No, Rob. He didn’t use a condom if that’s what you’re trying to ask. And, yes, I let him cum inside of me. Just like you took that slut at the club that night. I fucked him bareback. His hot, creamy seed is still inside of me. I could feel it leaking out during the whole flight home. Are you happy now?”

		

		“Oh, God! I’m sorry, Mel. I really am. I’ll never cheat on you again,” he said. “And, I meant it when I said you could be with other men. I still do. But, I’m yours and only yours. I promise.”

		

		“Thank you, Rob. I think you mean that. I really do. And, yes, I still intend to be with other men. In fact, just so it’s not a surprise later, I’ve been thinking about that photography club of yours. That offer to have me model for them? I’m considering it.”

		

		“Mel, you do realize that it’s not just modeling? I mean, they would expect more,” he said quietly, his face turning ashen. “Quite a bit more,” his voice quaking with emotion.

		

		“So, you’ve mentioned,” she grinned coyly as she took his cock back into her mouth and began to suck him again. This time, letting him fill her mouth with his salty seed.

		

		Mel crawled up his body afterwards, her lips sealing against his forcing him to taste himself. Then, she stepped away her hands running through her long hair sensuously. “I think it’s my turn, Rob,” she purred as she lay down on the bed, wantonly spreading her legs open widely. “Do your job, clean me.”

		

		Rob practically tore off his clothes before kneeling before her. His mouth inches from her adulterous pussy. Yes, up close, he could see her blonde landing strip was sticky, matted with cum. There was a scent to her that was different, too. She wasn’t pure Melanie tonight, earthier somehow. As his mouth kissed her soft, curly mound he could smell her lover on her. His sweat, a hint of his cologne, still detectable. God, she looked so beautiful lying there. Irresistible somehow.

		

		When his tongue licked her wanton moist slit, Melanie went off like a firecracker! Her passionate scream could have been heard all the way back to San Francisco. Rob couldn’t taste her lover, but he could still smell him. Her body a strange mix of scents. His spent cock already returning to life as he worshiped at her adulterous cunt. She’d been with another man. Fucked him bareback! There was a burning need inside of him, he couldn’t begin to explain it. But he needed to suck it out of her. Remove all that foreign seed and replace it with his own. Reclaim his wanton wife.

		

		When he finally entered her swollen pussy, he fucked her like a madman. Slamming his cock into her over and over as she cried out above him. Mel’s fists were beating against the bed, her head thrashing back and forth as he took her. Having already cum once, he had staying power. Their fucking went on and on until he finally exploded deep inside of her. His body shaking with passion as he emptied himself into her wanton womb. Filling her for the second time today.

		

		Afterwards, they collapsed beside each other. Eventually, they cuddled together. Falling asleep that way, arms entwined. Peaceful at last.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		(Rob)

		

		They talked over breakfast the next day. He was still coming to grips with her infidelity, but had to admit to himself, he’d enjoyed last night. The knowledge that Mel had been with another man earlier that day still causing his cock to swell, even now. One thing had disturbed him, though. Rob asked her point blank if she had really meant what she said about posing for the photography club? Melanie confirming that she was considering it. On a certain level, the idea appalled him. It also excited him. He knew she needed to know everything before making that kind of a decision. Or, even ‘considering’ it.

		

		“Okay, Mel. If you’re really thinking about this, you better understand it completely. As best as I can remember, there were about fifteen to twenty guys there that night. All kinds of guys; young, old, tall, short, fat, thin, you name it. I think they all used her. I can’t be sure because I left after… Well, after I was done. I know she was paid $1,000.00 for the modeling job. That part of the night lasted about thirty or forty minutes. Then, they handed out a price list that covered the rest of the ‘activities,’” he explained. He still had the handbill Marcus had given out, having just shoved it into his pocket after looking at it that night. That and Marcus Washington’s business card. He handed the wadded-up papers to her.

		

		Cash Only

		$50.00 - Blowjob

		$100.00 - Suck and Fuck

		$200.00 – Anal Sex

		Bareback – Double the Cost

		

		Mel’s eyes getting wide as she read down the crumpled paper in her hand.

		

		“Rob? She had to get like four or five thousand dollars for that! That’s almost two months’ take-home pay, in one night,” she exclaimed.

		

		“Yeah, I guess. I never really did the math. But, remember she fucked something like fifteen or twenty guys that night. Don’t forget that part of it. It was essentially a gangbang. I know women don’t have the same limitations guys do but are you sure?” he asked incredulously. “I mean, have you ever?”

		

		“No. Of course not,” her voice contemptuous. “Yesterday was the first time I’ve ever been with more than one man in a day. Let alone, twenty guys! Like I said, I’m just thinking about it. That’s all. It does sound kind of hot, though,” she teased. “Shouldn’t every girl have at least one gangbang in her lifetime?”

		

		Looking at a business card that had been wadded up with the price list, Mel asked, “Who is Marcus Washington?” Her voice sounding a little confused.

		

		“Oh, sorry. I didn’t realize that was there, too. He’s the club’s entertainment coordinator. He gave me that card when he asked me about you possibly modeling for the club,” came his reply. Rob watched as Melanie quietly slid the two papers into the pocket of her shorts.

		

		Tossing her long hair, Mel looked at him and, with a gleam in her eyes, told him she wanted to go shopping. More new clothes. Of course, seeing Melanie in those new clothes was worth it. Truthfully, just the ideas that her new wardrobe fueled in Rob’s fantasies was probably worth it.

		

		Nothing more was said about Mel modeling. Rob pretty well forgot about it, his mind full of enough erotic fantasies as it was. Every night she came home late, he wondered if she’d been working, or ‘working?’ Her kisses, however, were always pristine. Maybe she was past her revenge stage, but he did notice she still wore the ankle bracelet. Really, it didn’t matter, in his fantasies she was a very naughty wife. Besides, their sex life had improved immensely. It was like he couldn’t keep his hands off her anymore.

		

		Two weeks later, Rob walked into an empty house. He assumed Mel must be working late again. This new job really took a toll on their time together. He had just changed clothes when his phone buzzed with a text:

		

		‘Dinner meeting. Will B late. See U later.’

		

		Rob was fidgeting all night. He tried working on his newest photo series, doing some reading, doing some drinking… Nothing seemed to work. Yes, Mel did have some local customers, but not too many. It was unusual for her to have a dinner here in town. Although, it could just be something with one of her bosses. None of that stopped his mind from working overtime on what she might be doing, though.

		

		Did he want her to be doing something naughty? Maybe, down on her knees giving some guy a blowjob? Or, bent over a desk somewhere, a cock buried inside her pussy? Well… Yeah, he kind of did. He knew it was weird, or at least not totally normal. Honestly, he’d worried for a while that he wasn’t quite right in the head. Then, he’d looked it up one time on the internet, finding out it was quite a normal fantasy that most men seemed to have. Of course, in most cases it was just that, a fantasy. But it was a fantasy he was living.

		

		Just after ten o’clock he heard an Uber pull up out front and a car door shut. When Mel came in, she looked rather disheveled. Her blouse was wrinkled and not tucked in as nicely as it would usually be. The short skirt she had on appeared rumpled. Her long blonde hair looked like she’d used her fingers as a comb, hastily like it’d been a windy day. Her lipstick was just slightly askew, reapplied hurriedly. Rob’s heart began to race.

		

		“Hi, Baby,” she said, sounding a little tipsy. “I think I had a wee too much wine tonight. Good thing I got an Uber home.”

		

		“I didn’t expect you to be out late tonight, it was kind of a surprise. How did your dinner go, Mel?” he asked quietly.

		

		“Oh, it was a spur of the moment thing, but it went very well. I called and set it up earlier today. I was with Marcus Washington. I’ve agreed to model for your photography club next month,” she said smugly. “I did do some renegotiating of the terms, though. I’ll get fifteen hundred for posing, and an extra fifty dollars across the board for any ‘extracurricular’ activities!”

		

		“Renegotiating?” he asked. His voice a quaking whisper.

		

		“Yes, Rob, ‘renegotiating!’ Remember? That’s what I do. I negotiate contracts. This one was easy. You didn’t tell me he was black. That was… Interesting,” a coy smile on her face. “I’ve never been with a black man before.”

		

		“OMG? Mel, you mean… You… Well…” he stammered.

		

		“Yes, Rob. I did,” she said, rolling her eyes a bit as she did. “You can call it an audition, if you will. That’s what he did,” she snickered. “Why don’t you bring me a glass of wine and I’ll tell you all about it? I do sort of need a shower, so I’ll be in the bedroom. Although, if you’d rather I didn’t?”

		

		Rob didn’t say anything. He simply grabbed her hand and pulled her towards their bedroom. Once inside, he pulled her to him, kissing her wanton lips. Yes, there was a taint to her kiss. Something different about it. He didn’t think she’d sucked him off. Or, at least, he hadn’t cum in her mouth if she did.

		

		Mel was giggling as he tore at her clothes, buttons flying from her blouse. He was shocked to find she wasn’t wearing a bra. Pulling the zipper to her skirt, he let it drop to the floor. She wasn’t wearing panties, either. “Oops! I think my bra is in my purse. My panties are… Oh, that’s right,” she giggled. “Marcus kept them as a souvenir. He called it part of the negotiations.”

		

		Now that she was naked, as Rob came close to her, he could smell the sex. She reeked of it. Looking at her naked body, he could tell just how used she was tonight. Those little pink nipples he loved so well, were engorged and there were fingerprints showing on her breasts. Her pussy was red and swollen, he could see cum stains running down her legs. OMG! She really had fucked him. Fucked that black… Okay... He took a deep breath. Honestly, he knew if they kept up this arrangement, that would have happened at some time anyway. He just didn’t expect it this soon. And, certainly not with anybody he knew.

		

		Melanie kissed him, her tongue pushing lustfully into his mouth. Pulling away, she looked at him. There was a glint of evil in her eyes. She put a finger to her mouth, biting it coyly. Then, she smiled and pointed to her soiled pussy. “I need to be ‘cleaned,’ Rob. You did say you would. But, considering… It’s your choice, do I take a shower or…”

		

		Rob whimpered as he knelt before her. As demeaning as it was, he wanted to ‘clean’ her. It was like he couldn’t help himself. Maybe she was some sort of temptress, he didn’t know. Melanie spread her legs just enough to give him access. Marcus’ hot, creamy cum was still oozing from inside of her. Proof that she’d let him breed her. Just like she was some sort of whore. Well, he guessed after the meeting next month, that’s what she would be. A bought and paid for whore.

		

		As his tongue slid along her moist slit, he tasted Marcus’ salty cum. His black baby seed that he’d filled her with. Melanie letting out a wild cry as his tongue raked her swollen nether lips. Her fingers wrapped tightly in his hair, pulling him deeper into her. It seemed like gallons of semen slid from inside of her, filling his mouth as she cried out over and over. Her whole body vibrating with a violent spasm.

		

		She held him there, forcing him to ‘clean’ her. Tonguing and sucking all that black baby seed from inside of his wife’s fertile womb. Finally, she let him up. Weakly, she started to pull his T-Shirt off. Her soft hands playing down his muscular chest as she did. Then, Mel set to work on his jeans. Freeing his throbbing erection.

		

		Now it was Mel on her knees. Her lips kissing his engorged cock. “Did you do this for Marcus, too? Did you suck him?” he asked.

		

		“Mmmm… Yes. Of course. I had to. Audition, right? He wanted to know I’d be a willing ‘participant’ next month,” she giggled. “I promised him, I would.”

		

		“Was he… I mean… Oh, hell! I don’t know what I mean, Mel,” said Rob frustratedly.

		

		“Okay, I told you I’d tell you all about it if that’s what you wanted. We went to dinner at TGI’s and discussed the possibility of me modeling. When I ‘renegotiated’ the terms, Marcus insisted on the audition. Seemed like a reasonable trade. Besides, I was kind of turned on by the whole idea,” she purred. “I expected he’d just, you know, take me into the john or something? Maybe a blowjob? But he took me to the motel down the street and got a room.

		

		“By the way, if Marcus’ is any indication, what they say about black guys is true. He was fucking huge! Like maybe eight inches long and an easy inch and a half thick. Biggest thing I’d ever sucked on, anyway. He knew how to use it, too. I thought he was going to rip me apart when he shoved that monster inside me.

		

		“He fucked me forever. I guess he wanted to make sure I could take it or something. Anyway, when he finally let go, I thought he’d never stop cumming. It felt like he dumped gallons in me. Well… I guess you know that after… Uh… ‘Cleaning’ me,” she teased.

		

		“When he was done, and we started to dress, that’s when he pocketed my panties. He said he wanted a souvenir” giggled Mel. “After that, I figured I might as well not bother putting on the bra, either.”

		

		The entire time Mel was telling her tale, her hands were stroking Rob’s cock. Occasionally, licking it as well. Keeping him rock hard with her erotic story. Finished, she sucked him deep into her throat. He loved the feel of her like that. Her throat massaging his cock every time she pulled him back in deep. Tonight, she stopped short of letting him cum. Grinning up at him, she pulled herself up and climbed onto the bed.

		

		Her sweet ass was staring him in the face as she climbed in. The little minx even shook it at him. OMG! He wanted her so bad right now. Climbing in after her, he came up between her legs. Leaving her doggy style, he slid into her well-used pussy. Mel crying out at his invasion.

		

		Even after his ‘cleaning,’ she was still slick with Marcus’ cum. Damn, he must have been big! She felt stretched out. Her pussy not providing the tight grip he was used to. He wasn’t used to sloppy seconds, either. Although, that’s sure what he’d gotten that night with Bella! His cock nearly exploding as he thought of Melanie that way. Full of cum after being with fifteen or twenty men. His cock dipping into her like diving into a pool of molten lava.

		

		“Are you really sure you want to do this, Mel? All those guys? One after another? All filling you with their hot seed?” he asked. His voice taunting her now.

		

		“OMG! Rob… Fuck! Yes. Do it, Baby. Fuck me. Take me back,” she screamed. His cock pounding into her again and again. Her breasts swaying beneath her as slammed into her. By this time, they were both covered with sweat. Rob’s cock glistening with her cum streaked fluids every time he pulled back from her. Finally, he pulled all the way out, his cock still hard as a rock. Mel turned to look at him, a strange look on her face. “What’s wrong, Baby? Don’t you want me?” concern in her voice. Had she taken it too far?

		

		Rob just grinned at her. Reaching for their ‘toy’ drawer, he withdrew a bottle of lube. “OMG! Rob! I didn’t say you could…”

		

		“It’s on the menu, Mel. If nothing else, I am going to be the one that takes this particular cherry,” he decreed.

		

		Melanie just whimpered as he began to rub the lube into her virgin flower. She knew he was right. It was ‘on the menu.’ Maybe, she hadn’t thought this whole escapade through as well as she should have? At least he took her slowly. First putting a finger inside of her, letting it ease her open. Then, two, and finally something much bigger! Mel letting out a scream as she felt that mushroom shaped head finally pop through her tight, unyielding ring.

		

		“Oh, hold still, Rob. Please? Just for a minute, let me get used to that thing,” she gasped.

		

		After a few seconds, she looked back at her husband and nodded. Her eyes closing as she felt him push into her. He took her gently, at least at first. Easing into her, then pulling back before going a little further inside of her. It took a while, but finally she could feel his balls slap against her butt cheeks. He was all the way inside of her. Oh, fuck! It hurt. Well, sort of, anyway. “Play with your clit, Mel,” he ordered.

		

		Letting her head drop to the bed, she pushed an arm towards her cum covered slit. Her fingers finding that swollen little nub of nerves, she began to stroke it. Faster and faster, her moans coming louder now. Her fingers were flying as Rob started to pound her virgin ass. Using her just like the slut she’d agreed to be tonight. There was no other way to describe what would happen after that modeling session. She would be nothing more than a slut. A whore to be used by every man there. All those men, fucking her in any hole they wanted. Taking her over and over.

		

		Rob finally exploded, his hot seed filling her virgin tunnel. Her scream was almost animalistic as she felt him let go inside of her. She was nothing but some feral animal in heat as she took her second man of the night.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Melanie felt nervous. She’d already downed three glasses of wine, but it wasn’t helping. This was it, the big night. Rob had helped her plan it out. She guessed he figured if she was going to do it, it might as go as smoothly as possible. Having been there before, her wayward husband at least knew what to expect. As he had thought about some of the details from that night, he’d embarrassedly suggested that she have a supply of wipes available. Sort of a way to refresh herself between ‘customers!’ He’d even bought her a trash can, with a pop-up lid, to deposit the used ones in. He’d suggested a hair brush and some makeup too. She could always ask for a quick break. He’d also reminded her to have some condoms and lube on hand, ‘just in case.’

		

		As a last minute ‘gift,’ he’d given her some business cards. He’d made them up on their home computer, very elegant and understated. They were violet, emblazoned with just the name ‘Melanie’ and a phone number. The number belonging to a burner phone he’d purchased for her. “You might get some calls for modeling? Or, maybe something else, you never know?” he’d told her.

		

		In a way, it was the devil that was in the details. Those were the things that scared her. She never really thought about how messy it would get after that many men. After all, the most she’d ever been with in one day was two! And, one of them had always been her husband. A husband that had lovingly taken care of any mess there was for her. This was something totally different. The closer it came, the more those differences seemed to frighten her.

		

		They’d decided that since rob ‘knew’ her from their prior modeling sessions, it was logical that she might ride with him that night. Letting him see her home afterwards. That way, it shouldn’t raise too many eyebrows at the club. “When will you be coming in to… Take your turn?” she asked quietly.

		

		“I don’t know yet, Mel. That’s decided by luck of the draw. The only one that has a definite spot is Marcus. He apparently gets to go first. One of the perks of the job,” grinned Rob.

		

		Melanie’s pussy was getting damp as she thought about the big black man fucking her again. That huge cock splitting her in two the very first thing! Shit, she had to be a model tonight, too. The only person she’d ever modeled for was Rob. Well, she knew the basic poses to take. She could fake it from there. Face it, none of them really cared how good a model she was, just how good a fuck she turned out to be.

		

		She had spent the first part of the meeting sequestered in her room. Listening to the goings on out in the gallery area. There was no door to her room, from certain angles she could watch as photos were displayed on the big screen monitor. She’d also noticed the blown-up picture of her pussy hanging on the wall. Her privates on display for them all to drool over for the next year. Well, guess what boys? You get to drool over the real thing tonight!

		

		Rob had used her as his model again this month. One of his photos winning again. Oh great! Now there’s going to be two pictures of my naked body on display. They had discussed Rob’s continued membership, too. She didn’t want him to stay in the club. He would be leaving at the end of the year. She’d at least let him see if he won best picture of the year. Besides, she was going to be their last nude model before the vote at the end of the year. She did NOT want him attending any other ‘extracurricular’ modeling sessions, ever! He’d agreed. Honestly, he didn’t even seem too upset over it. She thought, perhaps, he didn’t want to see all the men every month anyway. Not with the knowledge that they’d all, each and every one of them, fucked his wife, bareback. It would be rough to have to listen to their boasting, the lurid details that men liked to reveal.

		

		With the voting over, it was time for her modeling session. Mel gulped down the last of her wine and took one last look in her little mirror. Giving a toss to her long hair, she strolled out to the modeling area. The only thing she had on was a short, red satin robe and her bright red Christian Louboutin high heels. They were a present she’d given herself for tonight. Oh! And, her little ankle bracelet. Mustn’t forget that! For some reason, it seemed like wearing it gave her permission to go through with tonight. Even, encouraged her in a way. Her fingers twisted nervously at her wedding rings, just the same.

		

		Mel looked over the grinning faces, searching for her husband. Needing to feel his presence to go through with this. Finally, she spotted him, he was standing towards the side, watching her. His gaze was intense, penetrating. She smiled, her eyes locking on to his, and dropped her robe. OMG! She was naked. Stark naked, in front of, what? Oh, fuck! Eighteen men… Each and every one of them lusting after her. Even more, each of them would have her before the night was over. Seeing the hunger in their eyes, she was quite sure of that.

		

		Smiling bravely, Mel walked over to the pedestal that stood in the middle of the room. It was set up in front of a rather nondescript backdrop. The focus of attention intended to be the model, not the setting. As she climbed onto the pedestal, she could hear cameras start to whine. Men already taking pictures of her exposed body. She knelt there, shaking her long hair. Letting her fingers run through it sensuously. A constant whine of cameras in her ears, it was like hearing crickets or something. Fifty or sixty clicks going off every time she changed position.

		

		About fifteen minutes in, she asked for a break and a glass of wine. Rob offering to do the honors. They talked quietly for a couple of minutes as she sipped her wine. His voice reassuring, telling how beautiful she looked. Honestly, she’d run through her repertoire of poses by this point. When she said something about it, Rob quietly suggested that she could try some sexier poses if she’d like. After all, they were all going to see her up close and personal tonight, anyway. With that, she rolled her eyes and chugged the rest of her wine. Her body quivering in a mix of fear and excitement at the thought.

		

		As she started the ball rolling again, the wine began to hit her. Just how many had she had today? Oh, hell! WTF? Mel got on her knees, assuming a doggy style pose. Her pussy boldly on display to her audience. The pose eliciting more than a few wolf whistles. Emboldened, Mel lay down on the pedestal, her long hair hanging seductively over the edge, hands cupping her breasts. Her legs pointed high in the air, ankles crossed. She tweaked her nipples, causing a moan to escape from her sensually parted lips, as her audience went crazy.

		

		Sitting up, she faced them. Hugging her knees tightly as she looked at them, her eyes drawing them in. Then, she slowly spread her feet wide apart, her knees still tightly together. Her bare puss winking at them. There were bulges forming in front of every man there. Including one or two that began to sport a wet spot on their pants! Spreading her legs wantonly, she slid a finger along her very wet slit. Eyes closed as she let it caress her swollen clit, a look of sheer passion on her face. Uh, oh! One of her audience raced for the john! A little too excited over her posing.

		

		Maybe it was the wine, or perhaps it was just the supercharged atmosphere, she’d never know. Melanie got a wicked gleam in her eyes as she slipped one of her new spike heels off. She kissed the pointed toe of the shoe, then began to slide it slowly along her moist slit. Her eyes closing passionately as she moved it up and down between her nether lips. Opening her eyes, she looked directly at her husband. Pulling it back to her lips, she licked the bright red heel. Seeing his eyes glued to her, she slowly pushed that bright red heel between her labia. Fucking herself with the four-inch heel. The thin stiletto heel sliding sensually in and out of her. Her head throwing back, hair flying, as she exploded in a wild orgasm!

		

		Finally, Marcus called a halt to the festivities. Melanie, still gasping for breath, slipped her little robe back on. Grabbing another glass of wine, she strolled back to her room. The room. She took one last glance over her shoulder, seeing Rob’s eyes still glued to her. His face looked a little ashen as she turned and disappeared through the open doorway. She listened nervously as Marcus’ gave a little speech, handing out her price list and reminding everyone not to take it home for their wives to find. It was followed by a good-natured round of laughter. Then, as she heard everybody begin to talk again, a shadow fell over the doorway to her room.

		

		Melanie glanced up, her pulse rate skyrocketing. It was Marcus. Oh, that’s right, Rob had mentioned that he got first dibs. Well, at least, he was a known commodity. It sure wouldn’t be too hard to take any other cock after he was done with her! She slipped off her robe as he quickly undressed, then walked over to where he stood by the foot of the bed.

		

		Kneeling before him, she started licking his thick rod. Precum was already leaking profusely from its mushroom shaped head. His excitement over her posing, readily apparent. Mel kissed all along that long, black shaft, even sucking his balls, before returning to take him into her mouth. Her tongue teasing him, as she slid him deep inside. Her head bobbed a few times, then she took him deep. His cock filling her throat as her nose finally touched his tight black pubes. A couple more bobs of her head, and she pulled off. Her eyes seeking out his, it was time.

		

		Marcus reached down and lifted her up from the floor. It was like she was a feather in his arms. He bent her over the end of the bed, pushing up against her as she spread her legs to receive him. Melanie cried out when he penetrated her. Fuck! OMG! He is so damn BIG. She’d almost forgotten just how big he was. She was crying out, whimpering with every thrust of that monstrous weapon of his. His hands wrapped tightly in her hair, using it like a harness as he slammed into her over and over.

		

		He didn’t take long tonight. After only a few minutes, she felt him speed up, his cock swelling inside of her. She let out a loud wail when he exploded deep in her unprotected womb. Her body shaking as he bred her with his black seed. She was still gasping for breath as he started to dress. She asked to have a few minutes before the next ‘visitor,’ seeing him grin in return.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		(Rob)

		

		Mel had been nervous all night. She’d wanted nothing for dinner, settling for a couple of glasses of wine instead. Truthfully, she wasn’t the only one nervous tonight. He wanted this, at least on some base level. He really did! But it still seemed so inherently wrong somehow. Seeing his wife debase herself, letting her prostitute herself with a room full of men. Admittedly, tonight had been all Melanie’s idea. Her attempt at revenge for his being with Bella that night. But, by now, he thought they both realized it was more than that. It indicated a change in the dynamics of their marriage. On some level, they both got off on it in their own way, wanted it to go forward.

		

		They’d arrived at the meeting early, giving him some time to help her set up. He’d put the lidded trash can near the Queen-Sized bed, replacing the open container that had been there. Placing the package of sterile wipes and a box of Kleenex on nightstand next to it. A supply of condoms and lube went into its drawer, telling her where he’d put them. He set up the display of ‘business’ cards for her, as well. Mel had changed clothes while he’d busied himself. When, he turned around he saw that she was now wearing a short, red satin robe. That and an expensive looking pair of spike heels. Fuck! She looked fabulous.

		

		“When will you be coming in to… Take your turn?” she asked quietly. A slight tremor to her voice.

		

		He told her the truth, he didn’t know. It was all done by luck of the draw, like a lottery. The only definite spot taken by Marcus, he always got to go first. It was a perk for running that part of the session. Besides, nobody was about to argue with the big, black man. He made a very effective bouncer. When the others started to drift in, he kissed her gently and stepped through the door, leaving her there. Alone.

		

		Rob was excited at the opportunity to show off his photography again this month. Of course, he’d used Melanie as his model again. She was a little more open this time, moving more sensually through pose after pose. He had gotten two photos that he was sure had a chance at the top spot tonight. If he got another first place, he was almost a shoe in for photo of the year. Besides, he still got off on showing naked pictures of his wife to the guys. It didn’t matter that they’d see the real thing later tonight. Rather up close and personal, too. Only he knew about any of that. His cock swelling despite the pain he felt at seeing her prostitute herself. The mix of emotions threatening his sanity.

		

		Melanie’s modeling session was still to come. That part of the evening, of course, excited him even more. Seeing her pose naked in front of them. Every one of them wanting her. Lusting for her. It was fucking great! At least, until he thought about them actually fucking her afterwards. Yeah, admittedly he’d liked being with her after her trip out of town. Hell, he’d liked reclaiming her after her ‘audition’ with Marcus. Not even minding the humiliation of ‘cleaning’ her, afterwards. Sucking the big, black man’s salty cum from inside of her. But, after tonight…

		

		Yeah, tonight… It wouldn’t be just one guy! He’d counted seventeen men here tonight, plus himself. OMG! What would she be like after taking all of them? Getting her home with the seed of… Fuck! Eighteen men filling her pussy? Even with cleaning herself in-between, there was no way she could possibly erase the evidence. All that creamy cum oozing out of her overflowing pussy?

		

		A while later, Rob was grinning proudly as his photo won top honors again this month. His level of excitement increasing even more as Melanie was introduced. She stepped into the large open room, smiling shyly. He saw her eyes searching the group, finally finding his. That seemed to settle her some, he watched as she slid her robe off and walked towards the pedestal set up for her.

		

		It was mesmerizing to see her, walking proudly across the room in just her bright red heels. She climbed onto the pedestal, her naked butt exposed as she did. He heard seventeen cameras start to click incessantly. He decided he’d better get with the program! After all, nobody was supposed to know they were man and wife. She was just a model that he’d hired. Melanie moved through pose after pose, captivating her audience. Her body moving like it was made for the camera.

		

		After about fifteen minutes, she asked for a break and a glass of wine. Rob, naturally, volunteered to get it for her. They talked when he handed it to her. She was still nervous, but the wine was taking hold. He could tell. She was far more relaxed than she’d been earlier. When she fretted over having run through all her poses, he suggested she could get a little naughtier. Why not? They were all going to fuck her later anyway?

		

		He honestly didn’t expect her to do anything too drastic, she was still Melanie. Damn! Was he surprised! Apparently, she was flying pretty high because she certainly turned on the seduction. He almost lost it himself when she began to play with herself. One of the guys even made a dash for the restroom, overly excited by her performance. Rob almost followed him when she slid the spike heel of her shoe into her pussy! Using it like a bright red dildo, fucking herself with it! He’d never seen her like this, a wanton slut for the camera. Damn, he loved it!

		

		After that, Marcus breathlessly called a halt to the session. Rob watched as Melanie slipped her robe back on, refilled her glass of wine, and walked towards the other room. Her room. The room. She smiled over her shoulder at him one last time before disappearing. He was still frozen there, watching the empty doorway, when Marcus began to speak. Reminding everyone of the new price list, and once again, warning them NOT to take it home with them.

		

		They held the drawing to decide their places in line. Rob, having won the prize tonight, drew first. He was number twelve. He stared at the piece of paper, hypnotized by it. Number twelve. Well, he’d been late in line with Bella that night. Not that late, but still late. His memory of that, not a happy one. He still couldn’t quite believe what was happening tonight, Mel taking her revenge right before his eyes. The whole thing seeming rather surreal. The evening not turning real again, until he saw Marcus walk towards Mel’s doorway and disappear inside.

		

		Rob grabbed another beer and shifted around the room. His thoughts dwelling on Melanie. Wondering if he could find a vantage point to see through the open doorway. Finally, he found a spot where he had a partial view. It was only a bit of a view, but… Oh, God! Melanie was on her knees, sucking the biggest cock Rob had ever seen. It was like she was worshipping it. His tiny, pale blonde wife, sucking like some slut on that huge black dick. The contrast between her pale skin and his black body unbelievable. He saw her slide it deep into her throat, her head bobbing slowly up and down. Then, she pulled away, gazing up at Marcus’ muscled form.

		

		Rob gasped as Marcus picked her up like she weighed nothing and bent her over the foot of the bed. Her legs spread wantonly apart, inviting him in. It was like his world stopped when he heard her scream. The whole room going silent. It was primal! There was nothing erotic about it, it sounded more… Beastlike. Purely instinctual. Marcus’ huge cock splitting her tiny pussy in two again and again. His black hand was wrapped in her long blonde hair, pulling it. Using it like a leash! His ass pounding against her spread legs as she cried out with every thrust. Her bright red heels coming up off the floor with the onslaught. When he saw Marcus’ muscles tighten, and his body jerking spasmodically, he looked away. He couldn’t watch anymore. He knew. Knew that Marcus had just filled her with his black baby seed. Bred her like a common whore.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Melanie finally was able to stand without shaking. Damn! He’d really broken her in tonight. She was still gasping for breath as she began to wipe herself. Cleaning away the evidence of Marcus creamy seed that ran so freely down her legs. Fuck, he really filled me up! I wonder what it’ll be like from now on? She’d just thrown the soggy wipe into the waste container when Marcus poked his head in and asked if she was ready?

		

		Her next ‘client’ was an older man. He handed her a green ticket with a star affixed to it, a bareback suck and fuck. She laid the ticket on the nightstand next to the one Marcus had given her, as he undressed. Crossing over to him, she slid down to her knees. Thankfully, they at least had some soft throw rugs on the floor. Looked like she’d spend a good deal of time down here tonight. His cock was about a five incher, stubby but short. They came in all shapes and sizes.

		

		She was easily able to suck him all the way into her mouth. Her tongue teasing him wickedly as her head bobbed up and down his length. She didn’t let him go very long, he was way too excited! Pulling away, she stood up and led him to the bed.

		

		Lying down, he eagerly climbed in beside her. His lips attacking her nipples hungrily. His enthusiasm exciting her, even coaxing a moan or two from her lips before he slid between her legs. She helped guide him in, his short cock sliding into her slick opening easily. About five strokes later, she heard him grunt and felt a warmth burst inside of her. Her second load of the night.

		

		Rinse. Repeat. Over and over. All kinds of men, all kinds of positions. She lost count, as man after man entered through her open doorway. All of them, seemingly, handing over a green ticket emblazoned with a star. She remembered one of the men came while she was sucking him. He didn’t even seem to mind. Her throat pulsing as she swallowed his salty cum. Good thing, she had no intention of giving back the money! Not all of them did she even want to remember; the smelly one, the fat one, men she would never even have spoken to of her own accord. But she didn’t have that luxury, not tonight. Right now, she was nothing more than a bought and paid for whore.

		

		At one point, she called to Marcus for a quick break. Quickly running to the restroom, she cleaned herself a little better. Expelling what she could. Her insides still sloshing with creamy cum. Then, she returned to her little room, ready for her next ‘client’ of the night.

		

		Mel heard him enter, turning to face the doorway, she was surprised to see another black man. Vaguely, she remembered there had been a few black faces in the crowd tonight. Heavy set, he had a big grin on his face. She returned his smile, then went a little pale, when he handed over a red ticket. A big gold star emblazoned on it, bareback anal sex. She mentally thanked her husband for telling her to get some lube, just in case. Mel silently crossed to the nightstand, laying down the ticket stub and retrieving the bottle of lubricant stashed there. After he had undressed, she walked back over to him, pouring some oil into her palm.

		

		He had a good-sized cock, maybe seven inches. Almost like Rob’s, she mused. Well… Except for being a lot thicker, and black! She massaged his rod over and over, getting him slick with the clear oil. Then, she had him rub some into her tight flower. His fat fingers pressing roughly in to her before she finally set the bottle aside and climbed into the bed. The bed shifted with his weight as he climbed in. He yanked her into a doggy style position, slapping her rounded ass loudly. Pulling her ass cheeks open, he shoved.

		

		Mel screamed… Fuck! It hurt! Rob had taken her flower that night after she’d fucked Marcus. Breaking her anal cherry. But he’d taken his time, eased his cock into her. Not this fucker! He rammed that monster inside her tight tunnel. His body slamming into hers as he thrust deep into her dark channel over and over. Adding a few more slaps to her bare behind as he did. She was whimpering with every thrust, her face buried into the bedding by the force of his onslaught. Fingers tearing at the bedding as he pounded her.

		

		OMG! She felt it. He was exploding inside her ass. Filling her third hole of the night. She’d taken a cock in every orifice now, nothing was left untouched. They had cum in her in every way possible. And, she still hadn’t seen Rob, her cuckold. He was still to come! She wondered how many men had used her so far? As she turned to ask Marcus for an extra-long break, she saw the two men high five each other. Damn! Marcus, knew. Well… Of course, he did, there wasn’t a door. He could easily see what happened in here anytime he wanted. Plus, he was the one taking the money and handing out the damn tickets.

		

		This time, she wanted the restroom. Melanie cleaned herself gently. Her lower regions starting to be more than a little tender. Rinsing out her mouth, she brushed her hair and redid her lipstick. Mel tried to clean up her mascara but wasn’t overly successful. There had been quite a few tears shed with her last visitor.

		

		Returning to her room, she looked through her stack of tickets; ten of them. Eight more to go… Her next customer was, thankfully, very normal. About her age, he handed her a green ticket, with the inevitable star. She tossed it into the pile on the nightstand as he undressed. Hmm… He was uncut! She’d never had one of those before. He was very normal otherwise, about six inches long and maybe an inch and a quarter thick. Melanie played with his cock, teasing the foreskin from its bullet shaped head. Once over her fascination, she sucked him deep inside her mouth a few times before pulling him over to the bed.

		

		He took her missionary style, just a very normal fuck. Mel was glad. She wasn’t a size queen. Never had been. Though, it was fun occasionally! He certainly was enthusiastic, his cock pounding into her. Lips pulling at her tender nipples, suckling her. Even a few nibbles thrown in for good measure. She felt him speeding up, getting close. “Yes, cum for me, Baby. Fill me up,” she whispered. Her remarks driving him insane.

		

		She felt him spasm, his hot seed emptying into her overflowing cunt. Mel crying out as she exploded along with him. Her orgasm surprising her!

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		(Rob)

		

		Rob had no desire to try and watch what was going on in that room. Not anymore. Not after what he’d seen earlier. He did take notice as each man entered the room, handing over a pile of cash to Marcus each time. Couldn’t help it! He hadn’t counted, but he didn’t need to. Marcus held up a number each time he hollered out “Next man!” Besides, he could hear. Especially as the crowd cleared. That was even worse. Hearing Mel cry out in passion as man after man brought her to orgasm. How many of those cries were real? From his experience with her, most of them. She liked sex, always had.

		

		Of course, a few of those cries didn’t sound too passionate. A couple of them causing him to wince, as Melanie cried out in pain. The occasional ‘visitor’ getting too rough with her. Time seemed to stand still, the waiting interminable. The group began to thin out, the satisfied customers usually leaving after their stint with his willing wife. He’d seen her walk to the restroom a couple of times, cleaning herself he assumed. The wipes they’d purchased only good for just so much!

		

		By the time it was his turn, he was already tired of talking about photography. He only wanted to take Melanie home. But, he couldn’t, not yet. There were still others waiting in line. Not too many, but still… When Marcus displayed his number, he walked briskly towards the open door. He handed his three hundred dollars over and got his green ticket, in return. With the gold star attached, of course. Rob took a deep breath and entered the small room.

		

		Just like the last time, a strong odor of sex assaulted his nostrils. It hung heavy in the air. Mel was standing before him, totally naked. She’d lost her shoes somewhere along the line. Her eyes sparkled when she saw him, a real smile on her face. Crossing over to him, she gave him a peck on the cheek. “Marcus, peeks,” her voice a soft giggle. “We’ll have to make it look good.”

		

		He grinned his understanding at her and handed over his ticket. He undressed, as she walked back towards the nightstand, casually throwing it into her ticket stack. His eyes never leaving her. Her hair was messed up, but she’d obviously tried to brush it out periodically. A couple of distinct hand prints showed redly on her pale ass. Somebody had apparently spanked her. Her steps were a little… Stiff. Like she was sore. She probably was! He was her twelfth lover of the night. When she turned back around, his eyes surveyed her body. She’d cleaned herself, but he could see the signs. They were written all over her slender frame. Her nipples were swollen and red. Pale breasts showing signs of rough treatment. Mel’s knees were… Red? Yeah, thinking about it, he guessed that made sense. And, her pussy? OMG! Her nether regions were unbelievably red and swollen. But, her smile for him was real enough.

		

		She came up to him, sliding to her knees and taking his cock lovingly into her mouth. This was no perfunctory blowjob. She wanted to do this one! His fingers slid through her blonde hair as she bobbed up and down on his throbbing cock. Occasionally, encountering a sticky patch of cum as he ran his fingers through her silken locks. His heart aching every time he did.

		

		Pulling away, she took his hand and led him towards the bed. He couldn’t help but see the huge wet spot in the middle of the bed. A huge cavern opening in his chest at the sight. There was just no way that he could unsee that. Not ever! “How do you want me, Baby?” she asked. Her voice all business now. He wanted her in his arms, in their own bed. But he settled for taking her from behind. In his mind, recreating the pounding he’d seen her receive from Marcus earlier. Mel casually bent over the edge of the bed, her breasts swaying gently beneath her. His view of her open pussy, both hurting him and exciting him at the same time. He could see how red and swollen she was. The creamy seed of all her other lovers oozing freely from inside of her as she spread her legs.

		

		His lips kissed the back of her neck, then down her back to her reddened ass. He could taste the sweat that glistened on her body. The cloying scent of other men’s cologne. No amount of handi-wipes could totally erase all the strange tastes and scents clinging to her body. He didn’t care. Not tonight! It was Melanie beneath his lips, her reddened pussy that he was about to fuck.

		

		Mel winced as he slid inside of her, she tried to hide it, but he could see it. She was hurting. “Fuck me, Baby,” she said loud enough for Marcus to hear. His cock driving into an ocean of hot lava as he slid inside of her. Rob began to slowly fuck her. Her cum filled pussy easily accepting him. He’d been here before, that night with Bella. In this exact room, and in this exact bed. It was like fucking his cock into some sort of molten lava milkshake! The eroticism of what she was doing tonight, was enough to keep him excited though. His eyes looked around as he took her, his thighs slapping wetly against her with every thrust.

		

		He spotted her pile of tickets on the nightstand. A huge pile of green and gold, broken only by… A RED TICKET! Somebody had fucked her ass! No doubt one of the louder screams that had torn him apart during the long night. His cock exploding inside of her as he saw it! Mel screaming out at the intensity of his orgasm. Rob, crying out himself as he added his creamy seed to all the other deposits inside of her. He bent down and kissed her softly. “How many more?” she asked. Her voice a halting whisper.

		

		“Six more, Mel. You’re almost there,” he said quietly. The announcement was met by a weak smile on her face. He kissed her lips softly and then began to dress.

		

		He watched as she ‘cleaned’ herself, self-conscious at his gaze. Her face turning a delightful shade of red in her embarrassment. By the time he was dressed, she was nearly ready. He turned and left the room, remembering to leave with a big grin on his face. He walked over and pulled a beer from the fridge, as Marcus hollered out for the next man.

		

		The waiting seemed to take forever. Watching silently as each of the remaining men went through her doorway. But, finally, it was over. Marcus came over, telling him she was through for the night and wondering if Rob was taking her home? Then, asking if he would take the earnings for her, or should he give them straight to her?

		

		“Yeah, I’ll take it for her. She figured she might not be in any condition to drive herself, so she asked me to play chauffer tonight. I’m supposed to get a little bonus the next time she poses for me,” he grinned.

		

		Rob got up from the pedestal he’d commandeered while waiting and walked to her vacated room. He quickly counted her earnings, $7,300.00! The sheer immensity of it, shaking him. He numbly collected all her gear, while she ‘cleaned’ up in the restroom. He even packed up all her ticket stubs! Almost losing it, when he found a second red ticket in the stack. When he picked up the ‘business’ cards he’d made for her, he noticed nearly all of them were missing. Apparently, several members hoped to use her as a model. Or, maybe, just use her, who knew? The illicit thought causing his cock to swell.

		

		Melanie appeared a few minutes later. She looked reasonably put together, even if her gait was a little stiff. Teetering a little on the bright red heels. Rob poured a glass of wine into a paper cup for her and led her out the door. Lending an arm as they went out to the car.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		(Melanie)

		

		Rob, having reluctantly watched his alcohol intake tonight, was fine to drive. He wanted to talk to her something fierce. Passionate to learn how she was doing, but before he could ask, he saw that she was asleep. Her head lolling peacefully against the headrest of the car. His questions would have to wait. Driving along, an overwhelming scent of sex filled the tight confines of their car. The intensity of it nearly making him insane with jealously and lust.

		

		Mel didn’t wake up until he pulled into the drive. Refreshed after her nap, she smiled at him, and got out of the car. “You lock up, Honey. I’ll meet you in the bedroom. Don’t take too long,” her voice a soft purr.

		

		She went straight to their bedroom, pulling the covers down on the King-Sized bed. She was just starting to unzip the dress she’d worn, when Rob entered. He got the zipper for her, kissing the back of neck softly as he did. “I love you, Mel,” he whispered.

		

		“Mmmm… And, I love you. But, right now, I think I want you,” she purred. Shrugging the dress from her shoulders, letting it slide to the floor, she turned and kissed him. Her tongue driving inside his mouth, toying with him. Yes, she’d had eighteen cocks in her mouth tonight! Too bad, Rob, Baby. You need to taste me anyway, she thought. I did this because of you. All of it! She’d taken a couple of loads in her mouth tonight, too. Some of the members getting a little over eager.

		

		Beneath her dress, she was naked. Her well-used body pressed against him, as she kissed him. The only thing she still had on were her spike heels. A slight flush coming over her as she recalled using one of the expensive heels as a dildo earlier that night. OMG! I am such a slut!

		

		Mel began to undress him, her fingers tearing at the buttons of his shirt. She was like an animal in heat, lusting after her prey. It didn’t matter that she already had eighteen loads of cum inside of her, she wanted more! It was like she was insatiable after what she’d gone through. When he was naked, she kissed him one more time, then climbed into the bed. Shaking her ass, she looked back at him with a grin on her face. “Pick a hole, Baby! Any hole, I guarantee you, they’re all open and available,” she said brazenly.

		

		Rob was staring at her with wanton desire. She knew he could see her pussy, no doubt very red and swollen, openly revealed before him. Cum was leaking profusely from her by now, despite her earlier efforts to ‘clean’ herself. Rob wanted her, she could see it in his face. It was a picture of pure lust. He came up behind her, showing every intention of fucking her just like the slut she was. As he came near, the scent of her overwhelmed him. God, she reeked of it! She could see his hesitation, the torn look in his eyes. He wanted to fuck her. She knew he did. Wanted to shove that rampant cock of his into her swollen pussy. But there was something else burning there, too. She could see it, an unquenchable desire to ‘clean’ her! It was demeaning, it was humiliating, it was irresistible…

		

		He threw her down on the bed, his head diving between her legs. Melanie screamed as his tongue raked her swollen labia. An animalistic howl that could have been heard for miles as she exploded in orgasm. The most violent one she’d had all night. His tongue driving her insane, as if she had any sanity left after what she’d done. When he flicked her clit, she exploded again. Her body still trembling as he began to slide his tongue inside of well used cunt.

		

		Mel felt her pussy gush as his tongue slid inside of her, filling his mouth over and over, with every violent spasm of her body. Neither of them cared. Melanie constantly crying out above him, her juices filling his eager mouth as her body trembled. When he finally pulled away, his face covered with her milky excretions, she was gasping for breath. Rob kissing his way up her body, nursing from her swollen nipples. It was several minutes before she even returned to some semblance of normal. Her eyes still full of hunger as he finally moved his body between her wantonly spread legs.

		

		Melanie cried out again as his throbbing rod pierced her. Her swollen labia on fire, irritated by the oh so many other cocks tonight. Pain tearing through her as he drove deep inside of her. Her cum-slicked vaginal walls trying desperately to grip his pounding dick. The two of them lost in a passionate world of lust as his hard rod split her open. Eventually, she felt him fill her one more time. Load number nineteen, she thought wryly. Mel, feeling like a limp rag beneath him when he finally pulled out of her. Collapsing next to her, they lapsed into unconsciousness together.

		

		The next morning, she was still leaking cum from deep inside of her. Their bedding soaked through with the sticky ooze. Her body showing signs of the abuse she’d endured. Bruises on her breasts, hickies on her neck and shoulders, her pussy still brutally swollen. And, her tight little rosebud??!!! Ouch! Then, there were those bright red hand prints on her pale ass, still visible. They’d been a present from one of her anal absorbed paramours the night before. Rob had helped clean her that morning. Lovingly washing the sticky cum from her hair, a gift from an over eager lover.

		

		They didn’t really talk about it, they didn’t feel the need to. Life seemed to go back to some semblance of normalcy for them. Mel didn’t mess around at home, she just didn’t find the need. Her husband extremely attentive to her every want and desire, sexual or otherwise. On the road, though… Well, let’s just say she was now the number one sales rep for her company.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Rob had just finished mowing the lawn. When he came into the kitchen, Mel was standing there, an amused look on her face. “What’s up, Mel? You look like the cat that swallowed the canary or something,” he remarked.

		

		“Oh, you have no idea how close you are,” she laughed. “I just got a phone call. Remember those ‘business’ cards you made up for me? The ones I had at the… Uh… ‘Modeling’ session I did?”

		

		“Duh! It’s hard to forget that night, Mel. What’s up?” he asked warily.

		

		“I have a ‘modeling’ gig this afternoon,” she said brightly. “One of the members needs a nude model. He’s wants to try and duplicate your achievement of Photo of the Year.

		

		“He offered me three hundred dollars for the modeling session, and my standard rates for any further activities,” she grinned mischievously. “I hope you didn’t have any plans for later today. I have a feeling I’ll be wanting your special ‘cleaning’ services when I get home.”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about the adventures of Melanie and Rob, 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 look for my other stories and novellas as well.

		

		Many Thanks,

		

		Richard Carlisle
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