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


 


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


 


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




My Wife Negotiates My Promotion


 

 


The last thing I expected to see at the start of that night was my wife on her knees with her lips wrapped around my boss’s cock.



It had started out just like any other company event only with some added tension, at least on my end. One of our managers had transferred to another branch in the company, and our group was going to be filling the position from the inside through a promotion. I was certainly one of the top contenders for the spot, but there was a lot of competition. With two children to take care of I felt I could really use the pay raise, and if I didn’t get this promotion I wasn’t sure when the next opportunity for advancement would come along. The whole prospect of it was stressing me out, and I was a bit distracted going into the company party that night.



My wife Lily joined me, as she often does for these sorts of things. At the age of 41 she was still stunning, a tall, athletic blonde, whose face was almost untouched by age, and whose smile could still light up a room. She had dressed nicely for the event, as she always did. She wore a beautiful light blue dress that fell to just below her knees with a matching lacy top, and a belt that cinched nicely around her waist. Her hair was styled into wavy tresses, and her makeup was done just right.



Lily always drew looks whenever she attended these types of functions. I knew that Lily was hot, maybe even a bit out of my league, and it gave me a bit of an ego boost watching other men look at her, especially the ones who were higher up in the company. My boss, Mr. Stevens, was perhaps the worst when it came to letting his gaze lingered just a little too long on her.



He was maybe a decade older than my wife and I, but still looked to be in pretty good shape. He was a black man who, between his height, musculature, and deep voice, had quite an imposing presence. I didn’t exactly enjoy the way that he specifically would look at Lily, and I felt like a lot of the functions that she attended he would go out of his way to spend some time with her, chatting her up and sometimes even asking her to dance. It made me a little uncomfortable, but I wasn’t about to make a big deal about my boss wanting to talk to my wife, especially when he was never rude about it and never pushed the limits of decency.



As a good company wife, Lily of course would politely converse with Mr. Stevens and spend some time with him at every gathering she attended, but usually she would try not to spend too much time around just him, and would make her way back to me after not too long.



That night she spent significantly more time with him.



At first I didn’t notice. Mr. Stevens came over and complimented her, as he usually does, and the two of them slipped away to speak for little bit. I became distracted by some of my other colleagues who I fell into conversation with, speaking about business, and sports, you know, the usual things. But as the conversation wore on, I noticed that Lily And Mr. Stevens were still speaking privately.



I excused myself from the group I was speaking with and began to make my way over to my wife, but as I got closer to them, the DJ started playing some dancing music, and people began to make their way onto the dance floor at the center of the party room the company had rented for the event. I watched as Mr. Stevens held out his hand, and led Lily onto the dance floor. She smiled at him and followed along.



I stepped back, figuring I would butt in after Mr. Stevens had a danced with my wife. After all, as I said, it wasn’t uncommon for him to take a turn on the floor with her.



As I was waiting on the side of the dancing area, I got sucked into another conversation, this time with some of the higher-ups in the company. I smiled, made small talk, said the kinds of things I thought they would want to hear. I didn’t feel comfortable trying to get away from speaking to them, especially with the big promotion coming up. I figured any positive face time I could put in with people in the upper echelons of the company would help me out. Ultimately Mr. Stevens was going to be the one who would make the decision, but having his peers be able to say nice things about me couldn’t hurt.



I’m not sure how long I was caught speaking with that group of superiors, but by the time I finished I didn’t see my wife for Mr. Stevens on the dance floor. I began to make my way around the edges of the party room, scoping out the tables and the bar, but I didn’t see them anywhere. I pulled aside a waiter and asked if she had seen either of them, and she pointed to the side exit from the party room that let out into the hallway area of the venue.



The hallway area outside the room was empty, but having looked around the party room that the company was renting, I decided to stroll down it and see if the two of them had wandered off somewhere. The fact that they would seek to escape the party was already making me a little nervous. As I walked past another empty party room, I thought that maybe I was wasting my time. Maybe the waiter had been mistaken, and maybe I had missed them in another part of the room. Or maybe they had gone out another door and not come to this back area of the venue.



I was about to turn back, when I passed another event hall. Like the last one I had passed, it was empty, the insides dark. Or at least mostly dark. I could see a light on off to the side through a window in the room’s door. Curious, I opened the door to the party room slowly. Directly through the door the room was dark, but there was a side room, the door to which was open and from which the light I had seen was shining through. I let the door to the main room close as I walked in, and it creaked slightly behind me.



“What’s that?”



I froze as I heard my wife’s voice from the other room. I’m not exactly sure why didn’t say anything or keep moving forward, but judging from the sound of her voice it felt like I was catching her doing something she shouldn’t be, and I guess I wanted to find out what that was. I stood silently in the shadows of the main room, and then after a moment I heard my boss’s voice.



“It’s nothing,” he said. “Keep going.”



Keep going? I snuck quietly through the darkened event space. Near the open door into the side room there were several stacks of chairs. I crept up behind them and peered into the side room, my heart pounding, unsure what I was about to see.



It was certainly not something I had ever expected.



Mr. Stevens was standing with his pants pulled around his ankles. In front of him, on her knees, was Lily. Mr. Stevens had one of his hands entangled in her blonde hair, as she took his manhood into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down its length.



I stood stunned. Part of me wanted to rush in to the room and tear them away from each other. I felt the twisting of hurt and anger in my gut. I wanted to punch Mr. Stevens in the face, and at the same time I wanted to grab Lily and shake her and scream at her as loud as I could. But instead I stood rooted to my spot, peeking over the stacks of chairs and watching what unfolded.



Maybe it was because part of me knew attacking my boss would be a stupid idea, even with this type of provocation. Maybe it was because Lily seemed to be doing this of her own accord without any type of coercion, and I wanted to see exactly how far she would go. But for whatever reason I hesitated in taking any action, then I stood frozen in my spot, my mind trying to process what was going on.



“Oh, that’s good,” Mr. Stevens moaned. “You are a good cocksucker.”



Lily looked up into his eyes, as she continued to suck him, and moaned happily around his cock. After a moment, Mr. Stevens guided her mouth off of him, and took her hand to help her stand up. Seeing it fully revealed, I now realized how large he was, certainly larger than me, a fact that added more hurt to this event.



“I want to feel that pussy now,” he said, smiling at her.



“I bet you do,” my wife said, giving him a flirty smile. “I’ve noticed the way you look at me at all the company events. You’ve been wanting to do this for a while, haven’t you?”



“I certainly have,” he said. He smacked her ass, and pushed her playfully towards a table that was set up in the side room. “Now let me see that body of yours.”



Lily unzipped her dress and slowly let it slide to the floor. She stood in front of him in a set of matching lacy white underwear and her strappy heels. She reached behind her and unclasped the bra, dropping it onto the dress. She smiled at Mr. Stevens, as she put her hands under her tits and pushed them forward for him to see.



“You are just as ravishing as I had imagined,” Mr. Stephen said.



He stepped forward, taking her breasts in his hands. Then he leaned forward, and began to kiss her. Somehow watching them make out was worse than watching Lily go down on him. The intimacy of it made it twist in my gut all the more. Eventually Mr. Stevens broke off the kiss and bent down to take my wife’s tits in his mouth.



Lily’s head rolled back, her eyes closed, and she let out a gasp as she felt his mouth close around her nipples, First one and then the other. I knew she liked it when her breasts were played with like that, and it was strange to watch another man bringing her pleasure that way. But after a moment she put her hands gently on Mr. Stevens’ shoulders and pushed him back.



“We don’t have all night, baby,” she said, her voice still shaking with arousal.



She stepped back from him and turned so she was facing away from him. Then she bent over the table and thrust her ass back towards him. She looked almost like a porn star, her long statuesque legs propped up by her heels, her most private area covered only by her white panties pushed backwards for easy access. She looked back over her shoulder at Mr. Stevens, a comehither look on her face.



He didn’t waste any time. He stepped forward, pulling her panties aside, and then slowly inserting himself into my wife. They both let out low moans of pleasure, as he slowly worked his large, black dick into her pussy, his larger manhood stretching her out. They looked quite the pair, the strong black man standing behind the thin white woman, his dark skin contrasting with her pale as he took her.



I felt my cock pressing against my suit pants as I watch the two of them having sex. For a moment I wondered at my reaction, but then I pushed the thought out of my head. It was all part of the jumble. The hurt, the anger, the betrayal, the arousal. It was all mixed up inside me.



“Oh God! Oh yes! Oh yes! Yes! Yes!”



My wife let out her gasps of pleasure in hoarse whispers, trying not to make too much noise. Mr. Stevens’ breathing became heavier and heavier as he thrust himself faster and faster into her.



“Oh yes! Keep going, baby!” my wife said, looking back over her shoulder my boss.



“Uh huh! Oh yeah!” he grunted as he thrust into her. “You like this black cock?”



“Yes! Yes, I love it!” my wife moaned.



“Much better than your husband’s, isn’t it?” Mr. Stevens said.



“Yes! So much better!”



It was another twist in the gut, hearing those words, but at the same time my cock twitched again in my pants. I wasn’t sure if Lily meant what she was saying, or if she was saying it for Mr. Stevens’ benefit, but either way it was somehow turning me on, even though it hurt to hear her say it.



“Oh, this white married pussy is so good!” Mr. Stevens said. “I’m going to fill you up, baby!”



“Do it, baby!” Lily said, her face contorted with pleasure. “Cum for me!”



With a loud grunt Mr. Stevens thrust his hips forward one last time, embedding himself in my wife, and leaning over her prone frame on the table. My wife let out a loud moan as he finished inside her. Then they stood there over the table, both of them breathing heavily. I knew that Lily was on birth control, but it still felt somehow like a violation, or even more of a violation, that she had let another man cum inside her.



After a few moments Mr. Stevens stepped back, letting his flaccid penis slide out of my wife with a soft pop. Lily quickly shifted her panties back into place, probably to make sure that none of my boss’s semen would run down her legs.



“Well, Mrs. Bradford, that was even more enjoyable than I thought it would be,” Mr. Stevens said, as he pulled up his pants and put his cock away.



“So John will get the promotion?” Lily asked, as she put her bra back on.



So that’s what this is all about? She was fooling around with Mr. Stevens to make sure that I got promoted? It was another fact that slipped into my muddled state of emotions.



“All business, I like that,” Mr. Stevens said with a chuckle. “Yes, he will get the promotion. And once he does I expect to hear from you so you can keep showing me how thankful you are.”



“As we agreed,” Lily said, smiling at him.



“Then we have a deal,” Mr. Stevens said.



He stepped up to her, and they embraced, sealing the deal with the kiss. After a few moments, Lily pulled away, kissing him on the cheek just before she stepped back.



“We should probably get back to the party before we’re missed,” she said, adjusting her hair.



“Right you are,” Mr. Stevens said. “We can’t have your husband getting suspicious now can we?”



Lily quickly put her dress back on, smoothing it out so that it looked as natural as possible. They each gave each other a once over to make sure nothing was too out of place, and then the two of them walked out for the side room, turning off the light as they went. I stood still behind the chairs, hidden even more now by the shadows as they walked past.



I waited alone in the darkness of the empty event room after they left. I knew I couldn’t have myself being discovered now. Having Lily or Mr. Stevens know that I had stood there and watched when I could’ve stepped in and intervened would possibly be even worse than if I had come forward and try to stop things initially.



As I stood there in the dark, my mind raced over what had just happened. My wife was now trading sex to get me promoted at my company. The thought of it left me angry and confused. Having seen her with my boss left me feeling disappointed and betrayed. But at the same time I somehow felt strangely aroused, my cock still hard after witnessing the two of them together. I had no idea what I was supposed to think, or what I was supposed to do. I had never thought she would cheat on me and was totally mentally unprepared.



After waiting for what I deemed enough time, I snuck out of the empty party room and made my way back into the company party, through a different door than the one I had left, so as not to a raise any sort of suspicion.



“Hey, honey,” Lily said, approaching me almost as soon as I entered the room. “I was looking for you.”



“Yeah, I went for a walk,” I said lamely.



“Okay,” she said, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek with the same lips that had so recently been around my boss’s cock. I did my best not to step back.



“Why don’t we get out of here?” she asked, smiling at me. “It’s getting a bit late, and I’m sure the babysitter wants to go home.”



“Yeah,” I said. “Yeah, let’s do that.”



We made our quick rounds of saying goodbye to my coworkers. I of course had to say goodbye to Mr. Stevens, and force myself to shake the hand of the man who had just fucked my wife. He smiled at me as if nothing was amiss, and said how good it was to see me. He and Lily hugged briefly before we left, and I saw little look passed between them. If I hadn’t caught them in the act of consummating their deal, I doubt I would’ve noticed it.



The ride back home was mostly silent. My hands were tight on the wheel, and I could barely bring myself to look at Lily. Part of me still wanted to confront her about what I’d seen, but the jumble of thoughts and feelings in my head made it difficult. Knowing that she was in part doing this to help me made it hurt a little less, but it was still a stinging betrayal. And then, I think, there was an element of shame in me as well. Shame that I had not stepped in and stopped what was going on immediately, and shame about the arousal I felt as I was watching them, the arousal I was still feeling as my mind recycled the images of them together during the drive.



Lily didn’t speak much either during most of the ride home. Maybe she was replaying her actions in her mind the same way I was. Perhaps she was relishing in the enjoyment of the experience, or perhaps she was wracked with guilt and trying to rationalize what she had done. Or maybe she just wasn’t thinking about it all. I wasn’t really sure, and the few times I looked over at her, her face remained placidly calm. She made a couple attempts at conversation, but I answered all her questions curtly, and they petered out.



After arriving home, paying the babysitter, and checking quickly on the kids to make sure they were asleep, we retired to the bedroom to start getting ready for bed.



“I’m going to hop in the shower real quick, baby,” Lily said. “I feel like I need to clean off a little.”



I bet she did, but I didn’t say anything. I just nodded and continued to get out of my suit. I stripped down to my boxers and climbed into bed, Just lying there staring at the ceiling and listening to the sound of the shower running. I still didn’t know what I wanted to do. Should I tell her what I saw? Threaten to leave her?



I was still lying there thoughts running through my head when I felt the bed shift. Lily was climbing in next to me. I’d been so wrapped up in thought, I hadn’t even noticed the shower shutting off. She sat on the bed smiling down to me, a bathrobe wrapped around her body. She ran a hand gently through my hair.



“Are you okay?” she asked. “You’ve barely said anything at all since we left the party.”



“Do I still make you happy?”



The question just sort of slipped out, but in that moment I realized it was also the question that cut to the heart of the matter. I could, in some ways, understand why she might take action to get me the promotion, but I was truly wondering if that was the only motivation behind it.



“Of course, baby,” she said. She took my hands in hers, and lay down on the bed next to me so that we were eye to eye. “You are a wonderful husband.”



“Did you ever want to be with someone else?” I asked.



“No!” she said. “Why are you asking this?”



“What if I don’t get the promotion?” I asked. “Would you still want to be here?”



“I love you, and I love our family,” she said, running a hand along my cheek. “I don’t want to be anywhere else. Yes, the pay raise will help us, but at the end of the day as long as we’re together that’s all that matters to me.”



I let her pull me into a hug, my head pressed against her bosom. I closed my eyes and felt her fingers running gently through my hair.



“I’ll always be here, baby,” she said. “You need to stop worrying so much.”



“Do I still make you happy, you know, in bed?” I asked, raising my head to face her again.



“Yes,” she said, smiling at me. She leaned in and whispered in my year, “no one has ever made me feel like you do.”



She brought her lips down to mine, and we began kissing. The same lips had just been on my boss’s mouth and wrapped around his cock, but somehow I drank them in. I felt myself growing hard again as we made out, my hands working to open the bathroom get her naked. I felt a sudden urge to take her, to use her, to reclaim her.



I brought my lips to her breasts, as I pulled the bathrobe open. She let out a moan. My hand explored downward, fingers finding their way inside her. She thrust her hips up giving me easier access. She was wet already. I pulled the bathrobe from her body and flipped her around so she was on her stomach. The image of Mr. Stevens taking her ran through my mind, as I lined my manhood up with her entrance. She cried out in pleasure as I drove into her from behind, entering her fully on the first thrust. I grabbed a handful of her hair, and set a fast pace.



“Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes! Take me, baby!”



I reached a hand around and began to massage her clit, as I drove into her. She looked back at me, her mouth open wide in pleasure, her fingers entangled in the bedsheets as she gripped them tightly.



“Oh God yes! I’m cumming!”



She let out a loud wail, and I felt her spasming around my cock. With all of the pent-up anger, anxiety, and arousal from the night, feeling her orgasm proved too much for me, and I began to shoot inside of her. I let out a loud groan, as I felt I my cock begin to pulse, semen gushing from it and into her.



When I was done, I rolled off of her, lying on the bed again and staring at the ceiling. A moment later I felt her press her body up against my, her head lying on my chest. She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me tight, kissing me on the chest. I felt the warmth of her body next to mine, and slowly brought my arms around her.



“Your cock feels so good,” she said, smiling. “It fits so perfectly inside me. I’ve never been with anyone better.” She kissed my chest. “So yes, you still make me happy.”



“Good,” I said, letting out a long breath.



“I love you so much, baby,” she said. “I don’t ever want to be anywhere else. Can you just hold me like this tonight? I want to feel close to you. I want to feel safe.”



“I love you too,” I said, holding her tighter. I still wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about everything, but feeling her body pressed up against mine and hearing the reassurances of her words put be a peace for that moment. Slowly, we drifted off to sleep.


 


X-X-X


 


Unsurprisingly, I did end up getting the promotion. Not only was I thankful for that due to the pay increase, but it it also meant I had to spend less time around Mr. Stevens. He never did or said anything to let on that he had done anything with Lily, which I was thankful for, but it was still difficult being around the man who, in all likelihood, was still sleeping with my wife. Of course, if I wanted to keep this job, there wasn’t much I could do about it.



As for Lily, I never did confront her about what I saw. I had toyed with the idea of it, and for a few days after the company party, and during some of my darker moments, I had toyed with the idea of even leaving her. But in the end I didn’t want to break up our family, and she never stopped being a doting mother or an affectionate wife. In fact, I think she was even more affectionate after making her deal with Mr. Stevens. She probably felt guilty about what she was doing, and I was willing to reap some of the benefits of that.



Still, I always had that needling suspicion about what she was up to whatever she one out on her own, claimed she was going to meet a friend, or was acting just a little bit off. I wondered if that was one of the days where she had one to meet with Mr. Stevens. Funnily enough, those were also the days we had some of our best sex. My mind, filled with fantasies of them together during those moments of suspicion. Were they sneaking off to motel together? Did she go over to his place while his wife was away? Or did she even have him over to our house? Certainly there were days I was working, he was off, and the kids would’ve been at school.



I could see him taking her as she lay beneath him in bed, or bending her over some piece of furniture to ravish her, or having her ride him as he sat beneath her. I imagined that massive cock impaling her as she moaned in pleasure, talking dirty to him and telling him how good he was. I don’t know if Lily had been with him on any or even most of the days where I got suspicious and my mind began to form those wild scenarios, but they still energized me somehow to take her. For awhile I felt ashamed about my strange fantasies of them together, but slowly I simply accepted them, knowing that they fueled our sex life and made it even more passionate.



Maybe there’s something wrong with me, but for the moment things seem to be working out okay between Lily and I. Right at this moment I don’t see any reason to rock the boat.


 

 


The End


 

 

 

 

 


Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my other “My Wife” stories:


 



My Wife Entertains a House Guest



 


It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn’t into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much…


 


Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich?
 
Click here

 to find out…


 

 


 
My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me



 


It’s late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It’s not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?


 


Want to find out if it does?
 
 
Click here

 to find out…


 

 


Or, if you want something a little different, consider checking out my mind control stories, also featuring the sexual adventures of married women…


 

 


 
The Old Man and the Magic Pendant



 


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


 


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

 to find out…


 

 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Porn Star Bet



 


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



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



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



Flash.



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



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



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



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



Flash.



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



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


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading…


 

 


Excerpt from
 
The Call Girl App



 


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



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



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



Are you available?



Yes.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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


 

 



Click here

 to keep reading…


 

 


Excerpt from
 
Becoming Roxy



 

 


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



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



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



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



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



“I…um…”



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



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



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



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



“Oh, thank you!”



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



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



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



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



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



“I…”



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



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



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



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



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



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.
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Excerpt from
 
The Morpheus Spell, Part 1



 

 


Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



She came.



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



But it didn’t come.
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