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"Jack, I am
not
telling you how many men I’ve slept with!"
Harriet was indignant but she was grinning, too. We were both a little drunk.
"You can have
my
number, anytime," I told her.
"Who says I want to know your number? I don’t want a list of all the …."—I could tell she was about to say
sluts,
but Harriet’s not that sort of woman—"women
you slept with back in college."
My wife is thirty and I’m two years older. We’d been married for seven years and it had taken us this long—and a bottle of champagne and some serious stress—to have this conversation. My wife was normally so uptight about sex. But that night, both of us were acting a little crazy. It was our way of putting our problems out of our mind.
"Six," I said, in order to move things along.
She gaped at me. "Wah—wait! I said I didn’t want to know!"
"Too late." I grinned. "Now you know. Now you have to tell me your number."
"What?! That’s not fair! I didn’t agree to those terms!"
I refilled her half-empty glass. The champagne was the good stuff, but I didn’t care. We were so far in debt, it wasn’t going to make any difference.
Things had started going wrong about six months before. As an architect, I’d been making good money. I’d met Harriet at college and married her three years after I graduated. I’d started to take on bigger projects and, when the property crash happened, I’d sunk everything we had into buying up apartments with the intention of doing them up and selling them for a fat profit.
But both of us had been too hungry, too eager. We’d left ourselves with too little to live on, putting all our savings and most of Harriet’s advertising exec salary into the mortgages.  Then, when bills started coming in, it had been just too tempting to put them on our credit cards, thinking we’d soon be able to sell one of the apartments and pay it all off.
Contractor costs ran over and we’d started to panic, putting one after another of the apartments on ice until we had just one we were redeveloping. Then the remodel on
that
went over budget and we had to stop when it was ninety-percent complete. Now, we were starting to panic about paying our own mortgage at the end of the month. We’d gone from building a property empire to worrying about the roof over our own heads.
How did it all go wrong so quickly?!
This night away had been an attempt to let off some much-needed steam. We’d both been working crazy hours and neither of us was sleeping well. Sometimes I’d lie there in bed, staring at the ceiling and worrying about bills, knowing that Harriet was doing the exact same thing next to me. At least that had led to some late-night sex sessions. That was a much-needed bonus because, after seven years of marriage, things were starting to get a little stale.
I shook my head in wonderment. As I looked at her now, biting her lip as she debated whether to give me "her number," I couldn’t understand how sex with her could
ever
get stale. My wife was gorgeous. Long, silky blonde hair that fell to her mid back. A cute, delicate nose and big green eyes that gave her an innocent look.
She had perfect, full breasts that had been the envy of many girls at college and now many of her female friends and a slender waist honed by endless aerobics classes and the rowing machine at our house—her way of working off stress.  She was 5’7", but most of her height was in her legs, long and shapely and leading your eyes up to a high, pert ass. She looked great even in flat shoes, but in heels, like she wore tonight, the effect was mouthwatering. Every time she crossed or uncrossed those nylon-covered legs, I completely lost my train of thought.
The night away was probably exactly what we needed, but it was something we never would have been able to justify, given our money problems. Fate had intervened in the shape of Eddie, my old college friend. His job had taken him all over the country, staying in hotels almost every night. He’d racked up hundreds of thousands of hotel points with one of the big chains, but had no time to spend them. "Besides,” he’d grumbled to me, "when I go on vacation, the last thing I want to do is stay in the same goddamn chain!”
When he’d needed a quick favor—a trained architect to sign off on some plans for his house renovations—I’d done it without expecting anything in return. But Eddie had transferred the entire, bulging account of hotel points into my name. "Take that wife of yours away," he’d ordered me.
It was complete overkill—enough points to stay in a luxury hotel for a solid month. But I gratefully accepted and now we were enjoying a mini-vacation—a night away from our house, our normal lives and our problems.
"Eight," Harriet said suddenly.
"Eight?!"
She’s slept with eight guys?!
I realized my eyes had gone wide.
Shit, no! Don’t act shocked!
But it was too late. Harriet was already flushing. "No, not eight," she stammered. "Wait. Five."
"No, it’s fine!"
"Honestly! Five! Three of them were, um…" Her cheeks were flaring red and I could have slapped myself for reacting the way I did. I’d started this game and now I’d gone and embarrassed her, which hadn’t been my intention at all. The irony was that I wasn’t horrified. Surprised, sure, because I’d had no idea my wife was that...experienced. But I wasn’t horrified. In fact, I was….
I swallowed. I was kind of turned on. Maybe it was the champagne, but….
I reached across the table and grabbed Harriet’s hand. "Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to look shocked. I’m
not
shocked. Just a little...I didn’t realize you had that many boyfriends before me." Then a horrible thought occurred to me. "Wait...they
were
all before me, right?" I was half-joking as I said it, but I still tensed up. I trusted my wife absolutely, but she
was
gorgeous. I knew she had plenty of male admirers at her office and even amongst our friends.
Harriet burst out laughing, but sounded relieved at the same time. "Yes! God, yes, of course they were before you!"
I sat back in my seat, looking at her. God, she was beautiful. I swore she didn’t look any different than when she’d graduated. She still had the same amazing body, that delicious combination of hard and soft. She still had the long, loose hair and she still had that gleam in those big, innocent eyes that seemed to go almost liquid when she got aroused. As I ran my eyes over the deep cleavage revealed by the neckline of her cocktail dress, I could feel myself hardening in my pants. We’d both dressed up for the night and I liked to think I looked pretty good in my charcoal-gray suit. But Harriet looked amazing.
"Who were they?" I asked. I hadn’t been planning to ask that. It just sort of slipped out.
She blushed again, but this time it was a different kind of blush. The same blush she got in bed, sometimes, when I asked her to share one of her fantasies with me. An
I don’t want to tell you but I kind of do
blush. "You know. Guys." She squirmed in her seat.
"Guys?
Who?"
"Why are you so interested?"
I didn’t want to admit that I was turned on. I didn’t even know
why
I was turned on. "I just want to know you," I said. "All of you." I leaned forward again. "It’s okay! I‘m not angry or anything. Just tell me."
She sort of squirmed again, her pert ass pushing further back in her chair, her thighs squeezing together. She bit her lip and looked around us to make sure no one was listening. But we’d settled in a quiet corner of the hotel lounge, quite a way from the bar itself and the huddle of suited guys around it.
"My first was just after I started college, when I was a freshman. Scott. Then there was Harry, later that year. And Dean—he was just a one-night stand. Max was a one-night stand, too, and so was Jack.” She flushed. “I went through sort of a stage, that month."
"That
month?!
All three were—"
She looked up at me, wide-eyed.
"Sorry. I didn’t mean to—Go on."
She swallowed. "Then there was Zane. We dated for about a month."
"Zane?" I frowned. "I don’t remember anyone at college called Zane."
"Oh, he wasn’t at college. He was a biker."
I‘d picked up my champagne again and was sipping it. Now I did a spit-take. "You dated a biker?!"
She lowered her eyes, embarrassed again...but smiling at the memory. "I was young, okay? A young college girl away from home, and I thought it was all dangerous and exciting. And he wasn’t a bad guy, you know? A little flaky, and he drank a little too much sometimes, but he had a good heart. Anyway then there was Mike—that didn’t go well, we only lasted about three dates. And then Quinn—"
"Wait, wait!"
She stopped. "What?" She bit her lip. "You want me to stop?"
"No!" I said it so firmly she actually jerked back in surprise. I surprised myself, too, and I had to pause for a second to get my thoughts straight. "Tell me about them."
"You want me to tell you about my boyfriends?"
"I want you to tell me about the sex." It came out in a rush and then the words hung there between us.
"You want to hear about
that?" She sat back in her chair and stared at me. "I would have thought that’s the one thing you
wouldn’t
want to hear about."
Is this weird,
I wondered. I guess I should have been jealous, but I wasn’t. The idea of my wife having sex with some other guy was just...the hottest thing in the world.
"It’s a turn on," I said. I lowered my head so much as I said it, I’m surprised she managed to hear me.
She stared at me for a few seconds...and then a strange, hesitant smile twitched her lips. “Really?”
I nodded.
She squirmed in her seat again, her stockinged thighs hypnotizing. And it was there, right there, that our lives changed. Everything that would follow could be traced back to my admitting that it turned me on, and her finding that telling me turned
her
on.
“Quinn,” she said, much more slowly than before. “He was in a band. God, the band was awful, looking back, but at the time I thought they were amazing, and I just must be too uncool to
get
them,
you know? Sort of thrash metal with lyrics about revolution.” She shook her head at the memory. “But he had this really dark brown hair—like almost black—and he had the best gray eyes I’ve ever seen. I used to wait backstage at gigs—nowhere big, they were playing bars and stuff—and he’d come off stage, guitar still on his back, and push me up against the wall—”
I caught my breath.
He pushed her up against a wall!
I imagined her, in a denim skirt and one of those tight t-shirts she used to wear as a college student.
Harriet had lowered her voice, now, but it didn’t matter. She could have dropped it to a whisper and I still would have heard her because every other sound in the hotel lounge  had ceased to exist to me. I was a hundred percent locked onto her, glued to every syllable. “We’d be in the corridor—I mean
right
next to the stage, and he’d shove his hand up my skirt and feel my legs and then—” She hesitated, tilting her head to one side. “You
sure
you want to hear this?”
I nodded. I didn’t dare speak. I was suddenly more turned on than I’d ever been in my life. Why hadn’t we done this years ago?!
“Then he’d rub me a little and put his fingers up inside me.”
“You were wet?” My voice was strained.
She looked up into my eyes. “...yes. I always was, by the time they finished their set. Because I knew what was going to happen as soon as he finished that last song. Sometimes they’d do an encore and I’d be almost hopping from foot to foot, backstage.”
I took a deep breath, imagining it. “Go on.”
“Well, then he’d pull my skirt up a little and push my panties to the side, and he’d whip his cock out and—” She reddened, but she was breathing quicker, too. “He’d shove it up into me. He’d pull my top up over my boobs so he could squeeze them while he fucked me. Sometimes my bra, too.”
“Jesus. He actually fucked you—”
“Right there in the corridor, yeah. I mean no one could see from the bar, but we could hear them - they were only just”—she indicated a point about eight feet away from us—”there.
But we were kind of private, as long as no one walked past.” She suddenly flushed and dropped her eyes.
“What? Someone walked past?”
“Once or twice. Other people in the band, or someone who worked in the bar. Usually guys.”
“What did you do?” The whole thing had sprung to vivid life in my mind. I could see her, her naked back against the bare concrete wall, a tight green t-shirt hauled up above those full, pale breasts with their pink, pencil-eraser nipples. I could see Quinn, lean and wiry, his hands on her breasts as he pumped his hips into her. I looked at the place where they joined, but I couldn’t quite visualize a cock entering her—it was something I’d never seen except in first-person, when it was me fucking her. But just trying to imagine it, just the hazy image, had me harder than I could remember ever being.
She flushed and looked down at the table, then drank some champagne while she worked up the courage to continue. “When someone walked past...we kept going.” She looked up at me. “I mean, it wasn’t like
that.
We weren’t putting on a show or anything. We just—you know...if they wanted to watch for a few seconds, as they walked past, so be it.”
I imagined being one of those other guys in the band who’d lusted after Harriet. I imagined finding an excuse to walk along the corridor, knowing she’d be there. Walking as slowly as I could, drinking in every detail of her heaving breasts, of her thighs spread wide around my buddy’s plunging ass. Memorizing it all so that I could jerk off to it later.
More than anything else, I wanted to be that guy.
My wife blinked, suddenly embarrassed, as if realizing how much she’d told me. “Anyway,” she said. “That’s what it was like with Quinn.” She looked at me. “Was that okay?”
“Better than okay,” I said. “Awesome.”
She smirked. “Are you imagining being Quinn, now? Taking me up against a wall?”
I nodded, because I didn’t know what else to say. The truth was, though, I wasn’t imagining me fucking her. I was getting off on the idea that another guy—not some fantasy figure but
Quinn,
a real guy, a guy who even now was walking around in the world somewhere—had fucked her. I stared at her body through the dress, thinking of the panties she was wearing. Thinking of the ones just like it that had been pulled aside by Quinn’s fingers. Of Quinn’s cock sliding between those soft, pink lips—
“Can you tell me about the others?” I asked. “Zane? Mike?”
She was looking at me with half-bemused, half-amused smile, but her eyes were shining with arousal. It was the horniest I’d seen her in months. “I guess.”
I grinned and then raised one hand to stop her before she started. “I have to go take a leak,” I said. I looked at our glasses. I still had some champagne left, because I’d been sitting there open-mouthed, listening to her speak. Harriet’s, though, was empty because she’d been sipping it to cover her embarrassment. “You want another drink?”
She looked across at the bar, still packed with businessmen. There were a few women there, too, in dresses not dissimilar to Harriet’s. “I might get myself one more glass of something,” she said.
I hurried off to the bathroom. The night was turning out so much better than I’d thought it could. I’d thought it would just be an escape for a few hours—maybe the champagne and the fancy room would lead to sex for the first time in weeks but, the next day, we’d be back to our money problems and our stale sex life. But this was something else. I’d discovered a whole new world. I don’t mean discovering that my wife had a sexual history—I’m not dumb,
of course
she’d slept with other guys before me. The revelation was that it turned me on.
The thought of her on her back in a dorm room, breasts bouncing as some guy thrust inside her. Or her in some guy’s beat-up car, straddling him, kissing him wildly as she impaled herself on him. Or in some alley with Zane, the biker, bent over his bike as he plunged into her from behind.
I pushed open the door and headed into the men’s room I realized that I was so damn hard, I was actually going to have to wait a minute before I could piss. This was all happening so fast. I was starting to realize that this must have been lying dormant in me, undiscovered and just waiting to be tapped into. God, if we’d never had that drunken conversation, it might have lain there for another decade...maybe forever.
I looked at myself in the mirror. Not a bad looking guy. Pretty average, I guess. Still in good shape and I dressed pretty well—as an architect, you’re sort of expected to.
Normal.
But was
this
normal? Getting turned on thinking about her exes? Shouldn’t I be getting annoyed? I was pretty sure my buddies hated to think of their wives with anyone else. It wasn’t something I’d ever been aware of before, but then the subject hadn’t ever come up—Harriet had always been pretty tight-lipped about her sex life before me...until the champagne had made her talkative.
I thought of her out there in the hotel lounge in her sexy outfit, and I couldn’t stop thinking about some other guy’s hands unfastening the zipper at the back of her dress. His eyes watching it slide down her body and drinking in those magnificent full, creamy breasts. Him pushing down his pants as Harriet lay back on the bed for him and spread her legs.
It hit me like a sledgehammer: I wasn’t just enjoying thinking about her past; I was getting hard thinking about another man taking her
now,
as my wife.
I stared at my reflection. Was I thinking about her
cheating
on me?! No...not cheating. That still felt wrong, totally wrong, just as it always had. I couldn’t bear the thought of her going behind my back. But the idea of her sleeping with someone else and then telling me about it...that
was
a turn on.
And...Jesus, what if I actually
watched?!
What if I could actually see him undress her, spread her...penetrate
her?
I blinked a few times. The whole thing was stupid, of course. We were married and I didn’t want Harriet to cheat on me. What else was there?
Swinging?!
I didn’t know much about it, but the image in my head was of hairy-chested men with gold medallions, swapping wives at parties in the seventies. No way!
This would just have to be a fantasy...and maybe I could get Harriet to tell me some more stories from her past.
I realized I’d been zoning out in the bathroom for way too long. I was still almost too hard to piss, but I got it done and headed back to meet Harriet.
I was in a weird kind of mood. Happy that I’d discovered this new turn-on; annoyed that it was something we’d never really be able to indulge, except through stories of Harriet’s exes.
Maybe we should ration them out. There were only eight of them and we’ve already had one. One a month? Mike, next, or should we go straight to Zane, the biker?
It seemed ironic that I’d only discovered this kink of mine once we were happily married. If I’d known back in our college days, we could have had all kinds of adventures. Now, all we could do was talk about it...while trying to forget our money problems.
And then I walked back into the hotel lounge and the sight in front of me stopped me dead.
I was about to discover a whole new way of living out my fantasy, one that would change both our lives forever.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Harriet wasn’t at our table in the corner. She was at the hotel bar. That made sense—she’d said she was going to get another drink. And the bar was busy enough that I wasn’t surprised she’d sat down on a bar stool while she waited to be served.
What shocked me was the guy next to her, and what he was doing.
He was one of the businessmen who’d been propping up the bar all evening, though he looked tipsy rather than falling-down drunk. He was about forty, fairly lean with black hair and a sharp suit. From his perfect tan, his silk tie and the Rolex I could see flashing from across the room, he was loaded. The sort of guy who owns a villa somewhere and maybe a yacht. The sort of lifestyle I wanted for us, and that we’d been heading towards before it all went wrong.
He was turned sideways on his stool, facing her. And my wife had turned a little way towards him, maybe just to be polite. He was leaning in to her, chatting away, and she was smiling pleasantly. She didn’t seem to be flirting back, but I knew that she was friendly enough and open enough that she didn’t really need to. Guys don’t  need a lot of encouragement, especially when they’ve had a few drinks. If the woman doesn’t actually tell them to go fuck themselves, they presume they have a shot.
A smile touched my lips. So he thought she was single, and was trying to chat her up? I could understand that. She
was
gorgeous and, in that dress, she was hard to resist. Surely he’d seen her wedding ring, though?
I looked again. Harriet had her phone in her left hand. She liked to play around with it when she was on her own, a kind of social prop and, with it resting in her palm, the fingers of her left hand were covered. Maybe he
didn’t
know she was married. And Harriet would probably be too polite to say something, as long as he was just flirting. Hell, maybe she was even enjoying it. All women love a little attention and, as long as he didn’t try to touch her or anything….
I could feel myself getting a little jealous, but a little turned on, too. It wasn’t like fantasizing about one of her exes—I mean, obviously they weren’t going to have sex or anything. But seeing him surreptitiously glancing down at those firm, shapely thighs under their gleaming coating of nylon and watching his eyes rake over the swell of her breasts in the tight dress...it was kind of the next best thing. A part of me, crazily, actually wanted her to have some moment of madness and run off with him, so that she could have sex with him and then tell me about it the next morning. I shook my head, astonished with myself.
Jesus, imagine that!
I took a step forward, intending to go and greet her at the bar, and probably give the guy chatting her up a heart attack as he realized his mistake. But, when I was still six feet away, everything changed. I saw him glance around to check no one was listening and then lean into her and murmur something to her in a low voice. Instantly, Harriet’s expression changed. She’d looked a little dreamy, tipsy from the champagne and heavy-lidded with arousal. Now her eyes snapped wide and she stared at the guy in horror. Her polite smile stayed in place but it took on a plastic quality. The guy seemed to be waiting for an answer and, at last, she gave him one.
I was close enough to hear, now. She said, “Maybe some other time.”
The guy blinked at her, surprised and just a little annoyed. But then he sighed, drained the last of his drink and wandered off.
I came up behind Harriet. Her eyes were glued to the man’s departing back, her mouth open. When I touched her, she spun around with a little yelp.
“Sorry!” I said quickly. “Didn’t mean to scare you. Is everything okay? What did he want?”
She stared at me for a moment, speechless, and then said. “Fine. Can we go up to the room?”
She looked...weird.
Slightly pale and shaky, her eyes wide in disbelief.
I frowned. “Honey, what did he say to you?” My hands balled into fists. Had he called her some name? Offended her? I was ready to chase after him and pound him into the ground.
“No! Nothing like that! Just—Let’s get out of here. Please?”
I nodded quickly, still confused, and took her hand. We got in the elevator and headed up and I tried to work out what the hell was going on. I didn’t want to freak my wife out by staring at her, so I looked at our reflections in the mirrored wall in front of us. She still had that same expression—pale and shocked—but, every few seconds, she’d give an amazed little smile, and then go back to
shocked.
And, when she smiled, she squeezed her thighs together.
When we were back in our room, I sat her down on the huge bed. She sat back, kicking her legs out in front of her, but didn’t take her shoes off. She wasn’t talking, but she wasn’t grabbing me for sex, either. She seemed to be just...processing. “Harriet...what is it?” I asked. “What did he say?”
My voice seemed to finally cut through her reverie. She flushed a deep red and shook her head. “It’s nothing. Just a mistake.”
“What
mistake? He thought you were single?” I shook my head. “Honey, if he chatted you up a little....that’s okay. I don’t mind.” I was a little jealous, but surely she knew I wasn’t the kind to fly into a rage about it—certainly not with
her!
“It wasn’t that. I mean, he was kind of chatting me up—at least, I thought he was. But it wasn’t what I thought. He.....”
I gently sat down next to her on the bed. “What?”
She swallowed. “He thought I was an escort.”
I stared at her for several seconds. “He
WHAT?!”
She turned and looked at me, her eyes huge. “I think it was because....you know, sitting alone at the bar, and—” She looked down at her low-cut dress.
“But that doesn’t mean you’re an escort!” My shock was giving way to anger, now. “He can’t just harass women like that! You’ve got every right to sit there and—”
She swallowed. “I think, um...it’s this hotel. I think it’s common, here.” There was no one but us in the room, but she still lowered her voice. “I think there were a couple of other women there at the bar who
were
escorts.”
I frowned. Now I thought about it, there
had
been a couple of other women in sexy dresses at the bar. I’d assumed they were with the businessmen—girlfriends or wives. “But this is a high-end place,” I said. “You don’t expect...hookers wandering around!” I felt awful. I’d brought my wife to this place and some creep had degraded her.
Harriet shook her head. “Not hookers. Escorts. High-end. Like, a thousand dollars a night.”
My eyes bugged out. “A thousand—That’s crazy! No one pays a thousand dollars a night!”
She nodded firmly. “They do. We’re not talking streetwalkers here, leaning up against a lamppost. It’s all designer dresses and classy hotel rooms. It makes sense they’d be in a place like this. It’s where all the guys with money stay when they’re away on business.”
“But a thousand dollars a night? How do you know that?”
She flushed again, dropping her eyes. “Um. Well, for one thing, I saw the dresses those other girls were wearing. They must be earning a
lot
to afford them….” She trailed off.
“Go on,” I said.
She swallowed. “And...that’s what he offered me.”
“He
what?!
He actually
propositioned
you?!”
Harriet was staring straight ahead of her, now, not meeting my eyes. Her chest was rising and falling as she took in quick little breaths, her breasts hypnotizing. “He said,
how about a thousand dollars for the night?”
She swallowed again. “It wasn’t like some big revelation. He just said it casually, and that’s when I realized that all the stuff he’d been saying: asking how I was doing and telling me how hot I looked...that wasn’t to chat me up, like I thought. We were talking business, from the very first second he came over.”
Hot rage exploded inside me. I wanted to run straight back downstairs and smash my fist into the guy’s face. How dare he! How dare he mistake my wife for a hooker, even if it was some classy kind! A hooker was still a hooker. A
whore.
Jesus, if I ever got my hands on him—
I looked at Harriet, about to put my hand on her shoulder to comfort her. That’s when I noticed that she was still staring straight ahead of her. It was almost as if she’d forgotten I was there, for a second. She was just re-running the scene in her mind.
And she was smiling, just as she had in the elevator. Quick little smiles that were almost instantly banished, followed by a blush.
“You...liked it,” I said stupidly.
That got her attention. She twisted to face me. “What?!
No!”
But she flushed even more as she said it. “Of course I didn’t!”
But she couldn’t quite meet my eyes. She kept looking down at her lap, twisting her hands together and then glancing up at me to see if it was safe, yet. God, she’d never looked more beautiful, her pink lips shining, her huge eyes liquid with a mixture of arousal and nerves. “I mean—You know. Not—Well.” Her voice grew very small. “Kinda.”
I just sat there staring.
“I mean, no,” she said quickly. “It was embarrassing. I felt...dirty,
when he said it. But then afterwards, in the elevator, I sort of thought...he’s saying that he’d pay
a thousand dollars
for one night with me. He thinks I’m that beautiful.”
“You
are
that beautiful,” I said, astonished. “Do you not realize that? You were easily the best looking out of those women.”
“Stop,” she said. “I’m not. They’re younger.”
“If they are, then they didn’t look it. You’re
gorgeous,
honey.” Suddenly, I was spooked. “Do I not tell you that enough?”
She nodded quickly, grabbing my hand. “You do. Just...I guess it’s nice to hear it from someone else. Especially because...I mean, if some guy
says
you’re hot then maybe he’s just being nice. But if he’s willing to actually part with a thousand dollars to spend the night with you...I mean, that’s sort of proof, right? In a weird way?”
I blinked. “I guess.” I rubbed her palm. “But I didn’t realize you were—”
She gave me a look that was more like her old self. “Insecure? I’m not. No more than any other woman.” She grabbed my other hand. “Look, you do a
great
job of appreciating me. I didn’t mean it like that. Just that some outside validation’s nice, you know?”
I looked at her seriously. “Are you...okay? I mean, you’re not upset? He thought you were....you know. I feel like I should kill him.”
She put her arms around me. “My hero!” she said warmly. We hugged for a moment. “Thank you. No, I’m fine. I mean, I was shocked at first but...he didn’t mean it as any sort of insult. He wasn’t degrading me. He just made a genuine mistake. He was nothing but respectful the whole time. I mean, sure, he was lucky I didn’t slap his face. But at the time, I was too shocked and—”
“...and what?”
She looked away.
“What?” Then I remembered the way she’d squeezed her thighs together in the elevator. “Wait….” I put my fingers under her chin and gently turned her head so that she was forced to look at me. “You said you liked it, but...were you
turned on
by it?”
She said nothing.
“You were, weren’t you?”
She finally met my eyes and, when she did, I caught my breath. I could see the gleam of lust there and it was brighter and more powerful than I’d ever seen it before. “Yes,” she breathed.
I just sat there, stunned. “You really liked him?” I said. I was trying to think back to what he’d looked like. He hadn’t been bad looking, I suppose, if slightly older than us. Then again, women sometimes went for older men.
She shrugged. “He was okay. He looked like he was in good shape and he had nice eyes.” She looked up at me guiltily. “Is this okay? Are you sure you want me to—”
“Yes!” I said quickly. I could feel the edge of something, the same arousal I’d felt when she’d told me about her exes. I didn’t have time to figure it out right then, so I just went on instinct. “Tell me!”
“He was okay, but it wasn’t about
him.
It was the idea of it. I mean, he was going to take me upstairs, right then, to some hotel room”—she glanced around—“just like this one.”
I glanced around too, starting to imagine the scene.
“And when we got up here, he’d undress me and kiss me and we’d go to the bed and”—her voice was growing croaky, thick with desire—”we’d fuck. We’d do whatever he wanted.”
“Whatever he wanted?”
She nodded. “Well, he’d be paying, right? And he’d expect a good show, a good time. I’d have to really perform. I mean, you know...really let loose. Be….” She flushed deeply. “Slutty.”
Suddenly, I found I was breathing hard myself. The image was burning itself into my mind. My wife, in that dress, on a bed with a stranger. It helped that we were in an exact copy of the hotel room he would have taken her to. I looked at her and then at the bed behind us.
And suddenly, I was pushing her back onto it. Her eyes went wide.
“Tell me about it,” I gasped.
She blinked up at me and then got the idea. A tiny smile twitched the corners of her mouth. I hunkered down atop her, sliding one knee up between her warm, stockinged thighs.
“He would have taken me into a room just like this one,” she said in a low voice. The air seemed to have grown thick and heavy around us. “We’d go over to the bed and start kissing.”
I stared at her lips. They were the same perfect, silken cushions they’d always been. But suddenly, I was seeing them as if for the first time. “Would you kiss him? Do escorts...kiss?”
She stared up at me. “Yeah. I think I would. If he was paying.”
I was almost panting, now. I lowered my head and kissed her. Lipstick and soft warmth, giving way instantly to heat as her lips flowered open. I tasted her, my tongue slipping into her mouth, and she moaned, the vibrations flowing up into me. I could feel myself hardening against her thigh and knew she’d be able to feel it, too.
We kissed long and hard, mouths open and hungry. Suddenly, she wasn’t my wife—or not my wife as I knew her. She was an escort, perfectly coiffed and elegantly dressed, bought and paid for by some rich guy. I could feel her breasts between us, soft and warm against my chest. I kissed her all over, not just on her lips but around her mouth, both of us gasping. When I finally lifted my lips, I croaked, “What then?”
In answer, she pushed me to the side, indicating what she wanted. I rolled over so that she was on top.
“Then he’d undress me,” she said. There was a tremor in her voice I’d never heard before.
I reached behind her, feeling for the zipper of her dress. But it was hard to stay focused. She looked so different, suddenly. Her long, blonde  hair was falling down in soft curls towards me. Her position above me made her jutting breasts look even more alluring and I could feel her warm thighs tight against my sides. She looked amazingly hot. I found my hands were actually shaking, as if I was undressing her for the very first time. I finally snagged the zipper pull and drew it down, slowly and carefully, and her dress loosened.
Harriet was panting, now. She shrugged out of the dress’s straps and, suddenly, her bra was exposed. I groaned at the sight of those pale breasts in their gauzy black bra, the nipples just visible through the smoky fabric. I reached up with both hands and cupped them, squeezing lightly, feeling the delicious weight of them. God, her nipples were already hard, standing out through the material.
We rolled again, moving faster, now, so that she was on her back. She wriggled and pushed and I pulled and together we got the dress up over her head and off. I tossed it into the corner of the room and stared down at the woman beneath me.
She was still in her shining black heels and they made her already long legs look even longer and sexier. The dark stockings she wore shaped and defined every inch of her calves and thighs. The stockings finished in thick, dark bands mid way up her thighs and her pale skin was soft and unblemished above them. I knew she was super-sensitive there, the skin incredibly smooth. I was already imagining stroking her there with my thumbs. I was already imagining all the things I was going to do to her.
Between her thighs, a pair of black briefs hid her most secret treasures. Hid them almost...but not quite. They were made of the same material as the bra, with a gauzy panel at the front, and I could see the faint outline of her labial lips and the soft curls of blonde hair around them. She shaved, but always kept just a little hair around her lips, the delicate color the perfect complement to her white skin and pale pink lips. I was dying to see her, but the hints I could see only heightened the anticipation. I could see something else, too. The fabric was sticking to her lips where it stretched over them. She’d soaked straight through the thin material.
My eyes tracked upward, up over her soft, feminine stomach and up to the swell of her breasts, full and succulent, the dark lines of her bra straps stark and erotic against her creamy flesh. The tease of that gauzy fabric again, on her bra cups, showing just a hint of her pink nipples. It was almost more of a turn on than seeing her naked...although I couldn’t wait for that, too.
I ran my palms reverently up the outside of her stockinged thighs, feeling the rasp of the nylon. When I reached her bare upper thighs, she gasped, her eyes locked on mine. When I reached the waistband of her panties, I couldn’t resist any longer. I grabbed it and yanked them down. Harriet lifted her hips off the bed to allow them to slide down her legs and then bent at the knees so I could hook them over her feet and away. Now she was bare below the waist. We stared at each other. Neither of us had ever felt anything like this before. Her eyes were huge and liquid, her breath coming in quick little pants.
I watched as she slowly stepped her feet apart, knees still bent. The pale pink lips of her pussy were presented to me, delicately parting as her thighs went wider. I could see the soft flesh gleaming in the room’s low lights. God, she was wet.
Soaking.
Nothing in the world had ever looked more inviting.
With a moan, I flung myself forward between her thighs, grabbing for my belt buckle. Harriet was on the pill so we didn’t have to worry about condoms. A good thing, because I honestly don’t think I would have been able to wait. I was hornier than I’d ever been in my life. I’d been hoping we’d have sex; I just hadn’t planned on it being anything like
this.
I was already fully hard and straining. My eyes were locked on those soft curls of blonde hair and the pouting pink lips between them.
“Are you going to fuck me?” asked Harriet suddenly in a strange, high tone.
“Yes!”
“You’re going to fuck me for money, aren’t you?” she gasped.
“Yes!” And then I was plunging into her, groaning as her tightness surrounded me. I drove straight up into her, deeper than I normally would on a first thrust. God, she was so wet! I grabbed her waist and moved in closer between her thighs, hearing her moan beneath me as I shifted inside her. Then I was pulling back a little...and thrusting forward again, filling her. Her back arched in pleasure, her chin tilting up to the ceiling. I hung onto her hips, pulled back again, delighting at the satiny feel of her, and then pushed even deeper. She gave a delighted little moan, shimmying her hips under my hands and twisting around me in response.
We lay like that for a second with my cock completely buried inside her. Then I began to thrust. I lowered myself onto my forearms, my face close to hers, my ass rising and falling as I pumped into her. Every stroke was a tight, silky perfection, and she was writhing and arching under me, thrusting her breasts up to meet my chest. I could feel her nipples rock-hard through the thin material of her bra. She moaned as they stroked along my body.
I fucked her long and hard and, with each passing minute, my thrusts grew faster and she writhed and bucked more desperately under me. God, my wife was lying there naked and willing on a bed, spread for some guy just because he had money. She was my
wife
and she was fucking him, fucking one of her
clients,
for
money,
opening those legs to some stranger so he could—
God. My wife was an escort. A whore.
I rammed into her, unable to hold back any longer. At the same time, I felt her tighten and spasm around me, squeezing me.
Milking
me. Her cries rose to the ceiling, loud enough to be heard in the next room. I groaned and cursed and exploded inside her, jetting long streams of cum into her.
God, I’m coming inside her. SOME GUY IS COMING INSIDE HER, COMING INSIDE MY WIFE—
It was the best orgasm I’d ever experienced, a long, hot roll of pleasure that went all the way down my spine and out through my cock. By the end of it, I was utterly spent. I collapsed on top of Harriet like a limp ragdoll. And, beneath me, she was in the same state.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
The next morning, we checked out. Everything went back to normal. It was a weekend, so we did what we normally did—worked extra hours to try to get our finances back on track, checked our email, watched a little TV and worried about the debt. Normal.
Except, every time we saw each other, we’d give each other secret little smiles and giggle and sometimes grab hold of one another. We touched more, that day, than we had in weeks.
The stories she’d told me about her ex, and the thought of her with her other exes, had been exciting enough. But this new fantasy, the idea of her being an escort...that was on a whole other level. Analyzing it later—and I analyzed it
a lot—I realized that I hadn’t been just thinking about fucking her, when I’d fucked her. I hadn’t just been her client, fucking an escort; I’d been her husband, fucking a wife who was an escort.
It was my fantasy of her having sex with other guys, only a thousand times better. There was the added kinky twist of her doing it for money and, somehow, in the fantasy, I could actually watch her having sex with other guys.
It was definitely the best thing that had happened to our sex life in years. And the best part was, Harriet was obviously into it. I didn’t need to feel guilty about it, like the time she’d caught me watching porn on my laptop. This was something she actually got off on.
I started to think about ways we could do it again.
As the sun went down that night, I noticed Harriet standing by the windows that look out over our yard, watching the sunset. And yet it looked like she wasn’t really watching it—her eyes were unfocused, as if she was looking inward. She looked tense, so I kept wanting to go over and check she was alright, but it felt like it was a private moment. She stayed there long after the sun had disappeared. Then she suddenly announced she was going to take a shower and disappeared into the bathroom for a good half hour.
I thought she’d be relaxed when she finally emerged but, weirdly, she was even tenser than before. She stayed in her bathrobe which was okay by me—she looked amazing in it, all glimpses of damp, pale skin and the mounds of her breasts pushing out the soft toweling.
Throughout dinner, she was antsy and distracted, pushing her food around the plate. I lit some candles and even opened a bottle of wine, in the hope that would calm her down. We normally didn’t drink much—the champagne the night before had been a rare exception—but she knocked back a glass almost in one gulp.
At last, when we were on our second glass, she said in a rush, “I’ve been thinking about what happened last night.”
I nodded slowly. This was good. I wanted to talk about it. But she looked worried—was she embarrassed by how into it she’d been?
“I think we should go back to that hotel...and do it.”
I sighed with relief and relaxed. Was
that
all? I leaned forward. “I’ve been thinking the same thing!” I reached out and gently stroked her cheek with my fingers. “It was incredible! I think we could go back to the same place and this time I can actually approach you at the bar and act like a client. We could agree on a price, and then I can take you up to our room—which’ll be
my
room, of course—and we can pretend like we don’t even know each other and it’ll be awesome!”
She nodded. Sipped some wine. Swallowed. “No,” she said at last. She put her palms flat on the table, sliding them across the table towards me. “That’s not what I mean.”
I frowned.
She took a deep breath. “What if I actually did it?”
I just stared at her, confused.
“What if I actually was an escort?”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I blinked and I think I probably gave a stupid smile. The idea wouldn’t go into my brain. “You mean….”
“I mean actually sleep with another guy for money.”
I closed my eyes for a second as the concept washed through me, leaving me breathless. I shook my head in disbelief. “Wh—What?!”
I opened my eyes and stared at her.
She wasn’t kidding.
“You can’t—I mean, you can’t….” I trailed off. My first reaction had been complete disbelief. But now, as the idea started to really register in my brain, there were two more responses. The first was panic—fear and almost nausea at the idea. The caveman reaction:
my
woman.
Mine!
But, almost at the same time, there was excitement. I thought of her actually doing it, actually going up in the elevator with some guy and letting him fuck her and—
And I got hard. Instantly, like a switch had been thrown. I could feel my cock rising and stiffening against my thigh.
“No!” I said loudly, pushing myself back from the table as if stung. “No! God, no!”
She nodded and flushed.
I stared at her for a few seconds. Then, “Do you
want
to?”
“Do
you
want me to?” she asked immediately.
I held up my hand. “No. Wait. Don’t do that. Don’t turn it back on me. That’s not fair.
Do you want to?”
She dropped her eyes, not looking at me.
“God,” I said, hardly realizing I was saying it aloud. “You
do
want to. You actually want to.”
She picked up her wine and sipped. Then she said, without looking at me, “I want to if you want me to.”
“Stop evading it. Do you or don’t you?”
She took another sip. Then she looked up at me almost through her hair, half-hiding behind it. “Yes,” she said in a small voice. “Yes, I want to.”
My jaw dropped open. “Why?” I asked at last. “I mean, is it...because it’s someone new? A...change? Are you bored with me?”
“No!” She shook her hair back and grabbed my hand. “No, God no! I just…” She bit her lip. “I’ve been thinking about it ever since that guy approached me in the bar. I think I’d like it. The sex, I mean. With him being a stranger and….the money.”
When I spoke, my voice was thick and heavy. “You get off on that, don’t you? The idea of him paying you.”
She nodded. Then she looked me right in the eye. “And so do you.”
She was being honest with me. I owed her the same. I nodded.
“This would solve all our money problems,” she said softly. “A
thousand dollars
a time.”
“Is this about the money?” I asked. “Because if it’s about the money, if you’re thinking you have to do this because we need the money then—”
“No,” she said quickly. “I mean, it’s all the same thing. I…”—she squirmed in her seat—“I want to do it. And also there’s the money. And the fact there’s money involved is part of the reason I want to do it, because…because it turns me on. And also, because I’d sort of be doing it for the money….” she squirmed again.
I caught on. “...it’s kind of an excuse? Like, you don’t have to feel guilty that you’re enjoying it?”
She nodded, her cheeks red.
“Jesus, Harriet. That’s twisted.”
“What about you?” she asked. “How do you feel?”
Now it was my turn to sip some wine to buy time. How
did
I feel? Everything was happening too fast. My head was spinning. “I….” I thought about it. “It turns me on,” I said. The realization that it did was like a bomb going off in my head. “I like the idea of you having sex with other guys.” I said it very slowly, testing each word as it came. I couldn’t argue with how I felt. “And the idea that they can...buy
you. That they can have a piece of my wife, for money…”—I shifted in my seat, then shook my head in amazement at my own thoughts—“that’s even hotter.”
We fell silent, staring at each other.
“Okay, wait,” I said suddenly. “I mean, wait...this is just a game, right? I mean, we’re not really being seriously serious, right? We’re just playing around. We aren’t
really
talking about you doing this, right?” I don’t think I believed what I was saying. I’d heard her tone and knew she was serious. I think I just wanted to give both of us an out, if we needed one.
She shook her head. “No,” she said. “It’s not a game. I’m serious if  you are.”
The room was so silent I could hear the flare of the candle flame as it caught in a draft.
“You couldn’t,” I said. “Not really.”
“Go on,” she said in a shaky voice. “Reasons.”
I think she actually wanted me to come up with something, something she couldn’t argue with. Because the idea was just too good, too tempting, for either of us to ignore. We needed that barrier to make us pull up short, to avoid us doing the unthinkable. Because it was unthinkable, right?
“Safety,” I said. “Jesus, Harriet, you’re talking about being a prostitute. Sex with a complete stranger. He could be a fucking loon. He could knife you or rape you or slit your throat.”
She shook her head. “It’s not like I’d be working on the streets and having sex in dark alleys. I’d be in a hotel room in a luxury hotel.”
“You’d still be alone with a stranger.”
“How is that any different to having a one-night stand with some guy I met in a club? Millions of women do that every night.”
“But then you’d get to know the guy. You’d at least know his name. People see he’s with you. If anything happened, he’d be traceable and he’d know it.”
She shook her head. “Doesn’t stop lots of women from getting attacked. And the guys in that hotel we went to were all guests. That means they’ve had to show a credit card to the hotel—their details are on file. They’re a hell of a lot more traceable than some guy who you meet in a bar and you only know as ‘Brad.’”
“But these guys...use prostitutes.
They’re...seedy. Weird. They probably want weird stuff.”
“Didn’t you see those guys at the bar? They earn a hell of a lot more than we do. They’re professional guys with no time for a girlfriend. They just want to fuck a hot woman and move on.”
I sat back in my seat and stared at her. “What about diseases?”
“Condoms.”
“What if someone found out? Jesus, Harriet, you’d be an
escort!
What if our friends found out?”
“How would they? We could go to a hotel in LA, one of those big corporate places where it’s
all
businessmen. Somewhere far enough away that our friends wouldn’t go there for a drink or a night away, like we did, but close enough so that no one we know would bother to stay over on business. And even if they
did
happen to walk in and see me—so what? I’m just sitting at the bar having a drink. I’d just say I’d had a seminar in the hotel and hung around with some girls from work afterwards, and that I was just heading home. And I’ll tell the guy a false name, of course. No escort uses her real name anyway.”
“What name?” I asked.
“Kimberly.” She swallowed. “What do you think?”
I nodded slowly.
Kimberly.
Kimberly, the high-class escort.
My wife.
God....
I was having to wrack my brains now to come up with something. “What about the law?”
“It’s not illegal as long as you’re not soliciting. If some guy comes up to you and offers money, you’re not breaking the law. And if he does it and he’s a cop, that’s entrapment.”
I shook my head softly. “How do you know that?!”
She flushed. “I looked it up.”
I stared at her for a long time, sipping my wine. It felt as if my mind was sliding inexorably down a slippery track towards saying
yes
to this. Every few inches, the sensible part of my brain would grab hold of it and yank it back, saying
are you out of your fucking mind?!
But, each time my mind slipped forward, it would gain a little ground and the track was sloping downward more and more steeply. I knew what was pushing me forward: my own desperate lust. The idea of her actually doing this horrified me...and turned me on like nothing I’d ever known.
God, what if she actually did this? What if she ACTUALLY did it and told me afterwards about the guy she’d fucked?
Could I really do that? Could I really sit downstairs in the bar, waiting, praying she was okay? Was the kick I’d get out of it really worth the risk? Because I knew I’d only be kidding myself if I claimed this was about the money. The money was a bonus. This was about the sex, for both of us.
No. Of course it wasn’t worth the risk. I shook my head in disbelief that I’d even considered it. “No,” I said aloud. “No, I couldn’t. I couldn’t leave you alone with some guy, Harriet. I mean, yeah, it’s a turn on in theory—” I felt myself redden as I admitted it. “The idea of you sleeping with him and telling me afterwards. But not in reality. It’s way too dangerous. Anything could happen.”
She pressed her lips together in a tight line as she nodded. Then, “What if you were in the room?”
I stared at her. “What?!
Tell the guy I’m your husband?”
She shook her head. “You could hide. Those rooms always have big closets and there’d be nothing in them. You could hide and watch and only come out if something went wrong.”
I stared at her. It sounded utterly ridiculous. Me, in a goddamn closet, watching while my wife—
And suddenly, it was scalding my mind.
Actually watching her having sex with another guy. For real. Right in front of me.
Jesus.
And then it hit me that Harriet had come up with this. She’d known I’d have this fear and she’d thought of a way around it. And she’d known how turned on I’d been, hearing about her exes, and she’d known this would turn me on even more.
She knew. She knew how much this whole thing turned me on. I kind of squirmed inside, at that feeling. But she was my wife—of course she knew what made me tick, probably better than I did myself. “You’ve really been thinking about this, haven’t you?” I said at last.
She nodded. Then she reached out across the table and took my hands in hers. Looking me right in the eye, she said, “I know this is crazy. I can’t believe I’m even suggesting it.” Her voice grew steadily slower. “But...can you think...of a
single reason...why we shouldn’t do this?”
I knitted my fingers together with hers, staring back at her. God, she was beautiful. So, so beautiful. Part of me was screaming at myself, demanding that I call a halt to this thing right now. But the rest of me….
I shook my head. I couldn’t think of a single reason.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
And so we started to plan. I’m an architect and Harriet’s an advertising exec. Between us, we’re pretty good at planning.
First, the hotel. We found one that was just as Harriet had described it: close enough to San Jose that no one we knew would bother to stay there on business, but far enough away that they wouldn’t stop in at the hotel bar. And we picked a place that catered mainly to business people, from the same chain as our first one. That meant we could pay for the room from our points account and it didn’t cost us a dime.
In fact—and this was the thought that made me freeze when I thought of it, my cock rising in my pants—if it worked, we’d finish the night ahead. We were actually going to make money, selling my wife.
Next, the outfit. Harriet had gotten a good look at the escorts in the first hotel we’d visited and she said that less was more. She needed to look classy not slutty. So she bought a new dress that was just slightly more revealing than the one she’d worn for our night away, a deep red one with a scoop neck but with a fairly long hem to balance it out. It was tight enough to show off her gorgeous figure, her full breasts visible as swells beneath the scarlet fabric and tempting half-globes of creamy flesh above. It hugged her waist but wasn’t so tight on her hips and ass that it looked tacky. After some experimentation on the bar stools at our kitchen counter, we found the hem could be strategically slid up to reveal more of her legs, or kept down for a more demure look. We figured that gave us options.
Harriet got her nails and hair done that lunchtime, telling the other women in her office that she was going out with me on a romantic date out of town. It was weird—and a turn on—to think that she was making herself ready for someone else.
I had our bags packed and met Harriet out of work so we could set out straightaway. The two hour drive was...an experience. We talked about what we were going to do, going round and round on whether we should or shouldn’t. Twice, I pulled over so that I could turn to her properly and ask her whether she was sure she wanted to go through with it.
She was. And I was.
On the third time we pulled over, we talked about the jealousy. She wanted, then
demanded
to know how I felt about some other man touching her, kissing her and being inside her.
I stared at the steering wheel for a long time, tracing it with my fingertips. “It turns me on,” I said. “You know that. The idea of another guy fucking you.”
“The
idea
of it,” she said. “What if it’s different in real life? What if you get angry? What if it comes between us?”
I looked at her, trying to imagine it. But how the hell are you supposed to imagine something like that? How can you really know, until it happens? “I don’t know,” I said at last. “I can’t say for sure. But I can promise that I won’t be mad at
you,
if I get mad. We’re going into this with our eyes open. If it goes wrong, we won’t blame each other...deal?”
She nodded slowly. “Deal. But I’m still worried.”
“I’m
still worried. But I still want to go through with it. You?”
She nodded, but her eyes were wide with fear. “I do. But I’m scared I might lose you.”
I grabbed her hands. “You’re not going to lose me. Worst case scenario, I freak or you freak and we call a halt to it and throw the guy out of the room, bundle up our stuff and drive home. And then what? We’d survive, right?”
She nodded slowly, thinking. Then she nodded again, more firmly.
I started the engine again and we drove on. And this time, we made it the whole rest of the way there.
 
***
 
“It’s big enough,” I said, checking the closet. More importantly, it had slatted doors that would give me a perfect view of the king size bed. We played around with the lighting and found that, as long as the lights were on in the room and there was no light in the closet, you couldn’t tell anyone was in there.
“I’m going to have to keep quiet, though,” I said. “Even breathe quietly.”
Harriet thought about it as she began to do her make-up. “Music,” she said at last. “There’s an iPod dock. I’ll put some music on, when I bring him up here.” We figured out a playlist as she did her eyes and then her lips.
She turned around and I drew in my breath. She’d achieved the perfect balance—seductive, but not slutty. Her eyes looked huge, with smoky lids. Her lips were painted a shining red that set off her pale skin—alluring, but classy. High class escort? She looked as if she should be charging a million bucks.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and looked around. We’d carefully hidden my suitcase in the closet and I deliberately hadn’t unpacked—not even a toothbrush in the bathroom. We had to maintain the illusion that Harriet was there alone.
“Won’t he think it’s weird, that I’m bringing him back to my room instead of going to his?” Harriet asked.
“I’ve been thinking about that. Tell him that you’ve got some deal worked out with the hotel. Say that they’re cool with you meeting clients in the bar, but you have to pay for a room and you have to use it, so they know where you are.” I figured that sounded plausible, the sort of compromise an escort and the head of hotel security might work out between them. Also, it was really the only option if I wanted to be able to watch.
And then we stared at each other, because we’d run out of things to say. It was time.
“Condoms?” I asked.
Harriet patted her purse.
Jesus. She’s carrying condoms. My wife is carrying condoms so she can go and pick up a stranger and—panic rose in my chest even as my cock hardened.
“One last thing,” said Harriet. And she gripped her wedding band and twisted it off her finger, then did the same with her engagement ring. She dropped them in the palm of my hand.
There wasn’t even a mark where the rings had been. I wasn’t ready for how her naked finger made me feel. It was as if we’d just severed a rope and set her adrift on the ocean. I stared at her, my breath suddenly shuddering in my chest with each lungful. From her wide eyes, I knew she was experiencing exactly the same thing.
“Time to go,” she whispered.
We’d agreed on a plan. She’d go down to the bar and then I’d follow a few moments later, taking up a position where I could watch her from a distance. If it looked like it was going to happen, she’d signal me by using a cocktail napkin to dab the corner of her mouth (we were pretty proud of that signal—Harriet said it made her feel like a spy). I’d then leave and head upstairs, use my key to get into the room and wait in the closet. She’d follow with the guy soon after and then….
Every time I thought of it actually happening, my heart started to pound in my chest.
We can’t be doing this. We can’t actually be doing this—
But we were. Harriet was slinging her purse over her shoulder. In a moment, she’d head out the door and then I wouldn’t be able to speak to her again—not without blowing our cover—until it was all over.
She went to the door and then stood there with her hand on the handle. “Sure?” she asked over her shoulder.
I took a deep breath...and then nodded.
And my wife went to find her first client.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Waiting was the hardest part. I knew that, when my wife walked into the bar, every man would stare at her. And then they’d check that she was alone before approaching. If I raced in just behind her, it would ruin everything. So I sat there, staring at my watch. We’d agreed that I’d wait five minutes. I realized I still had Harriet’s rings in my hand and I turned them over and over in my palm as the seconds ticked by.
What the hell am I doing?! That’s my wife, down there, alone.
Even now, the men would be circling, preparing to approach—
After four minutes, I couldn’t take it any longer and raced downstairs.
The hotel lobby was huge, with an elaborate bronze sculpture of a man and a woman kissing to break up the expanse of marble floor. The bar area opened off one side with the reception desk on the other. As I stepped around the sculpture and got my first glimpse of the bar, I held my breath.
There.
Sitting on a bar stool, sipping a glass of white wine. She was turned away from me, which was good. If I’d seen her face, it would have been difficult to avoid locking eyes. God, even from behind, she looked gorgeous. The position emphasized her hourglass body, the deep red dress hugging every curve, her long blonde hair falling in soft waves down her back. I stared at her long, long legs in those shining black stockings and I felt my cock harden. All I wanted to do was grab her around the waist, throw her over my shoulder and carry her up to our room.
But that wasn’t my job, tonight. Some other guy was going to get to take her upstairs. Some other guy was going to fuck my wife.
I forced my eyes straight ahead and walked up to the bar, well away from Harriet. I ordered a beer and then found a table at the back of the room, where I could watch everything that went on without anyone noticing me. I grabbed a sports magazine so that I could pretend to read.
The bar was already full of men, almost all of them in suits and most of them drinking alone rather than in groups. Lonely businessmen. Perfect.
There were two other women in the place. One of them looked to be about the same age as Harriet. She was in a black suit jacket and skirt with a white blouse—sort of severe looking, but it set off her long, flame-red hair. I guessed she was there on business. Then there was a younger woman with long dark hair, her turquoise dress stretched tight over her full breasts. I guessed she was an escort, which meant we’d picked exactly the right hotel. Both of them were beautiful, but neither could match my wife’s looks.
As I carefully scanned the bar, I saw that several of the men were already checking out my wife. Just little glances, at first, making sure she was actually alone. Then longer and longer looks. The brunette and the redhead were getting some attention, too, but not as much as Harriet.
I sat there trying to pretend I was reading my magazine. I could feel the lust in the room, all the pairs of eyes sliding along the length of my wife’s stockinged calves, working their way slowly along her thighs and under the hem of her dress. I saw eyes flick from her long, lustrous hair to the valley of her cleavage. When she turned a little on her stool so that she was side-on to us, I saw them stare at her eyes and lips. I’d looked at this woman every day for years but now, it was as if I was seeing her for the first time. I was seeing her as they saw her, as an object of raw desire. An object that could be purchased, if they had the money.
This is wrong. We should end this, right now.
The instinct to grab her and run upstairs, to jealously guard her for myself, was almost overwhelming.
But the thought of watching one of the men approach her was even more tempting.
Maybe we’ll just go part way,
I thought.
I’ll let one of them talk to her and then, before they go upstairs, I’ll grab her. We won’t actually go through with it.
Twice, men stood up and went over to the bar to order drinks, deliberately standing right next to my wife rather than at the expanse of empty bar. Both men used the opportunity to gawp down at Harriet’s breasts when she was looking in the other direction. Christ, was I that obvious when I checked women out? They were practically leering at her! I felt a sudden spike of anger. Part of me wanted to march over there and smash my beer bottle over their heads. But, as I watched their eyes follow each soft, creamy-white curve, the anger changed shape. It became lust.
Both men chickened out, returning to their seats with their drinks. I wondered if they thought she was just a single woman alone in a bar and were scared to chat her up, or if they knew she was an escort.
She’s
pretending
to be an escort, I reminded myself. This was just a game. A kinky game.
When the man arrived, it took me completely by surprise. I’d been watching the other men in the bar, but this guy strolled straight in from the lobby and sat down beside my wife without asking if he could. She turned to face him immediately, a little shocked. I saw her head jerk as she almost looked around to find me, then resisted the impulse.
He was just a few years older than me, roughly mid-thirties. Dark, curling hair, short but sort of tousled, as if he’d just toweled it dry. I could see from the back of his neck that he was tanned. Then he turned around for a second and I got my first good look at him. He was good looking, that mixture of fine features but ruggedness women go for. Dark stubble on his cheeks. Gray eyes that seemed very bright, with his tan.
He said something to my wife and she smiled. I wasn’t ready for how that hit me—the sight of her smiling so easily with another man, even if she was doing it to flatter him. She had a beautiful smile, wide and sexy but innocent at the same time, like a teenager flirting with her boyfriend, not realizing he’s planning to fuck her. The man’s smile was very different.
Wolfish.
As if he knew exactly what he was doing.
He’d done this before. He used escorts. My stomach twisted at the word.
Used.
He used escorts and now he was going to use my wife.
I had to stop this. I half-stood up but, at that moment, the man said something and my wife giggled and touched his arm. The sight of her hand, bare of its rings, resting on his arm made me freeze.
She wasn’t my wife, tonight. She was Kimberly. An escort.
I sat down, my heart thumping in my chest.
He asked her something and she blinked and then nodded. Another question, whispered almost in her ear, and this time she glanced away, not meeting his eyes, and I thought I saw her flush.
She nodded again.
Surely they couldn’t be discussing...no, it was much too soon for that. He’d only just sat down. He was probably just flirting with her.
The guy leaned casually back in his seat. He was one of those confident, cocky men, the sort who don’t give a shit what anyone thinks. He nodded at Harriet’s glass of wine. Was he offering to buy her a drink?
She nodded at him and took a gulp. Then another.
Shit!
He hadn’t been asking her if she wanted another. He was asking her to finish it up. That must mean—
Harriet picked up a napkin and dabbed at the corner of her mouth.
Electricity crackled up and down my spine and my hand squeezed my beer bottle so hard I was surprised it didn’t shatter.
They’d already made the deal!
That brief conversation was all it had taken. God, he must have just come straight out and asked if she was an escort, and suggested a price. That’s why she’d flushed...and then nodded. She’d been confirming how much it was to fuck her.
I sat there paralyzed. This was actually happening. A guy had just propositioned my wife for sex and, as soon as she’d finished her wine, he’d be heading upstairs to fuck her.
I had to go,
now.
If I didn’t, they’d get to the room ahead of me. I drained the last of my beer and stood up, then walked towards the lobby. That meant walking right past my wife.
Should I call it off?! I kept glancing at the two of them as I walked and, to my surprise, it was mainly him that I was looking at. I was imagining him with Harriet, hulking over her, pushing her legs apart.
I was right next to them, now. As I watched, he put a possessive hand on her thigh, right up near the hem of her dress. I saw his fingers squeeze her gently there and heard her soft intake of breath.
Stop this! This is wrong!
But it felt so right.
I forced my eyes forward and walked straight past them. In the lobby, I hit the button for the elevator. I was almost panting, my shirt soaked with sweat.
This is really happening!
My wife was about to fuck another man, right in front of me.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
My hands were shaking. I could barely get the keycard into the door. At last, the light flashed green and I almost fell inside, heading straight for the closet. I glanced at the bed as I passed. God, that’s where she’d lie. She’d lie there naked, stretched out for him—
I took a deep, shuddering breath and stepped into the closet, pulling the doors shut behind me. Inside, it was almost pitch black, which meant that there was no way anyone would be able to see me.
Seconds passed. I tried to control my breathing. If the guy heard me it would all be over.
I wish I’d gone to the bathroom. Do I have time? Maybe if I just run to—No, too risky.
And then I heard voices in the corridor and all thoughts ceased.
The metallic click of the door lock disengaging. The door swung open and Harriet stepped inside.
Alone.
I let out a long sigh. She’d chickened out. Part of me was disappointed, part relieved. I put my hand out to open the closet door—
Harriet glanced quickly around, including a look right at the closet. I froze. She wasn’t alone. She was just checking the coast was clear.
The guy stepped in behind her.
I went absolutely still. I hadn’t known it was possible for a person to make so little noise. I think I even stopped breathing.
The guy closed the door behind him. Harriet walked on across the room, nervously twisting her hands together. “Do you want a drink?” she asked, her voice high and tight.
“I’m good,” said the man. He was maybe three feet in front of my face, with just the closet door separating us. He seemed bigger, now. Not a huge guy but an inch or two taller than me and his confidence made him seem bigger still. Maybe it was because Harriet and I were both so nervous; he was definitely the one most in control. He pulled a billfold from his pocket—a thick sheaf of hundreds—and began silently counting them out.
Harriet fiddled with the iPod dock. We’d talked about music in advance, even set up a playlist, so it should only have taken her a second. But her hands were as shaky and clumsy as mine had been with the key. By the time a soft R&B track filled the room, the man was done with the money. Harriet turned around to see him holding out a wad of notes. She drew in her breath at the sight of them.
“One thousand. That’s right...right?” His accent sounded like cultured New York—a Harvard man, maybe. I could get a better look at his suit, now, and it looked like it cost a hell of a lot more than mine.
Harriet nodded dumbly and took the money. I drew in a tiny gasp as she drew the notes from his fingers and pushed them into her purse. That was it. She’d taken his money. For the next few hours, he owned her.
It was as if a switch had been thrown. Before she’d even turned around from putting her purse on the counter, he’d slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her towards him, her back against his chest. She gulped and I saw her eyes flick, just for an instant, to the closet.
“Do you kiss?” he asked. He put his other hand on her arm and then ran it lightly up to her shoulder, tracing her neck and smoothing over her chin.
We hadn’t talked about that. I vaguely remembered something about real prostitutes not kissing, because it was too intimate, too personal. That had never made sense to me—how can kissing be more intimate than sex?
It was too late to debate it now. Harriet nodded. The man smiled. And suddenly, he was lifting her chin, bringing his mouth down on hers.
It was like someone had punched me in the chest. The sight of her soft, red-painted lips crushed beneath his...I suddenly understood the rule real prostitutes have. This was something we did every day, something shared between man and wife and now….
Now her mouth was his.
I saw his cheeks begin to work and then hers, too. She was opening up to him—God, he had his tongue in her mouth! They twisted and moved, breaking and kissing again. I was so close that I could hear the sound of their lips meeting, the soft gasps as my wife panted between kisses.
She’s mine!
I wanted to smash my way out of the closet and wrestle the guy to the ground.
She’s mine! You shouldn’t be kissing her!
But she wasn’t mine anymore. He’d bought her. And the thought made a dark heat pulse and throb in me, my cock hardening.
The hand that was on her waist was rubbing in slow circles now—almost a calming motion, as if he didn’t want to startle her. But he was working his way up her body, over her trim, flat stomach to just beneath her breasts. He paused there for a moment, still circling, as if savoring the moment.
And then he cupped one breast and squeezed.
I saw her gasp and groan a little through the kiss and one of her hands came up to grab his wrist. It looked instinctual—he can’t do that!
Or maybe,
I can’t let him do that! I’m married!
But then she overrode her instincts and let her hand drop back to her side. And he began to rub her breast, lifting and squeezing the soft flesh, almost easing it clear of the dress’s neckline.
Harriet was leaning back against him, now. God, she looked amazing. The high heels and her slightly bent legs made every firm curve of her calves and thighs gleam in the stockings. The dress clung to her hips, the split revealing a long, tempting length of upper thigh. It wasn’t super-tight on her ass but, as I watched, the guy slid his other hand down and smoothed the fabric over her ass cheek, revealing its shape. Higher up, her pale breasts were bulging provocatively from the neckline of her dress as the guy squeezed them. She had her eyes closed and her lips were slightly parted as he kissed his way down her neck to her collarbone. She was shaking her head just a little, maybe subconsciously, her long hair tossing. Her cheeks were just slightly flushed with pleasure.
She’d never looked so beautiful. I was getting to see her in a way few other men ever see their wives. I was able to stand back and see just how gorgeous she looked when she was turned on.
He started to drag her dress up her thighs. Thanks to her stockings and the loose hem, it rose easily. He had one finger hooked into the slit at the side and, as it rose higher, his finger glided up over her stockings and onto pale, bare skin. I saw her react to that, her whole body jerking. But he was kissing her again, his mouth hungrily working hers, and I could tell from the low groans she made that his tongue was plunging deep. And though she jerked against him, she pressed right back against him again, her back to his chest, her ass to his groin.
He used both hands now and hauled the dress up higher. Her stocking tops appeared and then pale, creamy thigh and finally the black lace edging of her panties.
She finally broke the kiss, practically having to tear her mouth away from his. She swallowed. “I—” She shook her head, but not in a
no
way. More as if she was trying to clear it. “I—”
He didn’t argue with her or try to kiss her again. He just hoisted her dress a little higher, so that the front of her panties was exposed. Then he pressed one leg between hers to open them a little and, as he did, he turned her towards me.
I’d been looking at them from the side. Now, by chance, I could see her from the front for a moment. I drank in every heave of her chest, every toss of her hair. One of his hands held her dress up while the other dipped beneath it. He pressed three fingers together and—I caught my breath—he began to rub her through her panties. She let out a high little cry of surprise, but didn’t try to stop him. I stared at his fingers as they slid up and down over the smooth fabric, pressing inward a little.
Jesus, he’s got his hand on my wife’s pussy!
She started to grind her hips, her ass rubbing against his crotch. Her eyes had opened as soon as he’d touched her there and she was staring right at the closet—right at
me.
Her expression was a delicious mixture of shock and arousal. Disbelief that she was doing this and that I was letting her.
He kissed her ear and licked her there. Then he spoke, his voice low and thick with arousal, and it was just loud enough for me to hear him. “You like that, don’t you?”
She nodded softly. A sudden stab of jealousy shot through me.
“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”
She swallowed and ground against him for another moment as if stalling for time. But then she nodded.
“Say it. I want to hear you say it.”
“I want you to fuck me.” Her voice was a shock. I’d never heard it so low, so full of need.
He rubbed her for another second and then pushed her away, turning her at the same time. “Take off the dress,” he said.
She staggered a little in her heels and I heard her give a disappointed little groan. She’d been getting close, hoping to come. But he was going to make her wait—if she got to come at all. She was meant to be an escort, after all. It was all about his pleasure.
She came to a stop with her back to me, blocking most of the man from my view. She reached back and unzipped the back of her dress, then lifted it off over her head and dropped it to the floor. In her black underwear, stockings and heels, she was breathtaking. Her pale ass was towards me, perfectly displayed in the lace-edged panties. Her elegant back led my eyes up to the black line of her bra strap and the toned, smooth flesh of her shoulders, caressed by all that soft blonde hair.
“Get on the bed,” the man said. “In fact...stand
on the bed. I want to look at you.”
Harriet put one knee onto the bed—which made her ass look absolutely amazing—and then clambered shakily to her feet. It wasn’t easy, in the high heels and on a soft surface, but she managed it.
“Good. Now open your legs. Lift your hair up.”
I watched as my wife stepped her legs apart, bracing them in a wide vee like a pin-up model. She swept her long hair up away from her neck, revealing its pale elegance. She even pouted a little.
The guy was grinning up at her. It was almost as if he was taking photos—and I think he was, in a way. He was filing away every detail of her in his mind. Long after tonight was over, he’d be jerking off to the memories of my wife. The thought made me even harder.
Then he took off his jacket and hung it over the back of a chair. His tie followed. “Take off the panties,” he told her. “You can leave the rest on.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I saw Harriet swallow. This was it. She crouched down so that she was a little more stable, then sat down on the bed. She hooked the panties down her thighs and bent her legs so that she could get them off, then tossed them towards the edge of the bed.
The man was stripping off his shirt. Now it was Harriet’s turn to stare at him. He was in good shape, with hard slabs of muscle and dark nipples. I followed her gaze to the firm ridges of his abs. Her eyes widened and I saw her hands tighten a little where they gripped the bedclothes. She wanted him.
He dropped the shirt and shucked off his pants and shoes, leaving him in just black jockey shorts. Harriet fell back a little, breathing hard. She supported herself on her elbows as she stared at him.
He pushed down the shorts and stepped out of them. His cock sprang into view, big and thick and swollen hard. The head was a shining purple, the shaft a darker tan than mine. Time seemed to slow down. I watched him approach her, his cock bobbing as he walked.
That thing is going inside Harriet. It’s going inside my wife.
Her eyes were locked on it as he stepped up to the bed and then climbed onto it. Her knees were slightly bent and her legs a little open. He used his own knee to nudge them farther apart.
God, he’s going to—
“Wait!” said Harriet suddenly. She dived off the bed and ran to her purse, giving me a fleeting glimpse of the soft blonde hair at the juncture of her thighs, then her gorgeous, pert ass as she leaned over the counter. She held up a condom in her shaking hand.
The man nodded. He was kneeling on the end of the bed, his cock standing out stiffly in front of him. I could see a drop of pre-cum shining at the end. “You put it on,” he told her.
I saw Harriet gulp. She’d never done that before—back when we’d used them, I’d always put them on. She knelt in front of him and tore open the packet, then squeezed it out onto her hand, staring at it. At any moment, I expected the guy to ask,
haven’t you done this before?
But, if he noticed her hesitation, he didn’t say anything.
She reached out and gripped his shaft with one hand to steady it and I could see the jolt that went through her body at the warm touch of it—the first time in years she’d touched a cock other than mine. She put the condom against the head, trapping that little jewel of sticky moisture, and then unrolled it down his length. His cock looked even bigger with it on. And there was something sordid about it, something seedy. The hooker, on her knees in front of her client, putting a condom on him.
I was throbbing hard in my pants but I didn’t dare stroke myself in case the guy heard. Harriet was just as turned on—I could see it in her wide eyes, in the way her breasts rose and fell with her labored breathing. Then she looked up at him and I saw something else—not fear, exactly, but she was definitely nervous. She leaned back from him, further and further, and then finally tipped and fell back on her hands. Her eyes never left his face for a second. She sat there, her hands behind her, legs pressed together to preserve her modesty, and bit her lip.
Her trepidation didn’t bother her client. He shuffled forward on his knees.
She caught her breath and shuffled an equal distance away.
In the closet, I leaned forward. Was she having second thoughts? Did I need to burst out and stop everything? I looked from her face to his and then down to the man’s throbbing cock. In another few seconds, that thing would be inside her.
“Something wrong?” he didn’t sound worried. If anything, he sounded curious.
I saw Harriet glance towards the closet, but she stopped herself before she could look right at me. Her throat moved as she swallowed. “No,” she said firmly. And she slowly lay back on the bed, like a princess offering herself up as a sacrifice to the dragon.
That was it. She’d decided. However nervous she was, her lust had won through.
The man grinned. He shuffled a little closer on his knees and, this time, she didn’t try to move away. He came as close as he could and then waited patiently for her to open her legs.
She gulped. And stepped her feet apart.
Thanks to her moving up the bed a little, I was now looking at her from the side and slightly up her body towards her head. I could see the smooth, perfect skin on the inside of her thighs stretching tight and the soft, pink lips of her pussy flowering open. I thought I could see moisture there—God, she was so wet you could actually see it! And then, at the top of the lips, the delicate folds that hid her clit.
The sight of her had me instantly rock hard and I could tell it had the same effect on the client. Even over the music, I could hear his breathing speed up. He reached forward and brushed his fingers against her.
Instantly, she jerked back. She stopped herself before she’d gone more than a few inches, but there was no disguising it.
“You’re nervous,” the man said. It wasn’t a question.
They stared at each other for a second.
Shit!
Was the whole thing blown? Did he suspect she wasn’t an escort?
“I’m fine,” Harriet said. Then, in a more confident voice,” You can touch me.”
Hearing her say it sent a crackle of electricity straight down my spine.
He reached forward and ran his fingers over her wet lips, smoothing down them with a gentleness I wouldn’t have expected. After all, he was paying for his pleasure—he shouldn’t have been concerned for hers. Harriet looked equally bewildered.
Neither of us knew, back then, that for some men it’s all about control. Having control of a woman’s body. Making her lose control.
He began to stoke very softly up and down her lips, tracing them with the tips of two fingers. She just stared at him in wonder, her breathing slow and labored. God, what must it feel like? A stranger’s fingers on her, the first time anyone but me had touched her there in years.
He started to increase the pace, rubbing instead of stroking, almost touching her clit at the top of each pass. Harriet began to grind her hips and her expression changed from confusion to wonder. I could see it going through her head:
am I really getting paid for this?
The man’s rubbing got faster and faster until—I strained my ears—yes, I could hear her. God, I could hear how wet she was against his fingers. And then I saw him change the angle of his fingers and—
Harriet and I both gasped as he slid two fingers into her, gong right in to the knuckles. He held his hand there, staring deep into her eyes, and I saw her churn her hips and arch her back in response. Then she gasped again, her eyes going wide, and I realized he must have done something inside her, touched some deep, secret place. I saw my wife’s toes curl in frenzied excitement, her eyes squeeze shut—
He suddenly withdrew his fingers, glistening and slick, and I heard Harriet give a little moan of loss. The man grinned at that. And brandished his cock.
My stomach seemed to drop through the floor. This was it. He was actually going to fuck her. Everything else had seemed like a game, somehow—we could have stopped it at any point and it would have just been playing around. But this...if he actually penetrated her….
I thought of our wedding vows. Felt her wedding band and engagement ring hard in my pocket.
Jesus.
She was really going to...with another man!
And for money!
I lifted my hand to the closet door. This was crazy. I couldn’t really let her—
And yet I was harder than I’d ever been. The need to stop it and the need to see it were like perfectly-matched forces playing against one another.
I thought about how nervous she’d looked. She was loving it—that much I was sure of—and that had made her overcome her fears but what about now it had come to the actual sex? If she wanted to pull out now, I had to make sure she could.
Even as I thought it, the man shuffled right up to her. His cock just grazed her folds and she gasped. I saw the man glance down between her thighs to position himself—
In that instant, Harriet turned her head and looked right at me. She nodded, a tiny, breathless smile of excitement on her lips. Then she was looking back to her client again.
It had been so quick I’d nearly missed it, but now I was sure. She wanted to go through with this. It was going to happen unless I stopped it.
And I didn’t want to stop it.
My eyes were locked on the thick head of his cock as he nestled it between her waiting lips. I could see her spreading around it, the arrow shape of him opening her up. God, he was going to—He was going to—
He gave a grunt of satisfaction and then moved forward onto his hands and knees so that he was looking down at her. It hit me that he wanted to see her face as he entered her.
The music didn’t cover the sound of his excited breathing...or hers. He supported himself on one hand while he adjusted his cock with the other, finding just the right angle to slide into her. Then—
Jesus he’s really going to—
With a sudden lunge of his hips, he drove hard into her. Harriet’s head came up off the bed, her mouth opening into a dark “O.” My own eyes were wide, too. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, couldn’t believe that it was my wife on the bed, a stranger’s cock sliding into her.
He didn’t stop. Before he was even all the way into her, he pulled back and lunged into her again, this time sinking deeper. My wife’s always been gorgeously tight, so I could imagine exactly what he must be feeling as he opened her up. Harriet threw her head back and sucked in air between her teeth, her hands clutching at the sheets. His hands were by her head, now, giving him more power. He started to thrust in long, hard strokes, each one taking him further into her. By the third, he was buried in her all the way, his groin rubbing against hers, and she was gasping and grinding her hips.
He took his weight on his elbows to free up his hands and started to squeeze her breasts through her bra, savoring the sight of her pale flesh against the black fabric. I thought I could see her nipples standing out through the thin material, but I couldn’t be sure. God, I wished I was closer! But even from the closet, I was getting a great view. I could see the thickness of his shaft spreading her, her pink lips stretched tight around it. I could see the way her legs trembled each time he filled her completely. I could see her eyes, locked right on her lover’s, staring up at him as he thrust into her.
He started to go faster, his thighs pushing harder between hers, spreading her a little more. She obediently opened her legs a little wider and the sight of his ass, rising and falling between her legs, was incredible. For all his smoothness before, he was losing control. As his body began to slap against hers, the sound filling the room, I saw his lips pull back over his teeth as he tried not to come too soon. He began to grunt, a low, animal noise and Harriet started to moan as his thick cock plunged into her faster and faster. I could tell she was getting closer—she was tossing her head lightly against the bed, her hands grabbing handfuls of the sheets. Her moans started to change to high little cries, rising to the ceiling—
Suddenly, he pulled out of her. I caught my breath at the sight of her pussy—a dark, secret cave that had been fucked so hard its slick pink walls stayed open for a second.
“Turn over,” he ordered. His voice had changed, heavy with lust.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Harriet lay there panting for a second before she complied. She turned over uncertainly, glancing over her shoulder at him for guidance.
God, what if he wants anal?!
We hadn’t discussed that. It was something we’d never done….
He motioned her up to her hands and knees, his hands smoothing over her alabaster cheeks as she rose. From behind, her pussy looked even more inviting...but so did the puckered rosebud of her asshole.
Oh God, don’t ask her for that!
If he did, I was sure she’d say no and the whole thing would be over.
But he placed his cock between the lips of her pussy again and thrust into her in one long, hard push, making her gasp. He started thrusting immediately and I saw her eyes open wide as he filled her deeper than before. Then he was pushing on her shoulders, telling her without words to kneel down for him, her ass high in the air. She did it, her eyes growing even wider.
There was a difference, this time. She had to turn her head to one side so that she wouldn’t be smothered by the bed, and she chose the side looking towards me. Now we were staring at each other and I could read every thought in those wide, disbelieving eyes:
he’s fucking me! God—Jack, he’s fucking me! Another man is fucking me!
And I could see every ounce of pleasure there. It was broadcast clearer than in the way she rolled her hips back to meet him, or the way she arched her back. She could have faked any of those, but she couldn’t fake that look of complete abandon. She was loving this.
Her client grabbed hold of her hips and held her in place as he started to ram into her, harder than before. With her ass lifted and her elegant back arched, she was in the perfect position for him, a tight, slippery glove for him to thrust into. My wife, on her knees, presenting herself for another man’s pleasure. My cock was throbbing at the sight of it, twitching at every little sound she made.
He unfastened the clasp of her bra and then swept his hands under her, grabbing her breasts and squeezing. She let out a groan at his roughness—it sounded as if he was just rough enough. Then he suddenly hauled her back against him so that they were both kneeling up, his hips pressed tight against her firm ass. She yelped at the sudden change in angle, but he didn’t give her time to adjust. He was already thrusting into her, fondling her breasts with both hands as he pumped into her with his hips. She was circling her pelvis lewdly, close to the edge.
He nipped at her ear with his teeth until she turned her head, then captured her mouth with his and kissed her deep. Just as his thrusts reached a peak, he dropped one hand down to her groin and rubbed hard at her clit.
She went wild, thrashing and bucking against him as she tipped over the edge into orgasm. Her hips ground back against him, her body demanding every inch of his cock. Her back arched and she thrust her breast into his hand, covering it with her own hand and encouraging him to squeeze harder. She panted her climax into his mouth until the very end, when she tore her mouth away from his and yelled it out. And that sent him over the edge. I heard him groan, saw him plunge his cock as deep as he could inside her and then shudder, his ass clenching again and again as he shot inside her. He wrapped his arms around her and held her there for a long moment, then kissed down her neck and let her go.
I stumbled back against the back wall of the closet. Fortunately, the couple on the bed were too distracted to notice the noise. I stood there panting, my eyes wide and staring.
JESUS! He just—God, he came, right in her!
That was it—another guy had fucked my wife.
Used
my wife. For money.
He slowly pulled out of her and sat down on the edge of the bed, facing away from her. Behind him, my wife slowly rolled over onto her side, facing me. She stared right into my eyes and I knew exactly what she was thinking because I was thinking it too.
What have we done?!
I could feel the hardness of her rings in my pocket. Our sacred marriage vows, shattered. For pleasure. For money. For a fantasy. And yet...the guilt slipped away before it reached its peak. Because, as I stared at my wife, panting and flushed on the bed, her hair mussed and her lipstick smeared from his kisses, I didn’t feel angry or cheated or like we’d ruined anything. I just thought that she looked hotter than she’d ever looked in her life.
Her client stood up and picked up his pants. He seemed to have lost his confidence, now that he’d come, and dressed quickly. It was only when he was pulling on his suit jacket that he spoke again. “You were amazing,” he said. He waved his hand at her. “I loved that whole thing.”
Harriet was trying to dress, but having a lot of trouble finding her clothes. “What thing?”
“The whole shy virgin, it’s-my-first-time thing.” He grinned.
She flushed, smiled and nodded.
“Can I take your number?” he asked. “I’ll be through here again, in a few months. We could arrange something.”
That was something I hadn’t even considered. I’d been imagining escorts picking guys up in the hotel bar but, of course, most of their work would come from regular clients.
We should have got her a new cell phone, just for this—And then I caught myself. God, was I already thinking about doing this again?! Making this a regular thing?
“I don’t know if I’ll be around,” Harriet said. “I might be going out of town for a while. How about you just catch me in the bar?”
He seemed disappointed, but accepted it. Seconds later, he was gone.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I slowly pushed open the closet door and stepped out. Harriet and I locked eyes and just stared at each other for a moment. “Wow,” I said at last.
She nodded silently.
“Are you—I mean, was it okay?” I asked.
She blinked at me. “Okay?
It was…” she shook her head. “God, it was amazing.” She flushed as she said it, turned on just by talking about it. She abandoned her attempts to find her panties and sat down on the bed, pulling her knees up to her chest. She bit her lip nervously. “What about you? Are you....?”
I waited, unsure what she meant.
“Are you
angry?”
she asked, her voice strained.
I grabbed her shoulder. “No! God, no! I would have stopped it if I’d changed my mind. I loved it.” Then
I
flushed. I’d sort of blurted that out. But, as I looked down at the huge tent in my pants, I realized it would have been pointless trying to deny it.
“How was it?” I said. “I mean, how was
he?”
She nodded. “Good.” She looked right at me. “Different.”
“Tell me.” I’d seen it all happen right in front of me, but I still wanted to know. I wanted her to tell me how it felt.
“I liked the kissing,” she said. “He was a good kisser.” She tilted her head. “Was it okay? We should have talked about that—I wasn’t sure, when he asked if he could kiss me.”
I nodded. “It was good. It was all good.”
She relaxed a little. “And I liked it when he looked at me…when he had me stand on the bed.”
“You like to show yourself off?” I smiled. “I never knew that.”
“I never knew that either!”
“How did he...feel?”
She squirmed, her thighs squeezing together. “Hard. Really hard, like rock-hard. And when he put it in—God, I don’t think I’ve ever been wet like that.”
“When he got you to turn over...I thought maybe he wanted anal.”
Her eyes went huge. “I know! Me too!”
“Would you have done it, if he had?”
She considered. “I don’t know. Would you have wanted me to?”
My stomach tightened. My instinct was
no,
because it was something we hadn’t even done together. But my cock said
yes.
“I don’t know. Let’s think about it.”
We went silent for a moment. “I really liked it when he was slamming into me from behind,” she said at last. “It was really....”
“Deep?”
“Yeah, but not that. It was...you know. Like he was taking control.”
“You like that? Being submissive?”
She wriggled. “Maybe,” she said in a small voice.
I ran my eyes down over her body, from her flushed cheeks to the swollen, puffy lips of her pussy. Even her hair had that just-fucked look.
My cock throbbed against my thigh. Suddenly, I was grabbing her ankle and pulling her down the bed so that she lay on her back. She yelped and then grinned. “Here? Right now?”
I nodded hard. “Right here,” I said. “Right now.” I shoved my pants down around my thighs, my cock springing out. I was harder than I’d ever been. Then I was pushing her legs apart, positioning myself—
I looked down. Her pussy lips were still shining wetly and I could see how engorged and ready they were. God, she was still turned on from her last lover—no, her last
customer.
My wife.
The escort.
I lunged into her, filling her with one thrust, and she cried out against my shoulder. I pressed deep, bearing her down onto the bed and beginning to pump into her in quick, hard strokes.
She felt different. Not loose...but easier, readier...as if I’d stopped fucking her and pulled out, and was now going back in. The thought that he’d done that, that he’d opened her up for me, sent a dark ripple through me. God, she was so wet, absolutely soaking. And even the parts that were familiar—the delicious smoothness of her skin, the way she rolled her hips up to meet me—were now different. Because now, I was experiencing them through his eyes.
This is what it was like for him,
I kept thinking.
I stared down at her face. There was a smear of lipstick there from his hungry kisses. I brushed across it with my thumb. Lower down, I could still see the flush on her upper chest, the proof of her orgasm.
I took my weight on my elbows, as he’d done, so that I could palm her breasts. They were swollen with her arousal, too, her nipples still hard. She moaned as soon as I ran my fingers over them, half-closing her eyes and writhing under me. She was hornier than I’d ever known her, already close to the edge again.
My thrusts grew harder, slamming my groin into her. Some caveman part of me wanted to fuck the other guy right out of her, but there was also a part of me that felt as if we were sharing her—he’d had his turn and now it was mine, just another in a long line of men who’d experience her body. I sped up, squeezing her breasts.
“God,” she moaned. “I’m going to—Ah...fuck me! Fuck me, Jack!”
Something suddenly occurred to me. “What was his name?”
She looked up at me through heavy lids. “Ben.”
Ben.
Her first client had a name, now.
Ben
had paid for my wife and used her. He’d run his hands over every inch of her body, fucked her as deep and as thoroughly as I ever had—
Every thrust into her was a hot, slick, silken perfection, now, her body clutching at me. She was arching her back, running her hands up and down the muscles of my arms.
“Do you want to do it again?” I panted.
She stared up at me for a second...and then nodded hard. “God, yes!”
“Tell me.”
“I want—I want to fuck other men. I want them to fuck me and I want you to watch. And I want you to fuck me afterwards, just like this. Just...like...this...God!”
I growled and pounded into her hard as her ankles locked behind my ass. She arched her back as she came, her breasts pushing up into my hands, and that set me off. I fired long, hot bursts inside her, my whole body shuddering. It felt like an orgasm that had been building for years. She was spasming around me, almost milking me, her internal muscles rippling along my cock. We found each other’s hands and knitted our fingers together, staring into each other’s eyes. I felt connected to her like never before.
When it was over, I lowered myself on top of her and we rolled over and over on the big bed, arms and legs tangling, kissing madly. I felt as if I’d been reborn, like we’d pushed the reset button on our whole relationship. A fresh start. A whole new world.
When we finally lay still in each other’s arms, I said hesitantly, “It’s okay to change your mind, you know. I mean, we should think about it. I know you said you wanted to do it again, but that was when we were in the middle of it. Now it’s over...it’s okay to say it was just a one-time thing.”
“Is that what you want?” she asked.
I shook my head. “I loved it. It was scary and I think I was jealous, sometimes, but it was worth it. But I only want to do it if you want to.”
“Likewise,” she said. “If you’re definitely okay with it.”
I nodded. Then,  “Say it,” I said.
She took a deep breath. “I want to do it again,” she said.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Everything was different, now.
The first time the realization hit was as soon as I woke up, the morning after Harriet’s first client. I opened my eyes and looked at the unfamiliar ceiling and remembered what she’d done. And immediately, my morning wood turned hard as steel.
We had the best morning sex we’d ever had. Then we did it again, when I saw her walk naked out of the shower and couldn’t resist grabbing her.
The next shock was when I noticed her staring at her purse as we were packing up to go. “What?” I asked eventually.
She slowly turned around and showed me a fan of ten hundred dollar bills. I’d forgotten about the money part. The idea of her selling herself had been a huge part of the turn on, but it hadn’t clicked that there’d be actual money in our hands. I fingered the bills. They were clean and crisp and, somehow, that actually made the whole thing seem dirtier. The idea that she’d traded her body for cold, hard cash.
She sneaked out of the hotel first, then I checked out on my own. We figured it was better to keep up the illusion that we weren’t a couple, just in case Ben—her client from the night before—or anyone else saw us. We might want to use the same hotel again.
God. We were going to do it again!
That week at work, neither of us could stop thinking about it. I was bouncing around like a kid on their birthday. At the architect’s office, my partner, Aaron, asked what the hell was with me.
I liked Aaron. We’d only been working together a year or so, since my old partner took a new job. He was about five years younger than me and a real gym nut, hitting the weights and treadmill every morning before he came in.
I just grinned and hinted that I’d gotten some the night before.
“Oh, I forgot,” he said, his voice gently mocking. “With you married guys, that makes for a red letter day.”
I threw an eraser at him. The lucky SOB probably had a different girl in his bed every night. Young, good-looking, a cool job...he could pick and choose. It almost made me jealous...almost.
Whoever he did wind up with, she wouldn’t be Harriet. The irony was that, even though she was a few years older than him, the few times they’d met, he hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her. She was that sort of woman—I wanted her, he wanted her, all guys wanted her.
 
***
 
Harriet and I discussed plans. It was almost funny, how seriously we took it. Harriet actually took notes, swearing she’d burn the paper afterwards.
We agreed the hotel had been perfect and we couldn’t see any reason not to use it again. The plan of Harriet going down to the bar and bringing a guy back up had worked well.
“We should do it earlier, though,” Harriet said. “There were plenty of guys already there when we got down there. I think I could show up earlier and still get a”—she flushed—”date.”
“Why mess with the formula, though? We don’t need to get to bed early.”
She glanced away and then back, a sure sign that she was embarrassed.
“What?!”
She shook her head. “Nothing. I just feel like we should start early. I mean, maybe the next guy will take longer, or want to talk afterwards or something.”
I was sure there was some other reason, but she clammed up. I couldn’t see any harm in it, though, so I agreed we’d start earlier.
“And I’ll need a new dress,” she said.
I frowned. “What was wrong with the dress?”
She gave me a look. “You really don’t get women at all, sometimes, do you?”
“But we started this because we were short on cash.”
She held up the thousand dollars and that sort of put it into perspective. And then she sealed the deal. “I work in advertising,” she reminded me. “And if there’s one thing I know, it’s that you gotta spend money to make money.”
I felt my cock throb. This was showcasing her body, signaling her availability. I ran a finger down her arm, feeling myself getting horny again. “When are we doing this?”
“How about Thursday? Same hotel, same day, just a little earlier.”
I nodded. Thursday couldn’t come soon enough.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
“How do I look?” asked Harriet.
It was Thursday and I was sitting on the edge of the bed in our hotel room, staring at my wife. Completely unable to come up with an answer.
I’d thought that the red dress she’d worn the week before was stunning, but
this
one...it took my breath away. It was bottle-green and made of a stretchy, soft material that hugged her ass and thighs and finished well above her knees. Unlike the red one, there was no slit up the side, but the shorter hem revealed plenty of pale thigh. She wasn’t wearing stockings, this time. She didn’t need them. Her legs were going to get more than enough attention thanks to the boots.
The
boots!
They were knee length with a high heel. The matt black leather made them look classy, not slutty, and I didn’t want to know how much they’d cost. Then again, at a thousand dollars each time we did this, it was still a relatively small investment. They gave her a whole different look to the stockings and heels of the week before. She still looked classy, but now she looked younger, more fun-loving.
Up for anything.
My cock hardened in my pants as I thought about what men might infer from that look.
The dress showed off her slender waist before flowing over her full, teardrop breasts. The neckline was high cut, to balance out the short hem, but there was still a tempting scoop of cleavage on show. Her long blonde hair fell in gleaming waves over her shoulders, catching the light and making her seem even more soft and feminine. With her eyes done out in dark, smoky eyeshadow to appear even bigger and her lips a dark cherry red, she looked a delicious mix of delicate and sensual. A woman you lusted after as soon as you saw her, innocent enough that you longed to corrupt her yet sexy enough that her smile promised untold delights.
I thought very seriously about calling the whole night off and just throwing her back on the bed and ravishing her. But the idea of watching her again was too much to turn down.
“Well?!” she asked, giving me a spin.
I shook my head. “Amazing,” I told her. I stood up, grabbed her waist and kissed her long and deep. She chuckled. As she moved back from the kiss, I could see the playfulness in her eyes. The week before, she’d gotten over her fear. Now she was hyped up and ready, almost high on the excitement. It worried me a little—what we were doing wasn’t without its dangers. If she got reckless, we might get in over our heads.
But I’d be there the whole time. What could go wrong?
She checked her purse for condoms and then looked at her watch. “I should get down there,’ she said. She still seemed to be determined to start early, this time, and wouldn’t say why. I put it down to her just being eager.
I kissed her again. “Still sure about this?”
She nodded quickly. “We need the money.”
My eyes widened and I clutched at her upper arms. “Wait! We don’t—Is that why you’re doing it?! I thought—”
She shook her head, flushing. “No. I just—” She squirmed.
“You like the
idea
that that’s the reason,” I said slowly.
She nodded.
That kind of made sense. The money aspect removed the guilt because it stopped it feeling like cheating. And of course it added an extra kinky twist.
“Is that weird?” she asked quietly.
“No. Not at all.” I thought for a second and then leaned close. “After all, you
have
to do this. You don’t have any choice. Harriet, the poor wife, forced to spread her legs for strangers.” I was almost whispering it in her ear. “All those debts mounting up, and the only way you can possibly pay them is to whore yourself.” I heard her catch her breath, and saw that she was squeezing her thighs together. “God, how
awful,
poor Harriet, no choice, better get down there and find a man who’ll pay for your body so you can keep the debt collectors at bay—”
She suddenly clutched at my arm. “God, I’m so wet right now.”
I held her and chuckled softly in her ear.
“Are you thinking you married a complete pervert?” she asked.
“Nope. I’m thinking I married the greatest woman in the world.”
She smiled and headed for the door. In just minutes, she’d be downstairs, waiting for some guy to chat her up. I ran my eyes down her body, imagining what would be going through the guy’s head as he talked to her. God, I wished I could talk to him. Wouldn’t that be incredible, to hear him talking about my wife?
That’s when it hit me.
“Wait,” I said. “I have an idea.”
 
***
 
Five minutes later, I sauntered nonchalantly into the bar area. Just as before, my wife was already sitting at the bar, nursing a glass of wine and waiting for a man to notice her. Just as before, I ordered a beer and took a seat in the corner where I could watch.
There was one important difference. This time, there’d be an extra step in the process. My heart thumped harder as I thought about it.
The bar was already full—Harriet had been right about it being okay to start early, though I still couldn’t figure out why she wanted to. This time, it didn’t take long for a man to sit down next to her. He was a little older than the first guy—under forty, I estimated, but only just. Probably almost a decade older than Harriet. He had some gray mixed into his black hair, but seemed to be in good shape. He sat casually on his seat and seemed to have the same relaxed confidence the first guy had and I wondered how many times he’d done this before. How many other escorts had he slept with?
Not
other
escorts,
I corrected myself.
Harriet isn’t really an escort. This is just a game.
Harriet had turned to face him and brushed her hair back from her face, revealing the pale elegance of her neck. I could see the guy’s eyes flick over her breasts, her slender waist...and her pert, ripe ass. As they talked, he leaned in closer, as close as a boyfriend on a date. Then his hand dropped to her leg. I felt my chest tighten. The sight of his hand there, so possessive, made the anger flare up inside me...but it made my cock harden against my thigh as well. He was already fucking her, in his mind.
And then my wife got up and left. I knew that she’d told him she had to use the bathroom and that she’d be right back, because that’s what we’d arranged. And I knew she’d wait a few minutes in the bathroom before returning, because we’d arranged that, too.
This was my opportunity.
I drained my beer and wandered over to the bar. I stood right next to my wife’s stool—if she’d still been there, she would have been right between her client and me. “She your girlfriend?” I asked the man.
He looked up, startled. I wondered if I’d blown it, if he’d be embarrassed and hightail it out of there. But instead, he studied me, getting the measure of me, and then grinned and said, “Nope. She’s, ah...working.” He obviously didn’t see anything wrong in it, or didn’t care what a stranger thought of him.
I acted as if I was embarrassed at the revelation—I figured that if I acted like I was caught off-balance, he’d relax. “Oh! Really? Wow. I didn’t know...I mean, I didn’t know working, um...women looked like that.”
He grinned wider. “Well, we’re not talking about three-dollar hookers, in a place like this. Do you know what a girl like that costs?” He was enjoying himself, now. “Go ahead, guess.”
I played dumb. “Five hundred bucks?”
“Try a thousand.”
I let my jaw drop. I could feel my cock throbbing in my pants. This was everything I’d wanted—he was discussing her as if she was a real escort, one of the many he’d sampled. “Wow. And for that—”
He leaned close. “For that, I get to do anything I want to her. And I intend to.”
That should have been a warning, but I was too horny to really process it. The bartender finally showed up and I bought a beer, but hung around to drink it instead of going back to my seat. The guy seemed happy to share his expertise.
“Her name’s Kimberly,” he said. “Probably still paying off her college debt. A lot of these girls are fresh out of college—I figure she’s twenty-four, twenty-five.”
I couldn’t help grinning inside. Harriet would be delighted he was taking five years off her age.
“They get their first job, right at the bottom of the ladder and it’s a wake-up call,” the man said. “They aren’t making the money they thought they would, and they got bills to pay, and then some friend clues them in to the fact they got a gold mine between their legs. And the next thing you know, she’s on her back on a bed.”
 
Part of me wanted to smack that smug grin right off his face. I was ready to bet that he’d been polite and charming to her face. But another part of me was delighting in it. There was something about the way he lusted after her. She wasn’t an advertising exec, to him, and certainly not someone’s wife. She was like some precious gem, something to be coveted and eventually bought. “Do you see the same...ah...escort each time?” I asked.
He shook his head. “I like to get a different one every time.” He glanced at my wedding ring. “See, you won’t remember this, being married, but there’s something about fucking a brand new woman. Especially one as hot as her.”
I sort of knew what he was talking about. With my college girlfriends, the very first time we had sex
had
always been the best. That mystery of finding out exactly what her pussy looked like, or how her nipples looked when they were hard, or what she felt like, inside.
I suddenly wondered if it was the same for Harriet. Pretending to be an escort let her experience the first time with a man over and over, something she couldn’t do with a lover.
For the client, though, I had a feeling it was different. He seemed to view my wife more as a trophy to be bagged. “Do you do this a lot?” I asked.
He shrugged. “Couple of times a month. Only if I see a girl I really like. When I saw this girl, Kimberly, I had to have her.”
That sent a hot throb through me. He’d seen my wife and he
had to have her.
But his next words changed everything.
He leaned close again, smirking. “Girl like that, you just know she could suck a goddamn football through a hosepipe.”
I felt myself return his grin, but it was only surface deep. Inside, I was twisting, lust and anger mixing together. God, who did he think he was, talking about her like that? And yet, at the same time, the crudeness was a turn on. Harriet
did
have gorgeous, soft lips and the boots made her look supremely sexual. I glanced around the bar. Probably every guy there had fantasized about her on her knees in front of them.
At that moment, the guy punched me lightly in the arm. “Get out of here. She’s coming back. I got to get her upstairs and plow her a whole new furrow.”
I quickly moved away and watched as Harriet rejoined him. I could see the way his eyes crawled over her legs and especially her ass as she perched herself on the bar stool. I thought about what he’d said about her sucking him. Should I warn her, somehow? What if she didn’t want to do that? She’d given
me
blowjobs, but a stranger?
And what was that other thing he’d said, right at the end?
Plow her a whole new furrow?
That made no sense. She couldn’t have convinced him she was a virgin, could she?
I saw Harriet nod to the guy—damn, I should have asked him his name!—and quickly finish her drink. I had to hurry to make it out of the bar ahead of them. Fortunately, Harriet deliberately took her time. I caught sight of her reflection in one of the bar’s chromed pillars and she was leading her client by the hand, a step or so in front of him. The high-heeled boots turned every step into a hypnotic swing of her hips and from his position behind her, the view of her ass swaying from side to side must have been glorious. She caught my eye in the reflection and winked at me.
I was so distracted by Harriet and her client behind me, I almost walked into another guy. Tanned, with close-cropped blond hair and gum in his mouth. He was wearing a suit, but he didn’t seem like a businessman. “You okay, pal?” he asked. Somehow, he managed to make the question sound like a threat.
I stumbled to a stop. “Sure. Just, uh, heading up to my room.”
He slapped me on my arm in a false-friendly way. “You do that, pal.”
I felt his eyes watching me all the way across the lobby to the elevators. I’d heard that tone of voice and that macho, sneering tone somewhere before, but I couldn’t place where. It wasn’t until I was hurrying along the corridor to our room that I figured it out.
A cop. He’d sounded like a particularly pushy, arrogant cop.
My heart leapt into my mouth. Could the police be running some sort of sting operation? Could Harriet’s new client be a cop as well? But that didn’t make any sense. If he had been, why would he have talked to me so openly about hiring her?
Then I got it.
Hotel security.
That was something we hadn’t considered, that the place might have its own security people, but it made sense. My stomach tightened. Were they onto us? Was he stopping Harriet, right now? Asking her questions?
I opened the door to our room, but hesitated there until I heard the chime of the elevator arriving on our floor—my wife and her client, arriving safely. I quickly stepped inside the room and closed the door, then shut myself inside the closet.
Probably, the security guy had just been reacting to me nearly walking into him. It was nothing to worry about. I’d warn Harriet about him and we’d just watch out for him, from now on.
I held my breath as the door unlocked and Harriet led her client in by the hand.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Seeing the two of them together, I got a better sense of the guy’s size. He wasn’t all that much taller than her, especially in her heeled boots, but he was stocky and wide-shouldered, as if he’d played football in college.
He turned to face her and put his hands on her waist. He wasn’t shy about touching her, running his hands up and down her hips and then over the ripe curves of her ass. “You’re a knockout,” he murmured. He said it almost to himself, but I saw Harriet smile.
To my surprise, he sat down in the leather armchair near the end of the bed. “How about a drink?” he asked.
That threw me a little—and Harriet, too, from the expression on her face.
“Come on,” he said, giving her a winning smile. “I’m paying a grand for you. You can at least fix me a drink.”
She smiled again, either at the thought of the money or—more likely—the reminder he was buying her. The room’s minibar was built into the desk, down near the floor. She turned from him and bent over to open it. “What would you like, Matt?” she asked.
Matt.
He was called Matt. I knew she’d used his name just for my benefit, just so I’d know the name of the guy who fucked my wife, and I loved her for that.
As I watched Matt watching her, I suddenly knew why he’d asked for a drink. She was bent over right in front of him, her legs straight, her ass high in the air. She was side-on to me, so I couldn’t see much, but he probably had a view right up her dress—hell, he might even be able to see her panties, given how short the dress was. I saw him smirk and, again, the anger flared inside me. That was my wife he was gawping at and ordering around! And yet, as before, the anger twisted together with the lust, forming something stronger than either.
“Scotch. Straight up,” Matt told her.
She rooted around in the minibar for the correct bottle. I saw her ass sway and bob alluringly as she moved around. Her long legs looked amazing, too, with those creamy thighs emerging from her black boots, but it was her ass he seemed to have his eye on. I wished I could see it from his angle. Harriet seemed to take a long time to find the bottle and I wondered if she was aware of the show she was giving him, and was stretching it out deliberately.
At last, she brought out the bottle and a glass and set them on the desk. But instead of straightening up, she stayed like that while she closed the bar and then poured the drink. That’s when I knew it was deliberate. My wife was parading herself in front of him. I remembered how she’d stood on the bed for the first client. She was discovering a whole new exhibitionist streak.
She finally stood up and handed him the finished drink and he took it and thanked her. He sat there sipping it without telling her to do anything else so she just stood there and smiled. As he kept watching her, she started to pose for him, leaning against the desk and then playing with her hair, giving him little sideways smiles. He sat there, sipping Scotch and enjoying the view. The sexual tension between the two of them built and built. He was toying with her and she knew it.
Matt drank a little more of his Scotch. “How about a blow job?” he asked.
He’d mentioned it downstairs, so it wasn’t a surprise to me. But it caught Harriet off guard—I guess she’d presumed that her first client would be the norm—just sex and nothing else. I saw her blink a few times before she nodded.
I watched Harriet very carefully to check she was okay with it. I was getting good at reading her body language, now. I could see the way she unconsciously licked her lips as she knelt down, the slight hitch in her breathing. She was turned on as hell.
She got to her knees and I caught my breath. The knee boots had looked classy when she was standing up, but as she knelt in front of him they took on a much sluttier look. Now, I was the one who got to look at her upraised ass, and I had a great view of her face as she bent low over his lap to unfasten his belt. I was going to be able to see everything!
My wife seemed to be trying to look calm and collected as she pulled the belt out of its buckle and unfastened his pants. But when she eased down his jockey shorts and his cock sprang out, she flinched back. He gave a dark chuckle at that.
His cock was big, and it looked like it wasn’t completely hard, yet. Long and bulging with veins, the head a deep red-purple, I could actually see it swelling and stiffening in front of my eyes. Harriet looked a little scared as she saw the same thing from just a few inches away. Then she steeled herself and wrapped a slender, pale hand around the base. She’d had her nails done in her lunch break and the sight of her immaculate hand around that thick, brutish cock was incredible.
The client gave a grunt of approval. “Now suck it,” he said.
She blinked up at him for a second, taken aback by the crudity of the request. With me, blowjobs weren’t something I asked for—they just happened as part of foreplay. And I’d never have demanded one like that.
But then I wasn’t a client. I hadn’t bought the right to use her. My cock throbbed at the thought.
He’s bought my wife.
And I remembered what Harriet had said, about liking the submissive aspect. Her eyes had widened a little, I saw, but not with fear—with lust.
She’s getting off on being ordered around.
Harriet licked her lips again, getting ready. Then she opened her mouth and slowly lowered her head. I could see her hesitation and realized what it was: with the first guy, he’d worn a condom. But a blowjob was done naked. She’d actually be touching a stranger’s cock with her lips, her tongue. He’d be naked inside her mouth.
Sticking out her soft, pink tongue, she began to lick at the head of his cock, steadying it with her hand as it jerked from her touch. He let out another pleased grunt and she did it again, a little more boldly, bathing him with her tongue. I could see his cock begin to glisten. Then she opened her lips and slowly took the head into her mouth, sealing around him. I could see her cheeks move as she tongued him and then they hollowed as she began to suck.
I could barely resist the urge to stroke myself. My wife was down on her knees, right in front of me, licking another guy’s cock for money.
“Good,” said the guy, his voice tight. “Deeper.”
Harriet moved her mouth a little further down his cock, sliding him in until he filled her mouth. I imagined how good it must feel, to have your cock sliding across the tongue of a woman as beautiful as my wife.
Matt leaned back, sucking air in through his nostrils., then placed his hands lightly on her head. “Deeper,” he said.
I could only see my wife from the back, but I could sense her internal reaction from the way she tensed. When she gave me blowjobs, she didn’t go deep. She’d stop when my cock was nestled at the back of her mouth...my groin tightened at the memory. But now this guy wanted something more. I waited for her to tell him
no.
But instead, she lifted her head off him completely and said, her voice husky, “Deeper?”
He looked down at her and, again, I sensed that he liked the idea that she didn’t just do it —that she needed direction. Needed a little firmness, even. “Yeah.
Deeper.  A girl like you’s done that before, right?”
A girl like you.
He could have meant
experienced
or even
high quality—a compliment.
But I could tell he didn’t mean it that way at all.
And I could see from the way Harriet squirmed that she sort of liked it.
She nodded, even though she’d never done it before. And lowered her head onto him. This time, she kept going down until he was pushing at the dark, slippery entrance at the back of her mouth. The guy gave an
mmm
of approval and sat back, watching, like a king on his throne.
Harriet took a deep, shuddering breath and pushed her head down and I saw her jerk, heard her gag. It hit me that she’d forgotten to put any music on, this time, so I could hear every sound. It meant I was going to have to be extra quiet in the closet. Right now, though, I was more concerned with what he was doing to her—she pushed down on him again and gagged again, and I bristled with rage. He couldn’t treat my wife this way!
And yet...she was enjoying it. I could tell by the way she gently ground her hips as she knelt there. She was getting off on being directed like this, being pushed look this. Being used.
“Come on, Kimberley,” said Matt. “You can do better than that.”
She glanced up at him and I would have loved to see the look in her eyes. Innocent and pleading? Or angry and lustful? Either way, Matt grinned when he saw it.
My wife pushed her head down a third time...and this time, she swallowed him. I saw her pale throat flex as his thick cock was squeezed tight by it, the head sliding deep into her. My eyes bulged. God, was she really doing this?! Her lips slid lower, lower...until they were squashed around the base of his cock, right up against his groin. She was breathing through her nostrils—they quivered as she took breaths. And meanwhile, Matt sat there panting, his mouth twisting as he looked down at her. His hand smoothed her hair. “Good, Kimberley”
She started to move and I gasped as his cock emerged from her mouth, shining with her spit -  God, I could even see a trace of lipstick on it. She moved back until he was in her mouth, almost letting him slip from her lips, the purple head spreading her mouth wide. Then she plunged back down, swallowing him again, and began to stroke her head up and down his length. She still gagged each time she went down but that only seemed to inflame Matt more. His pants became quicker, his hand in her hair more insistent.  But he wasn’t holding her head or forcing her down on him. His words were enough to keep her going. “Yeah...Oh man,
yeah,
Kimberley. Just like that. Use your tongue.
Yeah! Just like that!
Faster. Use your hand.”
She did it, curling her hand around his shaft and stroking him as she sucked. He was breathing so fast and the whole thing looked so damn hot, I thought he was going to come in her mouth. I was practically coming myself, without even touching myself.
But suddenly, he said, “Stop,” in a ragged voice and she lifted off him, giving his twitching cock one last lick that I suspect almost sent him over the edge. She was looking up at him with a strange expression on her face, her eyes gleaming, her breasts heaving. She was turned on, but more than that. She was proud that he liked it so much.
“You’re incredible,” he said, looking at her with half-lidded eyes. “Now stand up and get that dress off. The boots, too. Take everything off.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I gulped as my wife slowly stripped off her dress, then her carefully-selected lingerie. Tonight’s ensemble was made of gauzy black panels held together by shiny black ribbons, and it all tied together rather than using normal bra clips. She let it fall to the floor and her breasts spilled out, her nipples already beginning to harden. Then she untied the bows at her hips and the panties fell to the floor. He gazed at her and then told her to turn around with a quick circling of his finger. “Get on your knees,” he told her thickly. “Right at the edge of the bed.”
She did as he asked, her movements slow and graceful. God, the sight of her upraised ass with that delicate pink opening between her thighs, soft lips meeting in a beautiful, soft-edged line. Matt fisted his cock a few times as he stepped towards her, his cock still naked.
Shit! Should I come out and warn her? I couldn’t let him fuck her without a condom!  Or would she realize on her own?
He stepped closer. God, his cock was almost at her pussy lips! I put my hands against the closet door—
“Wait,” she said suddenly. “Are you wearing a condom?”
“I prefer it without,” he said. “I’m clean. “
She looked round at him in panic. “No!”
“I’ll pay extra,” he said. “A hundred bucks.”
“No!” But—God, had there actually been an edge to her voice, then. An excited edge? Had she actually sounded a little thrilled, just for a second, at the idea of a guy fucking her bareback? Something about the idea shocked me to the core—it was so risky and dirty, the opposite of all our careful precautions. And yet something about it wormed down deep into my psyche, twisting darkly there. I didn’t want to admit it, but...just as she’d been turned on by the idea, a part of me was, too.
I blinked and focused. The guy was putting on a condom, thank God, rolling it down his thick shaft. Now he was running one hand over her naked back, then down over her ass, stroking her again and again. She writhed and rolled her hips, tossing her hair. When she glanced towards the closet, I could see the lust in her eyes. She wasn’t putting it on for his benefit; she was really turned on by all this, by his slightly pushy, arrogant demands.
Maybe that’s what appealed to her about the whole escort fantasy—being out of control. That sort of made sense to me, but it also scared me. I hadn’t known she had this submissive side. We were rapidly getting into unexplored territory.
Matt reached forward with his other hand and began to rub her with two thick fingers, running them up and down her soft lips. It wasn’t so different from what Ben, her first client, had done. But then she’d been on her back. Now, with her on her hands and knees like this and him still standing, it had a very different feel. It was as if he was inspecting her before sampling the goods. The fact that he was still almost fully dressed and she was completely naked added to the effect.
He started to whisper in her ear, too quietly for me to hear, and I wanted to groan with frustration. I’d have to get her to tell me everything he said—because, from the way she ground her hips, it was having an incredible effect on her. As I watched, she arched her back and tilted her pelvis back to meet his hand, presenting herself for penetration. His fingers rubbed and rubbed, but didn’t venture inside. They started to slide lower on each stroke, teasing her clit, and she groaned. When he finally stepped back from her, I gasped. Her lips were shining with moisture and so were his fingers. As I watched, he walked around to her head and put his fingers against her lips.
I held my breath.
She opened her mouth and took them in, licking them clean. I felt my cock throb against my thigh. The room was so quiet, I could hear her labored breathing.
He walked around behind her and pushed his pants further down around his thighs. His cock was engorged and rock hard inside the condom, standing straight out like a flagpole. He stroked his hands over her back once more, savoring the violin shape of her. Then he suddenly thrust deep inside her.
Her head came up and she let out a sharp cry. I nearly burst out of the closet...but at the last moment, her cry changed to a guttural moan. He’d shocked her, even stretched her with his sudden entry, but she was still loving it.
My eyes locked on where they joined, her lips a tight pink band around his shaft. He was almost all the way into her and, with her in this position, I had a perfect view of it. My mind rebelled as I took it in. Another man was sinking his cock into my wife, pushing all...the...way...into...her...God!
His wiry pubic hair brushed her lips. He was rooted in her and he stayed there for a moment, their bodies as closely connected as it’s possible to be. My breathing became panting.
This is wrong! I shouldn’t be letting her—
And yet I was loving it as much as she was.
He put his hands on her hips and began to pump into her—long, slow strokes. He leaned back as he did it, watching the way her breasts swayed and bounced. If anything, I swore his cock actually swelled more as he fucked her. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry to speed up. In fact, it seemed like he was just getting started.
He fucked her like that for long minutes and I watched as she got wetter and wetter, her slickness visible on her lips as he emerged from her each time. She was swirling her hips as he pushed into her, almost humping back against him. I could tell she wanted him to go faster, to pound her so that she could come. But he clearly wasn’t interested in that, unlike her first client. He was focused on his own pleasure, at least for now.
And then he leaned over and said, “Got any lube?”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I felt the blood drain from my face. I remembered all the times he’d stared at her ass, downstairs. God, he wanted
that?!
We hadn’t talked about that. I’d meant to, after Ben, but we’d never gotten around to it. And now, suddenly, I wondered if that had been deliberate. Had Harriet subtly steered me away from the subject, because she was afraid that, if we talked about it, I’d say I didn’t want her to do it?
Did
I want her to do it? We’d never had anal sex. We’d talked about it and I’d really wanted to, but she’d always been uncertain. I knew she’d never done it with any of her boyfriends before me.
This was her first time. He didn’t realize it, but he was asking her to take it up the ass for the first time!
I saw her swallow. “I, ah...I don’t really do that,” she said.
A refusal...but not a very whole-hearted one, compared to when he’d asked to fuck her bareback.
He tilted his head to one side. “I paid a grand,” he said. “I figured I got the whole menu.”
I gulped. Of course—he thought she was a professional escort. He’d assume she did everything and was just attempting to push up the price. He had no idea she was so inexperienced.
Harriet looked over her shoulder, her eyes huge...but shining with lust. “I, um...I never did it before,” she said in a small voice.
And I saw the gleam in his eyes. My entire view of the situation twisted around. God, it was worse than I’d thought! I remembered now that comment he’d made about “plowing a new furrow.” He’d
guessed
that she hadn’t done anal before. He must have pegged her for inexperienced, some young escort just starting out on her career...and hoped that he’d be the first to take her this way. The idea that he saw her as a trophy to be bagged made me bristle with anger again, just as it had downstairs...but there was something about it that sent a dark throb through me, as well.
Did I want this?! Did I want her first time to be with a stranger...for money?
“I’ll be gentle,” said Matt. “So do you have lube, or not?”
There. The perfect excuse. Of course she didn’t have any, so—
“Yes,” said Harriet in a small voice. And she got up off the bed, breasts bouncing, and walked over to her purse. Both Matt and I watched, transfixed as her goddess-like body passed in front of us, the room’s low lights making the blonde curls of hair at her groin gleam. She came back with a squeeze bottle and handed it to Matt. She stood before him for a few seconds, just looking at him. With her boots off, she was a good few inches shorter than him. She looked nervous, her eyes huge. Would she change her mind?
But as she gazed up at him and he stared down at her, something happened. I could see her breathing quicken and—God, yes, if I really concentrated, I was sure I could see her nipples hardening. She was imagining what was going to happen...and she wanted it.
Without words, she turned her back on him and got onto the bed, arranging herself on her hands and knees again. The sight of her preparing herself for him like that, submitting to her client’s wishes, had my cock rock hard in my pants. The thought that
that’s my wife,
kept going through my head.
Behind her, Matt squeezed out a ribbon of shining lube onto his hand and worked it with his thumb, warming it. Then he knelt on the bed behind her and gently spread the cheeks of her ass. We both had a perfect view of the tight pink pucker of her asshole, so delicate and private between those perfect, pale curves.
God, this is wrong. I can’t let him—
But he was already putting his lubed finger to her and she jerked and gasped at the first warm contact in that secret place. He rubbed around and around the edge, getting her ready, and I saw her stiffen. Then he began to tease the hole itself.
“I—I’m not sure—” she muttered, but her words seemed almost aimed at herself. She kept shaking her head in an
I can’t believe I’m letting him do this
way.
Matt finally began to press his lubed index finger into her tight hole. Her mouth fell open as she felt herself spread, a tremor running the length of her body. I saw Matt watch the way her spine rippled, her breasts swaying and bouncing, and he seemed to swell with pride. He was loving the effect he was having on the timid beauty.
He slid his thick finger in halfway and I saw her jerk. “Relax,” he told her. God, she must have tightened around him—I could only imagine how that must feel.
After a few seconds, she seemed to manage to relax because I saw him push the finger deeper, until it was all the way in. But she was still panting and wide-eyed.
“You really haven’t done this before, have you?” asked Matt, grinning at the thought.
She shook her head, long hair tossing.
“Well, don’t worry,” he said. “I’m a good teacher.”
I should be doing this! Me!
But as my anger built, so did my lust.
I’m not paying. He bought her, so he gets to be the first.
“Let’s see if we can get you….” Matt trailed off, sliding his other hand underneath her groin. He started to massage her pussy with his fingers: long, curving strokes, following the shape of her, and she gasped in surprise. He left his other hand where it was, his finger buried inside her.
She began to grind herself against his hand as he rubbed. I could see the slickness on her lips and, soon, she was straining to get more friction, pushing her ass back against him to try to get him to touch her clit, which he kept stopping just short of. And I noticed something—each time she ground and moaned, her asshole would spasm around his finger, loosening and then tightening around him. He was getting her used to him!
He began to saw his finger in and out of her, fucking her with it. At first, she tensed and stopped her movements. But as he finally began to circle her clit, she started grinding back to meet him again, swirling her hip as he fucked her. I stared at that thick finger as it plunged into my wife’s most secret place, then at her naked, bouncing breasts and panting mouth. She was getting off on it. And, as her pleasure built and built, it looked like—
“Oh, you’re going to come, aren’t you?” said Matt. “For real, too.” He grinned...and rubbed her faster. “Go on, then, Kimberley. Let’s see you come your brains out.”
I knew she’d come with Ben, but Matt probably thought he was the first. He probably imagined she never came with clients—I mean, real escorts didn’t, right? Or they faked it. He must feel like a million dollars, being able to make an escort lose control. He didn’t know she was a married woman.
Harriet was groaning now, her face tilted back almost to the ceiling, her back bent like a bow. Her hips made little jerking motions back towards Matt’s expert hands. God, she was
desperate.
“P—Please,” she begged.
My wife was
begging.
“Since you asked so nicely,” Matt chuckled. And his fingers moved faster, sending her over the edge—
She cried out long and hard, her whole body going stiff. I saw her pussy quiver under his fingers and her asshole clench around his finger again and again in shuddering spasms. God, imagine what that would feel like if you were fucking her!
He waited until her movements slowed and stopped. Then he slowly withdrew his finger and squeezed more lube straight from the bottle onto her asshole. He slicked some more over the condom and the sight of that thick length, glistening and ready, made me panic.
God, he can’t stick that thing inside her! He’ll hurt her!
But I stopped just short of opening the closet doors. It had to be her decision.
Matt stepped up behind her and positioned the head of his cock at her tight opening. Harriet’s eyes had fluttered closed as she basked in the afterglow, but now they flew open. “God,” she groaned. “I—I’m not sure I can.” Matt circled his cock against her and she swallowed. “It feels so...big.”
I didn’t know if she was trying to massage his ego, but it worked anyway. Matt grinned and set his shoulders. “I’ll go slow,” he told her. And he began to push the arrow-shaped head against her pucker.
Harriet’s eyes widened. “God!” she gasped. She rocked forward on her hands, her breasts swaying like ripe fruit. Her back bent a little more, which only presented her rear to him more alluringly. But she didn’t ask him to stop.
He took hold of her hips, holding her gently in place as he began to rock forward with her. He didn’t prevent her from moving completely but, each time he pushed forward, she was held back against him a little. My eyes were locked on the thick head as it spread her open. Watching that tight pink pucker being gradually stretched was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. Harriet began to gasp and moan and I knew she could feel herself opening, that she was anticipating what would come next. Then she reached the head’s widest point and—
With a sudden rush, the head entered her completely, her body almost sucking it in, trapping it inside her as she closed around the narrower shaft. Her head jerked up, her mouth open in disbelief. I could see her stretched tight around his girth. Matt just waited there for a moment and I could see my wife tremble and gasp at the feel of him inside her.
Her hair had fallen over her face. Matt gently scooped it up with one hand and brushed it sideways over her neck so that he could see her. “Good?” he asked. He ran his other hand down the length of her naked back and over her rump.
Harriet slowly nodded. “Y—Yes,” she whispered.
The words exploded in my brain. God, she liked it. She liked the feeling of him there.
Matt smiled...and began to push into her, moving very slowly. Now that the head was in, there was nothing to slow the progress of his smooth, lubed cock. Nothing but her tightness. I could see the smooth skin around her asshole actually cave inward a little as he moved, she was so tight. And I could see the realization in Harriet’s eyes that he was about to fill her. “I—” she gasped.
Matt didn’t stop. His hips kept moving slowly forward and I stood there, frozen, as his cock slid into her.
“I—” she said again, giving a little jerk. She was panting with the feeling of it. I couldn’t see pain in her eyes, just shock and pleasure.
“What?” he asked calmly, his cock still moving into her.
“I—!”
This time Harriet’s voice was high and strained. Then, “God!”
Matt gave a grunt as his progress slowed. He was in her almost all the way, perhaps an inch of his thick shaft still outside her.
Stop there,
I thought.
That’s enough.
But he lunged his hips forward and
pressed.
Harriet’s head came up, her voice shrill. “Ah!
God! So deep!” She trembled and shook..but she didn’t ask him to stop. And then, as the wiry hair at the base of his cock pressed up snug against her ass, she gave a little jerk as she felt herself filled completely.
They stayed like that for a moment. I could hear Harriet panting as if she’d run a mile. She was gleaming with sweat, too, her pale body glistening and gorgeous. Matt was breathing hard, looking down at the beauty he’d impaled, a smirk of satisfaction on his face.
His hands tightened on her hips. Harriet’s mouth fell open again as she realized he was about to move.
His first thrust was only a few inches. My wife’s mouth opened in a silent cry, her eyes squeezing tight as he filled her again. Then another and another. I saw her begin to shudder—God, she was already close to coming! I’d been so worried about him hurting her, I hadn’t seen the deeper effect this was having on her. It wasn’t just about the physical sensation—it was about the
idea
of it. Harriet was gasping and moaning because, suddenly, she was an escort being fucked in the ass by a client.
It suddenly occurred to me to ask why she’d brought lube with her, and why she’d admitted having it when she could have easily have lied.
She’d wanted this. She’d wanted—hoped?—that he’d ask for this. She’d wanted to know what it would feel like to have a man fuck her ass. And now she was getting her wish.
Matt began to make his strokes longer. He’d been bent over her, but now he straightened up for more power. There was something about the image of the nearly fully-dressed businessman, erect and powerful, and the naked woman on all fours before him that made my cock strain at my pants. I stared at Harriet’s perfect breasts, at the smooth curves of her ass and firm thighs. My wife was gorgeous...and this man was getting to sample her simply because he had money to spend.
Harriet shuddered as he moved faster in her. She was arching her back and pushing her hips back to meet him, now, urging him on.
Matt’s smile had disappeared. He was entirely focused on his own pleasure, now, luxuriating in the tightness of her, in the knowledge that he was the very first man to do this. His thrusts became harder and longer, almost all of his cock rushing into her on each stroke. His panting filled the room and, under it, her high little moans as he filled her each time. It was obscene and wonderful.
He started to run his hands up and down over her naked back and sides, relishing the feel of her smooth skin. His hands wrapped around her waist and I had a sudden flash of memory. I saw my own hands there on our wedding day, feeling her slender form through her white dress as I kissed her at the front of the church.
Jesus, that’s my wife!
Matt’s thrusts got harder, faster, the bed creaking and rocking.
God, he’s really pounding her!
I thought about stopping it—surely she couldn’t be enjoying this rough treatment?
But even as I thought it, she turned her head to the side, gazing right at the closet. Her eyes stayed half-closed, her breath coming in shuddering pants. There was no mistaking the look of raw, burning lust. She was close...really close.
Then he slid his hands under her and captured her hanging breasts, squeezing them and rubbing the nipples as he fucked her. She let out a long cry of pleasure, clutching at the sheets with both hands, and began to writhe against him as she came.
Matt’s thrusts were a blur, now, his own orgasm close. As my wife shook and gasped, I imagined how that tight passage must be spasming around him, squeezing his cock…..
He let out a groan and pushed deep and I saw his ass contract as he fired stream after stream of cum inside her. She jerked as he did it, feeling that sudden burst of heat through the condom. And I could almost see the knowledge pass through her—that he’d just used her for his pleasure in the basest way possible. It seemed to make her orgasm even stronger.
She fell forward onto her forearms as her spasms died away. He slowly withdrew from her, and just that drew another groan from her as he moved on her sensitive flesh. She rolled onto her side and stared up at him.
After Ben, she’d looked used. But after Matt she looked...ravaged.
She was soaked in sweat, her hair a mess and she moved gingerly, as if she was a little sore. But she was grinning. She’d loved every second of it.
Matt disposed of the condom and pulled up his pants. In seconds, he was the respectable businessman again...and my wife still lay naked and gasping on the bed.
He opened his wallet and counted out some bills. Then he placed them, very carefully and deliberately, in a fan right next to her panting mouth. “You earned it,” he said, just a little smugly. And he sauntered out the door.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
As soon as he was gone, I burst from the closet. “Are you okay?” I asked. “Did he hurt you?”
She lifted herself up to sitting and shook her head. “No. I’m okay.” She tried moving her lower body and gasped, then smiled as if ashamed. “A little sore.”
We stared at each other.
“God, I….” she said.
I brushed her hair back from her cheek. “I know. Wow.”
She bit her lip. “Is it okay? That my first time wasn’t with you?”
I swallowed. I
was
angry, in a way. But the experience of watching it had been worth it. And I realized something else. “We
can do it, right? I mean, now you’ve—”
“Oh, God, of course!” She shook her head ruefully. “I don’t know what I was so scared of. I guess it just...it always seemed so
wrong,
you know? But if Matt wanted it, if I was being paid”—she squirmed—”then it made it okay to try it.” She smiled. “So yeah. We can absolutely do it.”
I nodded, grinning. “Then I’m okay with it.” It hit me that, if we hadn’t started this game, maybe she’d
never
have been brave enough to try anal sex with me. This thing was opening us up to new experiences, new sides of ourselves. And that reminded me of something else. “What about the way he treated you? Ordering you around a little? Like with the blow job?”
She flushed. “I really liked that. I didn’t know I would, until it happened. But I did.” She squirmed. “I guess I do have a little bit of a submissive thing.”
I nodded slowly, wondering if it was more than just
a little.
Then I  cupped her chin and drew her into a kiss. Slow and deep, the sort of loving kiss that was just for us. I felt her breathing slow down, her whole body relax. My tongue explored her, then pushed deep, claiming her as my own again.
When we broke the kiss, we were smiling at each other. “So, now, can we…?” I asked, glancing at the bed.
She bit her lip again.
“What?” I asked, puzzled.
“We can,” she said. “But....I want to ask you something first. You can say no.”
Now I was utterly bemused. “Okay…” I said. “What?”
She flushed. “I want to take a shower, redo my make-up...,and go down there again.”
I gaped.
“What?!”
She sat there shyly looking up at me, so different to the gasping, moaning temptress of moments ago. Her words sunk in and things suddenly made sense. “That’s why you wanted to go down there early, this time,” I said slowly. “You were planning this. You wanted—” I swallowed. “Two
men? In one night?!”
Now she really did blush. “Well, when you say it like
that,
it sounds awful! It’s not about it being two men. It’s just about being an escort.”
I said nothing, giving her time.
“Ever since I first thought about it, there was something about the idea of having sex with a guy, then moving onto the next one. Going back downstairs and, you know, maybe some of the guys who saw me leave with the first guy see me come back down and they know exactly what I’ve been doing up here, and that’s just—” I saw her squeeze her thighs together—hard.
“That turns you on?”
She nodded. “A lot,” she whispered.
I blinked, trying to process everything. Now that I thought about it, there was something about the idea that turned me on, too. It extended the whole fantasy of her being an escort—she’d finish with one guy, then go straight back downstairs for another.
God!
I could feel my cock hardening in my pants.
“Okay, but afterwards,” I said, “We
have to have sex.”
She grabbed my hands. “Afterwards,” she said, “I’m going to dive on you. I’m so horny I can barely keep my hands off you
now.”
I nodded and grinned. “Okay.”
She jumped off the bed and ran into the bathroom. A moment later, I heard the shower go on.
Both of us were so busy thinking about the next client that we didn’t detect the danger in what she’d said. We thought of the other potential clients noticing her return. We didn’t stop to think of who else might notice.
My wife was about to get her next client...but our first real troubles were about to begin.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I listened as my wife washed the traces of her last lover from her—the touch of his hands in her hair, the fingermarks he’d left on her breasts, the shining lube he’d used to penetrate her ass with fingers and cock. Cleaning herself of him, but not for me. For her next client.
She was going back out there. She was going to have another man in the same night.
Are we going too far?
This felt like it was getting out of control. Were we taking too many risks? And yet, at the same time, the idea of her being a proper escort, of going right back out there and looking for her next customer, had me rock hard in my pants. I’d get to watch a man approach her and proposition her. Maybe I’d even get to talk to the guy again, as I had with Matt. There was something about hearing a guy discuss my wife as if she was property to be bought that sent a deep, dark twist of heat through me—utterly wrong but utterly hot.
Harriet emerged from the shower, moving fast. Strange how women can get ready in half the usual time when it suits them. Within minutes, she was dressed in the green dress again—but this time, she added black hold-ups and switch the black boots for black, high heeled pumps. She sat at the mirror to redo her make-up, going dark and smoky with the eyes again and switching to a slightly darker shade of red lipstick. It made her pale skin look even paler.
“Are you sure you’re...okay
to do this again?” I asked.
She glanced at me and I could see the excitement in her eyes. God, she was really fired up about this. Clearly, the multiple men in a night thing had been a big part of this fantasy for her, while I hadn’t even thought about it.
Fantasy.
It was still just a fantasy, right? Just a sex game. I mean, sure, the money was real but that was just a happy bonus.
“It’s just sex,” she said, her voice a little high. “I mean,
we’ve
had sex twice in one night plenty of times. My body doesn’t know it’s two different men.”
But
you
do,
I thought. More and more, I was beginning to understand why she’d wanted to do this. She was getting experiences a simple affair or even some sort of open marriage just wouldn’t give her.
She finished her make-up and turned to me. “How do I look?”
I slowly shook my head. “Like a million dollars,” I said. I wasn’t kidding. Her eyes were defined and shadowed to make them look even bigger than normal, halfway between innocent and sultry. Her lips were a luscious red and had been glossed so that they shone wetly. Her cheek bones were elegant and added to the fragile look, her pale skin set off perfectly by the soft waves of blonde hair that fell about her face.
And the dress...it was the second time I’d seen it on her but its sexiness hadn’t diminished at all. The neckline showed off a portion of her full, creamy breasts, though not enough that it looked slutty. The dark green fabric hugged her slender waist and pert ass. But it was the hem that really got your attention. It had been eye-catchingly short even with bare legs. Now, with the hold-ups in place, it was stop-and-stare territory. My eyes traced all the way from her high heels to the tops of her thighs and back down again. God, it was so short, you could actually see a hint of stocking top. “Are you sure you can get away with that?” I croaked.
She tugged the dress down, putting the hem all of a millimeter below her stocking tops. “It’ll be fine,” she said.
I could see the tell-tale gleam in her eyes. She
wanted
everyone to look.
It was good advertising.
The fact she was so eager only made my cock harder. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.”
 
***
 
As before, she went downstairs first and I followed a few minutes later. As I strolled towards the bar, I suddenly remembered what had happened last time I’d walked through the lobby—the run-in with the hotel security guy.
Thankfully, he seemed to be nowhere around. Probably telling someone to turn their TV down. I looked towards the bar.
Harriet wasn’t there.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Icy panic started to claw its way up inside my chest. What if some guy had grabbed her? Persuaded her to come outside and get into his car and sped off with her? No...no way. Harriet was level-headed. She might get carried away when she was in the middle of sex, but she wouldn’t do something dangerous like that.
Could she be in the bathroom? Why would she go there as soon as she got down here?
I bought a beer and found a corner to sit in and drink it. I decided I’d give it a few minutes and then—-I had no idea
what
I’d do if she didn’t show up. What the hell was I going to tell the cops? “My wife was playing at being an escort and now she’s disappeared?”
I was halfway through the beer when I saw her. Saw her reflection, actually, in a mirror behind the bar. She was out in the lobby, over by the elevators. I’d walked right past her. She hadn’t been able to shout to get my attention because she was with a guy.
I couldn’t get a good look at him in the mirror, but I could see his black suit and a hint of white shirt collar—definitely a businessman. But why had she gone all the way out there with him?
Unless...she’d never made it to the bar.
Unless he’d stopped her as she came out of the elevators, pulling her to one side.
I quickly drained my beer and then, as casually as I could, wandered out into the lobby. This was going to be much harder than in the bar. There was nowhere I could hide, nothing I could pretend to be doing while I watched. I wandered over to the end of the huge reception desk that was nearest to them. And that’s when I got my first good look at the guy.
He was big. And he couldn’t have been older than thirty, maybe younger. The same age as Harriet; younger than me by two years.
I don’t remember my next few steps. I must have walked on autopilot the rest of the way to the reception desk because my mind was spinning too fast to think.
The other guys had been older. For the first time, I had...competition.
I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. Jealousy was twisting and knotting in my stomach.
Maybe he’s just hotel security, like the guy earlier. Yeah, that’s what it is. You’re just presuming he’s a client, but—
And then I was close enough to hear them and his deep, Californian accent was rolling through my brain. “—sounds good to me. How about we go up to my room? I got a really nice suite.”
I hadn’t gotten a look at the guy’s face yet.
Maybe he’s ugly.
I mean, why would a good looking  young guy want an escort, even one as stunning as my wife? I glanced behind the reception desk and saw a framed print whose glass was reflecting them. It wasn’t as good as a mirror, but I could make out a strong jaw and short, tousled blond hair. The guy looked anything but ugly. And he really was
big.
Not just taller than her—which he was, by a whole head—but wide. I couldn’t tell for sure with his suit on, but it looked as if it was lean muscle, not fat. He looked like a goddamn linebacker.
I lowered my eyes, staring fixedly into space, trying to look as if I wasn’t listening. So I couldn’t see Harriet’s face, but I could hear the excited smile in her voice. “Actually, I have an arrangement with the hotel,” she murmured. “They’re cool with me being here, but I have to keep things in just one room. Is that okay?”
“Makes no difference to me,” the man said. There was something about his voice—deep and rich and strong, almost hypnotic. “As long as I get you in a bed, with those legs wrapped around me and—”
“Can I help you, sir?”
My head jerked up. A woman in the hotel’s bright red uniform was standing on the other side of the reception desk, right in front of my glazed eyes. I flushed as I realized it looked as though I’d been staring at her breasts. “Uh, no. Yes! Can you, uh….recommend a good restaurant near here?” It was the first thing I could come up with. I needed an excuse to stay where I was and listen.
“Sure!” She was perky—and cute, too, with glossy black, straight hair. Any other time, I would have enjoyed flirting with her. “Let me take you through a few places—”
I tuned her out and focused on what was happening off to my side. I could hear the guy chuckling and whispering and my wife giggling. Shit! He’d lowered his voice when the receptionist had appeared and now I couldn’t hear them!
Now that I’d gotten over the shock of it, of the idea of her fucking a guy who was my equal—I gritted my teeth—maybe even better looking than me—was sort of a turn on. I mean, in some ways, I didn’t care what he looked like—watching from the closet, all my attention would be on her. But a young guy, in good shape—he’d be able to really go at her. And, after all, she’d wanted this—she’d wanted a second guy in the same night. Well, he’d give her the fucking of her life. I wondered if he was hung to match his size. Part of me was almost hoping that he wasn’t, but part of me was wondering what it would be like to see Harriet fucked by his big—
“Meat?”
I focused, blinking. “What?”
“Do you eat meat, sir?” the receptionist asked. “Are you a vegetarian?”
I shook my head. “No. I mean, yes, I eat meat.”
“Allrighty. Well, there’s a great steak place just off—”
I tuned out again. It occurred to me that I had to get moving—Harriet and her client were standing closer to the elevators than I was. I’d better head upstairs
now,
or I’d never make it up there before them. I smiled at the receptionist as she finished telling me about the steak house and started on the next possibility. “That’s great, thank you,” I said, holding up my hand. “You’ve sold me on that place. Thanks.” And I gave her my best smile so that I didn’t look like a jerk.
She gave me a quick, flirty smile of her own.
Ha!
I thought.
I’ve still got it!
I turned towards the elevators. Finally, I had an excuse for a proper glance at Harriet and the guy. And...yep, he was what my wife would have described as
tasty.
Not only was he built like an athlete, his tanned, muscled body almost bursting from his suit, but he had that soft, tousled hair women go nuts for and big blue eyes.
Damn him!
But my jealousy didn’t last. The thought of seeing him fuck my wife—hard—overrode the anger. I glanced at Harriet and saw the gleam in her eyes—she was eager, too. And she was glancing meaningfully towards the elevator, urging me to hurry.
Yeah, yeah, I know.
I stepped forward—
A hand landed on my shoulder.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
I whirled around to see the hotel security guy from earlier that evening.
Shit!
Did he know what was going on?
“Just need to talk to you, pal,” he said. But underneath the friendly tone there was a steel-hard edge. Was he about to say something to Harriet? I glanced around at her before I could stop myself. She looked worried for a moment, but then looked away, doing her best to pretend not to know me.
And that raised a problem. Her client started to get impatient. “So, shall we go?” he asked. And he began to lead her towards the elevator. Not one of the traditional steel boxes they’d been right next to, but the rounded, glass one in the middle that moved more slowly, giving you a view of the hotel’s huge atrium as it went up and down.
There was nothing Harriet could do. If she delayed, it was going to look suspicious. She smiled a nervous smile at him and let him lead her towards the elevator.
“I’m with the hotel,” the guy talking to me said. “Security. I keep an eye on things for them. You staying here alone?”
“Yes,” I said.
Shit!
In another few seconds, she was going to be in the elevator!
“Because I see your wedding ring, there,” he said, nodding down at my hand. He said it deliberately loudly and, behind me, I heard an annoyed little intake of breath from the receptionist I’d smiled at. God, I really hated this guy.
“My wife’s back home,” I said. “I’m on a business trip.” I heard the chime as the elevator arrived and the sound of the doors opening. Harriet and her client were getting inside! I was going to miss them! But the other elevators moved faster. Maybe, if I got away right now, I could still beat them to our room. “Look, I really need to—”
“What sort of business are you in?” asked the security guy.
I heard the elevator doors close and the elevator start to ascend.
Shit!
“I’m an architect,” I said. “Look, I haven’t done anything wrong!” I turned towards the elevators and took a step, but his hand was still on my shoulder, pinning me in place. As he came around in front of me, his back to the elevators, the sight over his shoulder made me gape.
Inside the glass elevator, the guy had Harriet pushed up against the wall and was kissing her, her face tilted up to meet his. They were pressed together. His groin was rubbing hers, their bodies separated by only a few thin layers of fabric. One of his hands was tangled in her hair while the other—
The other was on her thigh and sliding upward. Already, it had pushed the short hem of her dress high enough that her stocking tops were on show. As I watched, it went higher still and I glimpsed her pale thigh, then her hip—God, he was undressing her, right there in the elevator, in full view of everyone!
The security guy was oblivious to what was happening behind him. “You’re an architect, but you travel on business? Is there an architect’s convention in town?”
“I’m meeting a client,” I said.
“Really? Where?”
Harriet and her client rose up out of the atrium, up towards our floor. I was going to miss them! “Look!”
I snapped. “I’ve done nothing wrong. I don’t have to answer your questions!” I shook his hand from my shoulder. “Fuck off!”
He raised his hands in surrender, but his eyes hardened, letting me know this wasn’t over. “Have a pleasant stay,” he said, his voice dripping poison.
I almost ran to the standard, steel elevator and hammered the button for our floor.
Maybe she’ll find some way to delay him,
I thought.
Maybe I can still get there before them.
When the elevator doors opened, I quickly checked the corridor in case they were just ahead of me, but it was empty. My heart lifted. Maybe she’d “accidentally” got off on the wrong floor to slow them down. That was exactly the sort of thing Harriet would think of. I hurried to the door of our room, my keycard already in my hand.
But, as I reached the door, I heard low voices. She was already inside with him.
I stood there frozen, staring at the door. What the hell were we going to do now?!



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I took a stumbling step away from the door.
Shit!
How had this all gone so horribly wrong, so fast?! It was all that security guy’s fault….
A horrible thought occurred to me: did he suspect Harriet was my wife? Had he deliberately slowed me down so that I wouldn’t get up here in time? I quickly looked towards the elevators—was he following me?
But the corridor was still empty. Maybe he was toying with me. Or maybe he had some other reason to be suspicious and I was just being paranoid.
None of that changed the immediate situation. Harriet was in there on her own with a complete stranger who was expecting sex. What if he turned violent, or tried to force her to do something she didn’t want to? I had to be in there to protect her!
I looked at the door, ready to burst in. But if I did, we’d blow the whole thing. I had no idea how the guy would react when he found out Harriet was my wife. It would be crushingly embarrassing for both of us. Harriet might walk away from the whole game. But I couldn’t leave her in there alone if she might be in danger.
I decided I’d listen and try to figure out what was going on. I checked the corridor again and then knelt beside the door and put my ear to it.
I could hear low voices...and then laughter. Harriet’s musical laugh. I gave a huge but silent sigh of relief. Then I heard her gasp and hold her breath—I imagined her biting her lip in that gorgeous way she did. “There,”
she said after a moment. “Oh,
there!”
My eyes bulged. God, what was he doing to her? Fucking her, already? Touching her clit? God, they’d only been in there a minute or two!
She giggled again and I heard the rustle of fabric. Her clothes, or his? Was she already naked and now she was undressing him? I had to see!
I very nearly banged on the door but, now that I knew she was okay, things didn’t seem so straightforward. Would Harriet want me to rush in and spoil things or...would she expect me to stay out here until it was over? Would she expect me to miss the whole thing, so that she could enjoy it? The deal was that I got to watch, but we’d never talked about what should happen if things went wrong.
Harriet gave another gasp and started to pant. A sort of rasp of fabric, as if she was grinding against him. My mind raced with different possibilities. She could be giving him a lap dance or full-on fucking him—I had no idea.
“You’re beautiful,” he said. His voice seemed even deeper, now. “You’re beautiful here”—he suddenly paused. “And here”—he paused again—”and here.”
I heard Harriet moan. I realized he wasn’t pausing. He was stopping to kiss each place he mentioned.
“You don’t seem like other escorts,” he said, his voice muffled. Muffled by what? Her breasts?! “You seem...innocent. But not innocent.”
She giggled.
“Now...” he said, and suddenly there was a long rustle of fabric and a sort of gasp from my wife and then I thought I heard something hit the floor. Her dress? Had she been dressed, up until now?
She groaned and then sighed. What was he doing to her?!
“How about we move to the bed?” he said.
I heard my wife give a surprised little yelp, but she giggled at the same time. She was giggling a
lot,
with this guy, and it sent a stab of jealousy through me. But then she said, “Yes...but I need a drink, first. Wait one second.”
My ears were straining to detect every tiny sound. I heard her footsteps, moving across the room. A drink being poured. And then she said, “Oh! There’s no ice. Could you go get some?”
My heart leapt. She was giving me a chance! Sending him out to get ice, so that I could get inside!
The guy almost growled. “Really?”
“Well,
I
can’t go!” So she was naked, or close to it.
The guy gave a mock-grumpy grunt, but chuckled as he did it. “Okay. But you’d better stay
just
like that until I get back.”
“I will!”
Heavy footsteps, coming towards me.
Shit!
I just had time to jump up and start walking down the corridor before he emerged behind me. Then he called, “Hey! Buddy!”
I stopped and turned. “Yeah?”
He’d taken off his suit jacket and his shirt was unbuttoned halfway down his front, revealing broad, strong pecs and an even tan. He gave me a warm smile. “You know where there’s an ice machine?” He lowered his voice. “I got a girl in there who can’t wait.”
“Uh…” I pointed to the far end of the corridor. “Down there, around the corner.” I had no idea if that was right or not—I just needed to get him out of sight.
“Thanks!” And he was off, jogging down the corridor. I waited until he’d turned the corner, then quickly shoved my keycard into the door lock.
Inside, Harriet was in her underwear and heels. She gave a huge sigh of relief when she saw it was me. “What the hell happened to you?!” she asked.
I hugged her, enjoying the feel of her warm body against me. “There’s a security guy—I think he’s suspicious. But I’m here now.” I pushed her back so I could look at her. “Are you okay?”
She nodded. I could see the flush in her cheeks even before she said it. “Better than okay!” she said. “Have you
seen
him?!”
A stab of jealousy. It must have reached my face because she hugged me again. “Sorry.” She bit her lip. “Is it...okay that he’s so hot?”
I could never resist her when she bit her lip. And besides, it wasn’t like I wanted the guys fucking her to be ugly. I nodded. “How old is he, anyway?”
She grinned. “Twenty nine!” Younger than her. Only by a year, but she was obviously delighted by the idea. In fact, she was beaming so much that—
There was something else going on. “What?!”
She looked at me, aghast. “Don’t you recognize him? You watch sports!” Then, off my blank expression, she said, “That’s
Jared Vaele!”
My jaw dropped. The guy really
was
a linebacker and a good one. And—holy shit, he was worth millions! What was he doing picking up escorts in hotels?!
She must have read my expression. “He’s doing some press thing tomorrow. Saw me in the lobby and wanted some company. And he’s happy to pay.” She suddenly realized how long we’d been talking and hustled me towards the closet. “Quick!”
I backed inside and she closed the doors. Seconds later, there was a knock. When she opened it, Jared was there with a whole bucket of ice.
“Some idiot sent me the wrong way,” he muttered. “Had to walk half the damn floor!”
Harriet leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek, grabbing the bucket from his hands. “My hero.”
Of course, now she had to make a drink with the ice to make the whole thing convincing. She fixed herself a vodka and cranberry juice and quickly gulped half of it down. At least we didn’t have to worry about her getting drunk—she’d only had time for one glass of wine before Matt and no drink at all before Jared had pounced on her.
And
pounced
was right. What sort of guy just stops a woman coming out of an elevator and propositions her? Had he guessed that she was an escort or was he just
that
confident? Probably the latter. It might have even been a shock to him that he’d have to pay for the privilege of fucking her. But the fact that he’d agreed spoke volumes. I felt my chest swell with pride—my wife, hot enough that even a guy like him, who could have any woman he wanted for free, was prepared to pay a thousand bucks.
“So,” said Harriet. “Where do we start?”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
He stepped up to her, grinning that cool, self-assured grin. Man, he
was
good looking, all rugged features and deep blue eyes. And he really was big, towering over my wife even in her heels. I was pretty sure I remembered Harriet commenting on him a few times, when she’d seen him on a sports channel. All the women went nuts for Jared Vaele. And now she was actually going to fuck him.
A twinge of doubt went through me, at that thought. Was that wrong, that this was a guy she actually had a thing for? This wasn’t meant to be an affair—it was meant to be clients, guys she didn’t get to pick. But then she hadn’t picked him—this was just pure, dumb luck. And it wasn’t as if she had a
romantic
thing for him. It was just sexual.
If our positions were reversed and I got to fuck some actress I had a hard-on for, wouldn’t that be okay?
Hell yeah!
And watching Harriet enjoy sex was amazing. Watching her this time, when it was someone she went weak at the knees for anyway...that would be fantastic.
As I watched, Jared put his hands on her waist and lifted her into the air as if she weighed nothing and she gave a yelp I recognized from when I’d been outside the door. “We start,” he said, “with you on your back on that bed.” And he walked her over to it, then dumped her gently down. He stood back for a second, looking at her lying there.
Harriet stretched her arms out over her head, giving him a good show, and grinned up at him. I saw her hips grind a little. God, she was almost rubbing herself against the covers, she was so turned on.
And then
he
started giving
her
a show. He started by stripping off his shirt.
Wow.
I work out myself and I’m in pretty good shape, but I’m not a pro athlete. Jared had the sort of big, solid muscles women love, without that veiny over-pumped look of a bodybuilder. His chest was broad and smoothly curved and his abs looked like they were carved out of rock.
Damn him!
But I could take my ego being bruised just a little...the upside was that, with his muscles, he’d really be able to fuck her...hard.
I would have worried about her, if it wasn’t for the gleam I could see in her eyes. I suspected that she was already thinking the same thing.
He kicked off his shoes and pants. Unlike some of the guys I’d seen at the gym, he was all-over big—his thickly-muscled legs seemed as thick around as Harriet’s slender waist. He left his shorts on for now, but I could see the bulge of his cock beneath them and it looked huge.
He climbed onto the bed and, instead of stripping Harriet’s underwear off, he kissed her. She returned the kiss, closing her eyes and pressing herself up against him as their tongues explored each other. They began to roll across the bed, arms wrapped around each other, legs scissored together. It was gorgeous—two perfect bodies entwined. The contrast of his tanned body against her paler one made it even more erotic. But something bothered me: the way they moved didn’t look like an escort and her client. It looked more like a couple of lovers.
That jealous ache returned, but only for a moment. As I watched how she writhed against him, I couldn’t be angry. She was having the time of her life! She was running her hands up and down his back, tracing the shape of each muscle. Then her hands slid downward and she groaned as she gripped his ass, squeezing it at least as possessively as any of her clients had squeezed hers. I heard him chuckle.
He rolled them over again so that she was on top. “Now, how about you take that bra off?” he said. His voice was playful, a world away from Matt’s demanding tone, but I could hear the growl of hunger underneath.
“Oh, really?” Harriet scooped her hair up off her shoulders, baring her neck. She was teasing him, toying with him. “You sure you’re ready?”
“Wait,” he said quickly, and made a big show of putting his hands behind his head and getting comfortable. “There.
Now
I am.”
She gave him a look. She was being flirty with him in a way she hadn’t been with Ben or Matt. It was almost like this was a date. It was the first time that I realized that different men get different things from escorts. Ben had wanted to give her pleasure. Matt had wanted to bag her as a trophy. Jared just wanted to have a good time.
My wife reached back and unfastened the clasp of her bra, then slowly opened it. She shrugged the shoulder straps off her shoulders but then caught it with her forearm to stop it dropping. Jared mimed grabbing for it and she giggled. She let it drop but quickly covered herself with her arms, crossing them over her chest. God, when she did that, her pale breasts bulged and—Man,
she was sexy.
Jared grinned up at her, waiting, all but licking his lips. In the closet, I had the exact same look on my face.
Harriet arched her back...and dropped her arms. Her full breasts jutted out perfectly, thrust out by her position. I’d always thought they were the exact sweet spot in size: weighty and soft enough to hang when she was on her hands and knees, yet firm and pert enough not to droop.
Jared let out a long groan of satisfaction as he saw them. “Man,” he said, “they’re beautiful.”
Harriet grinned. “Really?”
“Better than any cheerleader’s.” He raised his hands to them, touching them almost reverently. “Oh wow...your skin is really soft. And you’re so pale!”
She grimaced. “I can never tan. I just burn.”
“No, no, I like it! Makes a change from all the California girls. Plus, there’s something about a pale girl….” He hefted her breasts in his hands and she moaned. “Sort of innocent. Pure.”
All of these men seemed to like the fact she looked innocent. Of course, none of them knew how innocent she really was.
Jared was rolling her breasts in his hands, now, lifting them and then smoothing his hands over them so that her nipples rubbed across his palms. She let out a long, low moan as he did it. It was weird to see another guy doing it when I knew those breasts so well myself. But hot, too...there was nothing hotter than seeing Harriet moan like that.
I’m going to have to try that move when he’s gone,
I thought.
“Oh man...they’re really sensitive, huh?” he asked, looking up at her nipples. The pink nubs had already stiffened under his palms and were sticking straight out.
She nodded breathlessly and adjusted her position a little, scooching closer. That put her groin right on top of his groin and she stopped and looked down as she felt—
The bulge in his shorts was rock hard and huge. All three of us were now staring at it. Harriet looked at Jared and he gazed back at her, grinning.
And then, without words, she backed down his legs, reached down to grip his shorts and pulled them down. His cock tented them and then sprang free—
Harriet and I both gasped. He was really hung. A little longer than me but thicker, too. And so
hard.
My wife stared at it the entire time while she pulled his shorts the rest of the way down and off. Now he was naked—unlike Matt, who’d stayed almost fully dressed while he fucked her. Again, it gave the whole thing a different feel, as if they were lovers.
“You like it?” Jared murmured.
She glanced up at him to see if he was joking...then nodded.
He grinned. “Maybe you should say hi,” he said. “Give it a kiss.”
It was the opposite of Matt’s pushy request for a blowjob. And Harriet was happy to oblige. She leaned forward, her breasts brushing his legs, and laid a soft kiss on the gleaming, purple-pink head. She glanced up at him again, then opened her mouth and softly enveloped him, bathing him with her tongue.
Jared had been craning his neck to look at her, but now he let his head flop back. “Oh yeah,” he said. “That’s it, Kimberley. Oh, man…” He humped his hips a little, unable to keep still. “God,” he said, “you’re amazing.”
She released him from her mouth and smiled up at him as if to say,
you ain’t seen nothing yet.
She tilted her head to the side so that she could kiss her way down the shaft and, in doing so, she turned to look right at the closet. I had a perfect view of her face, with Jared’s cock between the two of us and her lips pressed against his hot flesh. She stared at me with raw lust and a sort of….pride? Can you see what I’m doing?!
her expression seemed to say.
Can you believe this?!
I couldn’t. Watching her with him, it hit me that this was way better than watching her with Matt and Ben. She was perfect and she deserved a partner who measured up to her.
She worked her way up and down his shaft, licking and kissing it, making every inch of it gleam. She wrapped one elegant hand around the base and started to stroke him, twisting a little as she did it, and he groaned in pleasure.
Harriet covered him with her mouth again, sucking on the head. Jared lifted his head to watch and she stared up at him, locking eyes. Her cheeks moved and I knew she was swirling her tongue around and around his cock, engulfing him in hot, slick wetness—
He suddenly pushed her head away.
“What?” she blinked. “Did I do something wrong?”
He shook his head. When he spoke, his voice was thick with lust. “No. But I can’t wait any more. Turn around.”
She slowly turned around so that her ass was towards him and, assuming he wanted sex, she started to move her body towards his groin. But he caught her ankle and pulled her backward, instead, until her rear was right over his head. She looked over her shoulder in puzzlement.
He reached up and gripped her panties. “I can buy you some more of these—okay?” he said.
She blinked and nodded.
He ripped them away with a jerk of his wrist, exposing her pussy. And then, before she could react, he gripped her hips and pulled her downward so that her pussy met his tongue.
“Ahh—AHH!”
Harriet went wild. “Oh God!” She jerked upward for a moment, then pushed back down.
“Oh!”
I had a perfect view. He was pushing his tongue up into her, spreading lips that were already slick with moisture. While his tongue dived inside her, his lower lip was working at her clit, rubbing over it again and again. She ground her hips in response.
“God!”
She just knelt there at first, overcome by the sensations. Then the sight of his cock in front of her face brought her back to reality. She grabbed it with her hand again and bent low over it, taking it quickly into her mouth and working it with her tongue, her cheeks hollowing. Jared gave a groan of pleasure...and it began.
We’d tried the 69 thing before and it had been great, but watching it was almost better. It was a feedback loop. The faster and harder Jared worked her pussy with his mouth, the more she did to his cock. He started to use his fingers, rubbing and circling her clit while he licked, so she started to bob her head on his shaft, taking almost half of him into her mouth. He spread her lips with his fingers and then thrust two of them deep into her while his tongue lashed her clit. She responded by swallowing him deep, right down to the root, her tongue swirling around his shaft.
In the closet, it was hard to resist the urge to stroke myself. I could see Harriet beginning to buck and shake, her hips churning against Jared’s face. Watching her come while at the same time giving a world-class blowjob was going to be amazing.
Jared began to work his fingers faster, pumping at her, his tongue gliding over her clit again and again. Harriet trembled and tensed....and suddenly she lifted her head off him and shouted her orgasm, the words a hot wind against his shining cock. “God!”
she yelled. “God, yes!”
Her hips ground and pushed against his face and he didn’t let up for a minute. He kept licking and finger-fucking her, drawing out her orgasm as she twisted and bucked atop him, her hair lashing his thighs. Her shouts became a long, keening moan, her whole body tensing and trembling...and then she slumped forward, her arms barely able to hold her up.
Jared flopped back onto the bed...but I followed his eyeline and I could see exactly where he was looking. He was staring at the perfect pink folds of her pussy, slick with her juices and slightly parted from his tongue. His cock was still huge and erect, straining in the air. He was a gentleman...but even he couldn’t wait forever.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
As soon as Harriet lifted her head, he slid out from under her and walked around the bed so that he was facing her. Pushing her down onto her back, he grabbed her thighs and spread them apart. “Condom?” he growled.
There was a split-second’s hesitation from Harriet. It was so brief that maybe he didn’t even notice it. But I did. For just an instant, she’d considered saying something like
fuck it, don’t bother. I saw her flush as she came to her senses. “In my purse,” she panted.
Jared bounded across the room to her purse and dug his hand into it, rifling through the contents. He pulled out a box of condoms and took one out, then almost dived back between her legs. He stretched the condom onto his cock—the thing barely fit—and then positioned himself for entry.
She stared down at him, her face flushed and her eyes huge. “Wow,” she said. “You’re...big.”
He just grinned. He rubbed the head of his cock against her lips, tracing up and down the join and then nuzzling inside. She gasped as he glided over her sensitive flesh.
“You ready?” he asked, looking down at himself.
She nodded. “Yes,” she said in a strangled voice. “But...go slow.”
He eased himself slowly into her. The head pushed her wider and wider, her pussy lips parting and then stretching into an “O.” When he reached the widest point, they were a tight pink band around him and she was gasping and panting. I could see her inner thighs tense and strain and her back arch. He was very nearly too big for her...but she seemed determined to take him.“God!” she managed.
He grinned again...and pushed.
She groaned as he slipped inside her and filled her in one hot, slippery rush. Her head jerked up. “God!”
He knelt there for a moment, letting her adjust to his size. He was almost all the way in her, as deep as he could be in this position. The sight of his huge body between her legs was epic. My wife looked like some Roman lady being ravished by a gladiator.
And then he began to move. Long, slow thrusts, his muscular ass and thighs tensing as he powered into her. His fingers knit with hers and he bore her arms out to the sides so that she was pinned under him. Then he pushed with his knees, spreading her legs wider and wider until she was fully spread-eagled beneath him. Her eyes widened as he entered her even deeper, their groins pushing tight together. With each stroke, her eyelids fluttered. She’d probably never felt so utterly full.
He fucked her like that for long minutes, his chest stroking over her nipples each time he moved into her. But it wasn’t enough for him. He suddenly withdrew from her, grabbed her ankles and lifted them, straightening her legs at the same time.
“W—What?!” she asked, dazed.
“I want to fuck you,” he growled. “Really fuck you.”
I swear she almost swooned. And then, as he pushed her legs back towards her shoulders, bending her double, she gasped. He’d be able to enter her even deeper, his groin mashing right up against her upraised pussy, and my own cock twitched at the thought.
He moved forward, his muscled weight pressing her knees down to her breasts and I saw her eyes widen at the sensation of being so utterly open to him. Then his cock was stroking over her pussy lips, as rock-solid hard and straining as I’ve ever seen a cock, and she was as wet and ready as I’ve ever seen a woman. He rubbed the head up and down her folds, over and over. “Are you ready?” he asked.
She gulped audibly and nodded.
He plunged into her in one long thrust. Harriet’s head came up off the bed with a gasp. Their faces were almost touching and, as she panted, he kissed her, covering her mouth and cheeks with hungry, open-mouthed kisses. He started to stroke in and out of her and every thrust brought a high little cry from my wife. God, with her legs together like that, she was probably really tight around his girth. It must feel incredible….
But he still wasn’t in her all the way—I could see an inch or two that hadn’t entered her, yet. After a few moments, he stopped moving and took her head between his hands, then  glanced down between them, warning her of what he was about to do. Harriet and I both realized together that he was going to fully hilt himself in her.
He smiled. “Ready?”
She hesitated and then nodded. She wanted it. She wanted that whole, big cock inside her.
He gently withdrew from her and plunged back in. A second time. Then, on the third time, he kissed her deep and—
I saw his hips
push—
Harriet arched her back under him and gave a high little
MMFF!
of pleasure and shock through the kiss—
I watched, transfixed, as the whole of his cock slid right up inside her. I was following the line of his hips, imagining where the tip of him must be. God, he must be way, way up inside her! Deeper than I’d ever been...deeper than any guy had ever been.
He stayed like that, their groins rammed hard together, and gently lifted his lips from hers. She was panting and wide-eyed. “G—God!” she gasped. “That feels...incredible!”
He waited there, not moving, letting her get used to it.
At first, she just lay there, her back still arched like a bow, her breasts thrust up against his chest. But, after a few seconds, she began to experimentally wiggle her hips and then grind them tentatively against him.
After a moment, she inched her body away from him, moving off him. Then she pushed back towards him, impaling herself. She moaned and trembled.
“Okay?” he whispered.
She nodded frantically, unable to speak.
He began to stroke in and out of her, very slowly at first. But his speed gradually began to build and she began to clutch at his arms, helpless moans coming from her mouth. She began to thrash her head, beyond words, now.
I stared through the slats of the closet door as he powered into her, the whole of his athlete’s body dedicated to just one purpose, every muscle working together to give her the fucking of her life. He was coming out of her almost all the way, now, plunging the entire length of his cock past her tight entrance and way up inside her, and all she could do was gasp and moan and take it.
“God,” he panted, “God, you’re hot. I never want to stop fucking you.” The words reverberated through me, hardening my cock but sending that stab of jealousy through me again.
She tried to speak but she couldn’t form the words—part of me was almost glad, because I wasn’t sure I could take what she’d say to him. Eventually, though, she managed to gasp,
“Jared!”
and the way she said it made me tense. She’d panted it with such utter abandon, as if she’d do anything for him. As if, if he took her hand and asked her to leave with him right now, she’d run to the door without a backward glance.
None of that changed the fact that it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. However much the jealousy rose inside me, the raw heat of it pushed back. I had the perfect view of my wife, all pale skin and soft, curving grace, bent in two and fucked by a man who was all hard muscle and smooth, tan skin. Her stiff, pink nipples were rubbing against her own knees, her face turned towards me as she gasped and panted her way towards her climax.
Jared’s thrusts had reached full speed, now, almost a blur. His groin met hers with a hard, obscene slap and she writhed and caught her breath every time.
“God!”
Harriet panted. “I’m going to—God!”
“Come for me,” Jared demanded, almost snarling the words. “Come for me right now.”
And he shoved his hand between their bodies and rubbed her clit.
She didn’t just tip over the edge into orgasm—she rocketed past that point and went crazy, bucking and thrashing so hard under him that he had trouble holding on. Her hands clutching at his back, her nails leaving long red marks. Her feet strained and pointed, toes dancing in the air. Her mouth was a gaping black tunnel as she screamed out her climax so loudly the expensive prints on the wall rattled.
As she spasmed around his cock, Jared’s lips drew back from his teeth in a grimace. His thrusts sped up again and I saw his whole body strain as he tried to hold back. But at last, even he couldn’t resist and he yelled and pushed deep inside her as he shot his load, groaning something I couldn’t make out into Harriet’s ear.
When it was over, they lay there together for long minutes before he finally released her legs and she dropped them limply to the bed. He gently rolled off her and they lay side-by-side, panting.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
“That,” said my wife, “was incredible.”
Jared nodded weakly.
In the closet, I was trying to come to terms with it all. It hadn’t been like with the other clients. She’d enjoyed them, but this had been a different sort of sex. More equal, more...loving?
I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, however much I’d loved watching it.
Jared rolled onto his side and stretched. “Do you need anything?”
“Need anything?” my wife asked in a dazed voice. She ran a hand dreamily over her body.
“Yeah. Like, room service. We could order room service. I’ll pay.”
Harriet blinked and sat up. “You want to...eat?”
“Yeah, maybe. You know, replenish your energy before we do it again.”
“Again?!”
He frowned at her. “You normally just go one round?”
“One...well,
yeah.
I mean...at least not straightaway.” She bit her lip, glancing just once at the closet. “Are you really ready to…?”
He grinned. “Not
right
now. I mean, give me a minute, maybe a glass of water....”
Harriet’s jaw dropped. Then she stood and walked, on legs that were visibly shaky, to the counter to grab her cranberry juice and vodka. She gulped down the rest of it in a few long swallows and then stood there panting.
Behind her on the bed, I could see Jared staring at her ass. She still had her hold-ups and heels on and the combination made her legs and ass a sight to behold, all graceful curves and pert, upthrust cheeks with her pussy lips peeking out beneath them. I watched as his cock stood slowly to attention. God, he wasn’t kidding! He really was ready to go again!
Harriet turned from the counter and saw him looking at her. Then she looked down to his groin and gaped.
As he feasted his eyes on her front, from her soft breasts to her glistening pink pussy, Jared’s cock hardened the rest of the way. “The hell with the glass of water,” he growled. “Get over here!”
He swung his legs off the bed and sat on the edge. When she reached him, he grabbed her hands and grinned at her. “Got any oil?” he asked.
“Oil? Like massage oil?” she asked.
He nodded.
No,
I thought.
“Sure,” she said, and hurried over to her purse and returned with a small bottle.
What?!
She’d bought lube and now massage oil? What else had she stocked up on?!
Jared smiled. “Lie back,” he said.
She smiled uncertainly and lay back on the bed. “Are you going to give me a massage?” she asked.
“In a manner of speaking.” He uncapped the bottle and held it high above her...and then drizzled it down over her chest. She looked down at herself as the clear oil splattered her breasts and stomach.
“Now we rub it in....” he said. He covered her breasts with his big hands and started to work the oil into her skin and immediately the feel of his slippery palms on her nipples had her writhing. He smoothed over and over her, leaving not an inch of her untouched, until she was a panting wreck, glistening from neck to groin.
“There,” he said. “Now….”
He slid up her body and straddled her chest and, suddenly, I saw what he had in mind. He’d taken off the condom and his cock was naked and fully hard as he inserted it between her breasts, then squeezed them together so that he was surrounded by her warm, oiled flesh. He began to stroke slowly back and forth between them, the thick head of his cock emerging from between her breasts and then disappearing down into her cleavage.
It was something I’d heard about but never tried. With him hulking over her and her oiled breasts, it looked hot as hell...but also like a pretty slutty thing to do. The fact she was still in her stockings and heels only added to the effect. And clearly, it was all about
his
pleasure, so I didn’t think Harriet would be into it.
But the look on her face told me I was wrong. Either the filthiness of what he had her doing appealed to her...or it was the power it gave her over him, the way it had him helplessly panting in just a few seconds. She grinned up at him. And then stuck out her tongue and, the next time his cock neared her mouth, she licked at it.
“Oh yeah,” panted Jared. “Oh, hell yeah.”
“You like that?” asked Harriet. “You like it when I lick your cock?”
Jared grinned. “Yeah,” he said. “Keep doing that. Talk dirty to me.”
My wife’s smile grew wider as she got into it. She shook her hair back. “Go on,” she told him. “Fuck my breasts.”
He started to thrust faster. “Jesus!”
“Fuck them, Jared,” she panted. “Fuck my breasts. I want you to come all over them.”
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She never talked dirty at home!
“You want that?” asked Jared breathlessly. “You want me to come all over you?”
“Yeah,” she panted. “No. I want you inside me again!”
Jared grabbed a condom from her purse...but then, to my surprise, he lay down on his back next to her. “You get on top,” he told her as he rolled the condom on.
She nodded, as desperate for it as he was. She swung a knee over him and lowered herself down onto his cock, moaning as he parted her lips. The smooth muscles of her thighs flexed as she sank down onto him and this time I could see it from the front, could see the thickness of him spreading her wide and entering her. Despite my lingering jealousy, it was amazing.
Before he was halfway in her, she rose up so that he almost slipped from her, then sank down again. His hands came up to squeeze her oiled breasts and he guided her into the rhythm he wanted, a slow but building pace that took her a little lower each time. At last, she slid down all the way and trembled as their bodies met.
He grabbed her ass and began to lift her. She leaned forward over him, her breasts bouncing and swaying as he hauled her up and down, handling her like a doll. Her eyes closed and she put her hands on his shoulders, her fingers digging into the hard muscles there. She threw her head back. “God! Jared!”
He kissed his way down her neck. “Let it go, baby,”
She started to twist and buck on his cock and I groaned under my breath as I imagined how that must feel. The oil was dripping and running off her breasts as they bounced hypnotically. Jared’s hands were coated in oil and he’d transferred it to her ass, so it shone, too. He sat up so the two of them were pressed together, chest to chest, and Harriet moaned as her nipples dragged along his hard pecs. “Let it go,” he said again.
She did. Her head went back and she gave herself up completely to sensation as he rammed her up and down on his cock. The sight of his thickness rushing in and out of her oiled body was almost too much—God, she was perfection! And she was mine.
And the jealousy suddenly lifted. Sure, maybe he was in better shape than me, maybe he was even a little bigger than me...but she was my wife and it was me she’d be going home with, when all this was done.
As Jared humped his groin up to meet her and my wife arched her back and came, I finally made peace with it. I was watching her have the time of her life—what could be better than that?
She pressed herself hard against his chest, her breasts pillowing between them, and gasped her orgasm into his ear. I saw him shudder, too, and imagined him shooting again and again, deep inside her. When it was over, he lifted her tenderly off him and lay her down on the bed.
“Tell me you’re not ready to go a third round,” croaked Harriet. “Because I’m not sure I’m up to it.”
Jared grinned. “Nah, I figure that’s enough. You lie there for a minute. I gotta wash this oil off.”
He strode through to the bathroom, unashamed at his nakedness. A few seconds later, I heard the shower start up.
My wife lay there on the bed, naked except for her stockings and heels, her body shining with oil. Her eyes were closed and she panted as her climax slowly faded.
I couldn’t resist. I silently opened the closet doors, crept over to the bed and kissed her.
She came alive instantly, eyes snapping wide with panic. “What are you
doing?!”
she hissed. “He’ll be back any second!”
I ignored her and kissed her long and deep, my tongue demanding entrance. After a few seconds, she relented, opening up and letting me in and then groaning softly as I ravaged her. I wanted to make her mine again, I guess, and to reassure myself that he hadn’t changed her. But she was still the Harriet I knew—just hornier.
We heard the shower switch off. Reluctantly, I lifted my lips from her and returned to the closet.
When Jared came out of the bathroom, Harriet was still lying on the bed. Jared winked at her and put his clothes back on. “If I’m ever in town again,” he said, “or if you ever want to party with the guys…”
“The guys?”
“The rest of the team.”
Her eyes grew wide at the thought of it. “The
team?!”
“Oh, we know how to show a lady a real good time.” He came over to the bed and kissed her. “Although, I’m kinda tempted just to keep you for myself.” He counted out some bills and put them gently in her hand. Sliding his fingers through her tousled hair, he kissed her once more...and walked out.
“Wow,” said Harriet to herself. She looked at the bills in her hand. “Holy—he paid
double!”
I opened the doors of the closet and started to step out, already reaching for my belt. Fucking her myself was long, long overdue—
There was a knock at the door.
Harriet and I looked at each other. Maybe he’d forgotten something.
“Jared?” Harriet asked tentatively.
“Hotel security!” called a voice from outside.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We stared at each other for a moment, horrified. Then she nodded me back into the closet. As I closed the door, I saw her grab a bathrobe. “Just a minute!” she called.
Panting with fear, I watched through the slats as she opened the door. The guy I’d run into in the lobby pushed straight into the room, closing the door behind him. His eyes lazily scanned the room. “Where is he?” he asked.
“Who?” said my wife. “What’s going on?”
“The other guy. Your pimp or boyfriend or whatever the fuck he is.” He checked the bathroom but found it empty.
Harriet shook her head. “I don’t know what you’re talking—”
The security guy opened the closet doors. I stood there, my face flushed with embarrassment.
“Well, now isn’t this cute. Were you in there the whole time, while she fucked the footballer?”
My mouth moved, but no words came out.
“I was watching the corridors on the security cameras, idiot. I saw who went in and out.” He looked between the two of us. “So what’s the deal? You’re here in case there’s trouble?”
Harriet spoke up. “Jared’s my boyfriend,” she said brazenly. “We’re—”
“Oh, shut up. I know he paid you. I know you brought those other two guys up here. I know an escort when I see one.”
“She’s not an escort,” I said quickly. “It’s just, um—” I could feel my face glowing red. “We’re married. It’s a sex game. She’s just living out a fantasy.”
The security guy stared at the money Harriet had left on the bed. “Is it real money?”
“Well...yes,” I said.
“Do the guys know it’s just a game?”
“No.”
He turned to my wife. “Then you’re an escort, no matter how you dress it up.”
It was as if he’d slapped us both in the face. God...he was right!
Somewhere along the way, maybe as soon as we’d done it the second time, we’d slipped over the line from fantasy to reality. Holy shit—my wife
was
an escort. I’d let my wife become an actual prostitute! Hot shame welled up inside me. What the hell had I been thinking?!
But there was no time to dwell on it. We had a new problem.
“See, being an escort—that’s fine,” the security guy said. “Plenty of them work here and I know them all. But coming in here and setting up without telling me, without giving me a piece of the action—that’s not how it’s done. That’s rude.”
I wanted to smack him in the face, but I knew he could make trouble for us. “We’re sorry,” I grated. “I’m sure we can work something out. Give you a cut.”
He shook his head. ‘That isn’t the sort of action I’m talking about.” He turned to Harriet. “Get down on your knees. You can blow me...for starters.”
I gaped at him. “What?!”
He glared at me. “This is the way it is, buddy. You wanted your wife to be an escort? Well she’s a fucking escort. And now she’s gotta throw me a freebie to work here.” He grinned at her. “Anything I want. Or should I just call the cops?”
Harriet went pale. “The cops?”
The security guy shrugged. “Don’t really matter if they charge you or not. Your names’ll be all over the press. How’d you like that?” His voice turned savage. “So get on your knees!”
Harriet looked as if she was going to cry.
My mind exploded into white-hot anger. I grabbed him by the neck and flung him onto the bed. “Fuck you!”
I yelled.
He landed with a grunt, the air knocked out of him, then sprang at me. I slammed my fist right into his face. I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything more satisfying.
He staggered back. Harriet jumped to my side.
“We’ll leave,” I snapped. “You won’t see us again. But if you go to the cops, we’ll tell them what you’ve been doing here—these
deals
you make with the escorts. We’ll tell the hotel, too.”
I could tell he wanted to kill me, but he could see I meant it. He was holding his bruised face, not quite brave enough to come at me again. “I know the security guys in all the hotels around here. You ever show your face at one of them—”
“We won’t!” I pointed at the door. “Now get out! We’ll be gone in a couple of minutes!”
Glaring and muttering, he stormed out.
I grabbed Harriet and hugged her. “Are you okay?” I said.
She was blinking back tears, but she nodded. “I’m okay,” she said in a ragged voice. “Let’s just go.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We packed quickly and Harriet waited in the car while checked out. Moments later, we were in our car and heading for home.
It was a couple of miles before Harriet said, “Jesus!”
I nodded. “It’s not just what he wanted you to do,” I said grimly. “It’s when he said...you’re really an escort.”
It went very quiet.
“I guess I am,” she said softly.
“But it was just meant to be a game!” I said. “I mean, sure, we kept the money, but....” I looked sideways at her and I could see it in her eyes. We’d both been kidding ourselves.
“Maybe this was a wake-up call,” she said. “Maybe we should forget the whole thing.”
I turned and gaped at her. “Maybe?!
He wanted to—”
“I know,” she said quickly. Then, “So it’s over?”
I shook my head. “We can never go back there again. And he’s probably right about the security guys all knowing each other. They really could call the cops.”
We lapsed into silence. I focused on the taillights of the car ahead of me.
“It was fun though, wasn’t it?” she said. “While it lasted.”
I took a deep breath and let it out. “Oh yeah,” I said with feeling. Hell yeah.” I looked at her. “Are you really okay?”
She nodded slowly. “Yeah.” She shuddered. “Bastard.”
I thumped the steering wheel in agreement.
“Were you enjoying it?” she asked tentatively. “Until he showed up?”
I nodded. “I loved it. You know that.”
“Even...Jared?”
I looked sideways at her. “Why would Jared be different?”
Even in the dim light of the car, I could tell she was flushing. “He was....you know. He’s really hot. And he was so friendly. I was worried you might think he was…”
“What?”
She squirmed. “Competition.”
“Is
he?”
She looked appalled. “NO!
God, no! I mean, I loved the sex and I loved his body but he’s not you.” She leaned across and threw her arms around me. I suddenly felt about a million feet tall. The whole atmosphere in the car changed as we relaxed. We stayed like that for several minutes as the car ate up the miles.
“It
was
fun, wasn’t it?” I muttered, echoing what she’d said before.
“Mm-hmm,” she said, her head on my shoulder.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Back home, Harriet disappeared into the shower to wash off the oil. I sat on the bed and thought.
The security guy had been a wake-up call, but maybe not in the way I’d first thought. It
was
still, by far, the hottest thing we’d ever done. Maybe we didn’t need to give it up. Maybe we just needed to remove the risk of being caught.
Harriet walked in from the bathroom, her hair still wet, her naked body glistening. I patted the bed next to me. When she sat down, I allowed myself one long look at her and then turned my eyes to the front. “I’ve been waiting to fuck you all night,” I told her. “And now you’re sitting there naked. I have to not look at you, or I’m going to just pounce on you right now.”
She gave a little chuckle. I was relieved to hear her laughing again. “You can pounce on me,” she said seductively.
I resisted the urge to do exactly that. “In a minute. First, I want to ask you something.”
I heard her nod. I took a deep breath and turned to her.
Her face! Focus on her face!
I forced myself not to look down. God, she was beautiful. “Would you want to keep doing it? If we could?”
She nodded immediately. “Yes.” Then she flushed. “God, does that make me a complete slut?”
I shook my head. “No. It makes you honest. But...you’d want to do it even though this would mean you’re
actually
an escort?”
She nodded solemnly. “As long as you’re okay with your wife being an escort. And as long as you’re always there with me.”
I nodded slowly. “I feel the same. We’re both enjoying it. Why should we let that bastard stop us doing it? I have an idea.” I took a deep breath. “We still have all those apartments sitting half-finished. One of them practically
is
finished. What if we set you up there as an escort and guys came to
you?
Then there’s no hotel, no security, no chance of running into someone we know. It’s private and we control it.”
She considered. “And you’d be in the closet?”
I shook my head. “That’s the genius part,” I said proudly. “It’s our apartment—we can do what we like with it. I could rig up a spyhole or a two-way mirror or something and watch from the next room. No chance of me being discovered and I’d have an even better view.”
“But you’d be right next door if I needed you?”
I nodded. “Right next door.”
She thought about it. “But how would guys find me?”
“That’s what I was meaning by you
actually
becoming an escort. We’d have to do the whole thing—take photos of you. Advertise.”
Her eyes grew wide. “Photos?!”
“You’re gorgeous. Guys will go crazy!” I made the mistake of glancing down at her naked body and my mind went
fzzt!
and burned out.
She sat there staring at me for a few seconds, then nodded. “I want to do it!” she said breathlessly.
And suddenly, I was pushing her back on the bed, tipping her onto her back and dragging her up so that we had room. I rammed my pants down my legs and started to run my hands reverently over her damp breasts. I’d been staring at them for hours. To finally get my hands on them was amazing.
Harriet drew in her breath. “Ohhh God....” she whispered as I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples. “ Nobody else does it like you.”
I looked down at her. Big, liquid eyes looking up at me in the semi-darkness. Pale, gorgeous body gleaming wetly, her legs slightly parted. Full, soft breasts, her nipples already standing to attention. And her soft pink pussy lips, dewy with water and the first hints of her own moisture.
I was the luckiest guy in the world.
I reached down and stroked her pussy, tracing the soft line where her lips met. She writhed under me. “I’m going to fuck lots of guys,” she said.
I could feel myself growing harder and harder. “I know.”
“Lots of them. They’re all going to have me. Anyone that wants me.” She was pushing her hips up to meet my hand, now, and grinding her ass against the bed. “They’re all going to fuck me, —for money.”
“Yes.” Her folds were sopping wet now and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I positioned myself for entry, loving the sight of my naked cock against her bare skin, and then lunged into her. God, she was wet! This was the thing that made her wettest—delighting in what she was becoming. “They’re all going to pay to fuck you.”
She groaned as I filled her, clasping her arms around my back. I pulled back and thrust, rooting myself in her hot, clinging depths. God, it was incredible. “They’re going to want me to do things,” she panted, her voice high and tight.
I bit her earlobe. “What things?” I whispered.
“Oh—God—all sorts of awful things!”
I was fucking her hard now, her soft breasts caressing my chest as I moved on her. “And what will you do?” I snarled.
“I’ll have to do them! I’ll have no choice!” She was staring up at me, a gleam in her eyes. She’d
always
have a choice, of course, but I knew the fantasy was important. She wanted that illusion of loss of control to assuage the guilt.
“You’ll have to do whatever they want,” I agreed.
I could actually feel her pussy clamp down on me as I said it. “Yes! God, anything they want!
Anything they want!”
I growled and went faster, pounding her, taking my weight on my elbows so that I could pinch her nipples between thumbs and forefingers. She went wild, bucking and twisting under me, arching her back to press her breasts up into my hands. Her legs locked around me, heels kicking at my ass and I groaned and pushed deep—and shot, long hot streams of cum basting her inner walls.
The feeling of it made her crest her peak. She screamed my name and clung to me as she clenched and shuddered around my cock, milking me. I leaned down and kissed her hard, biting at her lower lip and then savagely plundering her mouth.
We lay there for long minutes before rolling onto our sides and cuddling. Everything was okay and we’d taken the next step.
Tomorrow, my wife would start a whole new career...as an actual, working escort.



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
It’s not easy, setting your wife up as an escort. There are no how-to guides. There are no bank loans available. It’s one business you have to figure out on your own.
We had four things on our side: my architect’s brain and eye for detail, my wife’s marketing skills from her job as an advertising exec, financial desperation and a burning need to continue the hottest sex game we’d ever played. Even if that game had now turned very, very real.
The first thing we did was to visit the apartments that had landed us in debt in the first place. Most of them still needed quite a bit of work to bring them up to a salable standard but one was almost there. We walked around it, taking in the high ceilings and marble counter tops. I felt the frustration flare and burn inside me—we’d been so close! If we could have just finished off this one and sold it, we would have had the money to finish off another, starting a chain reaction. And now my wife was selling her body just to keep the roof over our own heads!
Harriet must have sensed my mood because she slid an arm around my waist. “We’ll get it all back,” she murmured. “This is just temporary.” Her hand rubbed comfortingly over my back. “We can save some money, then finish off this place and sell it, and we’ll be right back in business.”
I nodded. She was right—she’d already brought in four thousand dollars. If we got the escorting going again, we’d be making some serious money. A few months and—
I caught myself. Was I really
that
casual about her earning money on her back? A few
months?!
How many guys would she sleep with in that time? What about our marriage vows?
But the sudden flash of jealousy was wrapped in lust. The idea of her fucking them all—while I got to watch—excited me at least as much as it scared me.
The apartment was done, aside from one room—which would have been a guest bedroom. That was ideal, because the room was completely empty and it was right next to the big, luxurious master bedroom. If I was in there, I’d be at hand if anything went wrong but the clients would never see me. All I needed was a way to watch.
While I thought on that, we had to get Harriet what she called
an online presence.
I let her take the driving seat on that one. We browsed escort sites together, with her making notes on what worked and what didn’t. She wanted to keep the name she’d used before—Kimberley—and we agreed that we wanted to attract only the classy clients who’d pay well.
I was surprised when she started going through the photos of the escorts on offer. I’d thought she’d find it shocking, but she critiqued them coolly:
that’s not good—it makes her hips look big; I like that shot, but she should have covered up that spot; those boobs are fake.
What really surprised me was that, just occasionally, she’d lose her cool and openly smile as she saw a photo—usually, I noticed, one of a redhead, although that could have been a coincidence. Then she’d catch my expression and shrug it off, saying something like,
yeah, she’s hot—if you like that kind of thing
and move on.
We talked about whether to spring for a professional photo shoot, but neither of us wanted to risk the exposure of having the photographer know our real names. Luckily, I’d done some photography and we had plenty of space at the apartment to shoot in. And we had the luxury of plenty of time.
Harriet did her make-up and hair and put on a new set of lingerie and a sexy but classy black dress. We copied poses from the best of the escort sites we’d seen, first in the dress, then in lingerie and finally naked, but with her carefully angled to show only side-boob and ass. We figured we should leave some mystery intact. I made sure I always composed the shot with her head out of frame or hidden by her hair—we’d both agreed that that looked way classier than blanking out her face later.
I edited the photos, taking out any identifying marks—luckily, she didn’t have any tattoos. Meanwhile, Harriet set up the site itself. When she was done, I read over her shoulder. She’d talked up the privacy and luxury of the apartment and how it had parking and was in a nice neighborhood. But there was nothing describing herself. “I can’t write about myself!” she said, covering her face with her hands and shuddering. “Whatever I write just sounds...urgh!”
I gently pushed her aside. “Let me try.” I typed away for a few minutes until I had:
I am a twenty-seven year-old woman who knows exactly how to please a man. I can help you relax and unwind after a long day with drinks and conversation and then make your darkest fantasies come alive in the bedroom. I’m adventurous and yet caring; elegant and yet athletic. Book an appointment and let me give you the pleasure you deserve.
Harriet read over my shoulder. “Twenty-seven?!” She was thirty.
I gave her a look. “Oh, come on.
Easily.
You look twenty-five.”
She punched me in the arm. “Flatterer. But thank you. I love it.”
 
***
 
We needed furniture, of course—not just for the master bedroom but for the living room as well—anywhere the client might see. So we raided our house, bringing in the big, iron bedstead from the spare room, a leather couch for the living room and a few other items to dress the place up. The bed actually looked better in the big, luxurious apartment bedroom than it had in our cramped spare room. Once Harriet had worked some magic with blinds and soft furnishings, the place looked amazing.
Meanwhile, I’d figured out how best to watch. I cut a big hole in the partition wall between the master bedroom and the empty one next to it. Then I found a huge, framed mirror—full-length and three feet wide—and replaced the mirror itself with glass, smoothing on one-way reflective backing to make a one-way mirror. When I mounted it over the hole and sealed the edges so there were no gaps, I had a window right onto the bedroom, big enough that I could lean to the sides and see the whole room. And, as long as I kept my side in darkness, it worked just like a regular mirror. It blocked sound better than the slatted doors of the closet, too. I wouldn’t have to be quite so paranoid about making a noise, which was a relief. I added a seal around the door that led onto the corridor to prevent light leaks and a chair so I could sit down and I was done.
We bought a cell phone for cash, loaded it with credit, and used that for the number on the website. We loaded up the bedside table in the master bedroom with condoms, lube and massage oil.
And then it was time.
Harriet sat with her finger poised over the button that would put the website live. She was also putting ads on all the popular escorting sites, linking back to our site. She took a deep breath.
“Are you sure about this?” I asked. “There’s still time.”
She looked at me. “Are
you
sure?”
I nodded.
She hit the button and sat back.
“Probably nothing will happen,” she said. “I mean, there are thousands of escorts, just in this area, with regular clients. It might take days—weeks—to get a booking.”
What neither of us had understood is that men want their escorts new. The escort sites sorted their listings by popularity, but also by date. The men wanted fresh meat. They all wanted to be the first to break in the new girl.
Less than twenty minutes after the listing went live, the phone rang.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We both stared at the phone as if it might bite us. We hadn’t really planned how this was going to work—obviously, it had to be Harriet who answered but I wanted to hear. “Speaker,” I said quickly.
She answered the call and then hit the button to put it on speaker, laying the phone down on the desk by her laptop. “Hello?”
“Kimberly?” The voice was deep and just a little cold. The sort of voice you’d imagine your boss having.
“Yes.” Harriet cleared her throat. “How can I help you?”
“I’d like the pleasure of your company. Tonight.”
We looked at each other.
Tonight?!
We’d both been assuming that guys would book days in advance. Yet another thing we’d got wrong. Guys think with their cocks and cocks don’t have a diary.
Also, what the hell was with this guy? He spoke as if he was speaking to his secretary and he was either super-posh or he’d stepped out of another century.
The pleasure of your company?!
I looked at Harriet, rolling my eyes at the way the guy spoke. But to my surprise, she was leaning forward in her seat, enraptured. “I can do that,” she said. “What time would you like to come over?”
“Wait,” said the man. “There are some things I need to check, first.” The way he said it actually made Harriet jerk back a little, as if she’d been disciplined by a teacher. God, she was even breathing fast! What was with her?
“Of course,” said my wife. “What would you like to know?”
“First, discretion is very important.”
“No one but us will know,” said my wife. She winked at me.
I was aware that, from the guy’s point of view, what she was doing was really dangerous. As far as he knew, she was a woman alone in an apartment, taking bookings herself. If he turned nasty, there was no agency with a record of his booking. If he paid cash, we wouldn’t even have his real name. I’d be watching from behind the mirror, ready to run in, but
he
didn’t know that. He must have thought she was seriously naive.
“Also...I have certain tastes I’d like to indulge.”
“Okay,” she said warily.
“I’ll tie you up,” he said.
I caught my wife’s eye and gave her a clear shake of my head.
“Okay,” she said.
My eyes bugged out.
What?!
“Have you been tied up before?” the man asked.
Again, my wife leaned forward at his words, wriggling a little in her seat. “No,” she said truthfully.
“I’ll also be spanking you,” he said. “With my hand. No lasting marks.”
No lasting—I shook my head very clearly, glaring meaningfully at my wife.
She stared back at me and bit her lip, then gave me a
come on…
look.
I shook my head again.
“Kimberly?” said the man impatiently.
“Yes! Sorry, I was just...thinking. I’ve never done anything like that before.” She bit her lip and stared at me again.
I made a
what the hell are you doing?
face.
“Yes,” she said. “The answer is yes, I can do those things but there will be an extra charge. Triple my usual fee.”
Three thousand dollars!
But the guy on the phone brushed it aside as if it was nothing. “Acceptable,” he said. “I’ll be there at nine. Wear a robe, with nothing underneath.”
And he hung up.
I dug my fingers into my hair. “Are you
insane?!”
I yelled.
“Three thousand dollars,” she countered.
“He wants to tie you up! He’s a psycho!”
“Three
thousand
dollars.”
“We don’t need the money! Not
that
badly! I’m not letting you get hurt!”
“You’ll be right in the next room, if anything goes wrong!”
I sighed in exasperation. “But you can’t want him to do this to you! Not
tie you up!”
She went quiet and just sort of looked at me.
“You...do
want him to tie you up?” I suddenly remembered how her submissive side had come out, with Matt.
“...maybe,” she said in a small voice.
There was a silence for a second. This put a whole different spin on things. If she actually
wanted
to try BDSM, if this was another thing that escorting freed her to do….
“You never said anything to me about it,” I said, a little hurt.
She shrugged.
“I could have tied you up,” I said.
She squirmed. “I don’t want that, from you,” she said.
“But you want it from him. You haven’t even met him!” I realized something. “He didn’t even tell you his name!”
“Don’t get angry!”
I was about to say
I’m not angry
but I was. I was almost shouting. I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. “I just don’t want you getting hurt,” I said slowly. “And I don’t understand why you’re so...smitten
with this guy when you’ve only heard his voice.”
“I’m not
smitten.”
She looked sulky, but there was a hint of a smile on her lips at the word.
“Yes you are. You’re totally smitten. As soon as he spoke to you, all that
pleasure of your company
stuff.” I looked at her. My anger was fading, now. God, she was so beautiful. And she wanted to try it...was I really going to stand in her way? As long as she was safe...and I
would
be watching the whole time, ready to jump in. “You think he’s going to be some sexy billionaire, don’t you?” I did my best to sound gruff, but I couldn’t stay angry with her.
“No!” she said hotly and not very convincingly.
“He’s probably about eighty. That’s why he talks like that, not because he’s posh.”
“Well, I guess we’ll see,” she said.
I stared at her. “I still don’t think you should do it. But if you really want to...okay.”
She hugged me. “Thank you! You’ll be right in the next room. And we’ll play safe. I won’t do anything with him unless he agrees to use a safeword.”
“How do you know about
safewords?!”
She sort of squirmed again. “You know. I read.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
By nine, we’d made the finishing touches to the apartment—scattered a few books around, brewed some coffee, things like that. We wanted to make sure it felt like a real person’s place and not the hastily-assembled setup that it was.
“He probably won’t even show,” I said. “I was reading an escort’s blog and a lot of guys are timewasters. They just want the fantasy of hiring an escort. They don’t follow through.”
At that moment, a limo pulled up outside. The guy who got out was in a suit and a long, black coat. I couldn’t see his face but his hair was black. He didn’t look eighty.
“Hmm,” I said, a little thrown.
Harriet clutched my hand. As always when we did this, she was almost buzzing with excitement. As instructed, she was naked under a silky black robe. “You’d better go hide.”
I looked at her. “You
sure
you want to do this? There’s still time to back out.”
“I’ll use the safeword if it gets too much and he’ll stop. And if he doesn’t stop, you’re there.”
The intercom buzzed. “Kimberly?” The voice from the phone call. And, once again, I saw Harriet sort of shudder in delight as she heard it.
“Buzzing you up,” she said. “Apartment 116.” And she held down the button.
I kissed her. “Be careful!”
I whispered.
And I went to what was now the viewing room. Looking out at the master bedroom, I figured we’d got it exactly right. The room was huge, with high ceilings, but we’d kept the lighting to table lamps and a few spotlights, so the walls sort of faded out into darkness and made it feel both spacious and intimate. Harriet had put snow white, Egyptian cotton sheets on the bed and then covered it with a satiny purple comforter. It looked sexy and classy—everything we wanted.
I settled down to wait. It was almost pitch black in the viewing room, so I’d kept the furnishings to just a chair. The last thing I wanted was to trip over something in the dark and make a noise that would alert the client.
From the hallway outside, I heard a knock at the door. I strained my ears to listen. One problem with the apartment setup was that I could only see the bedroom. If he wanted to hang out in the living room for a while first, I was screwed. But I’d agreed with Harriet that she should bring him into the bedroom as quickly as possible—we’d even put some wine and a couple of armchairs in there to make it seem more like a suite you could relax in.
To my relief, it worked. Harriet led him in and I straightened up as I got my first good look at the guy.
Tall, but not as big or as heavily muscled as Jared, the football player. He had broad shoulders, though, and he definitely looked as if he worked out. It was tricky to judge his age, at first. There was something about the way he walked and the way he’d spoken on the phone that made me think of an older guy but, when I saw his face, I realized he was in his mid-thirties. He was just....refined.
Like he’d already lived several lives before this one. He’d seen it all and savored the very best life had to offer. I would have known that he was rich and upper class even if I’d never heard him speak, even if I’d never seen the expensive suit or the cashmere coat he wore over it. It was in his walk and the way he held himself—chin up, back straight. Every time he looked at Harriet, she stiffened and stood frozen, a butterfly stuck with a pin.
He was also seriously good looking, in a very different way to Jared. He had very pale gray eyes that looked even brighter in the bedroom’s dim light and elegant, fine features that would have been girlish if it hadn’t been for his solid jaw. His hair was jet black, cut short, with dark stubble on his cheeks to add just a little roughness to all the smooth perfection. He was carrying a black leather bag—God, even his bag looked expensive—that he dropped to the floor.  
I sort of hated him, because I could see immediately that Harriet really liked him. But, as with Jared, I couldn’t really get mad about that. Would I prefer it if she fucked old, fat guys? Of course not. And part of me was curious as to how the whole BDSM thing would go. It wasn’t something I’d ever really thought about, because I didn’t think Harriet would be into it, but if she was….
“So,” Harriet was saying. She looked amazing, her long blonde hair spilling down over the shoulders of the black robe. The silk was thin enough that I could see every curve of her breasts and ass. “Would you like a drink first? Or—”
The guy didn’t speak. He just held up a hand. Harriet went quiet.
“First,” he said, “money.” He handed her an envelope. “Three thousand dollars—feel free to count it.”
She made a cursory inspection of the contents and nodded, putting it aside.
“Second, I need to remind you that I require
absolute
discretion. No one—No one—finds out I was ever here. Not even your best friend. Do you know who I am?”
Harriet shook her head.
“I’m Edward Spiryn. I’m in finance. I don’t mind paying well but I need to keep my name
out
of the press. I tell you all this so that we understand each other. Be discreet and I hope we can enjoy each other’s company again. Blab your story and this will end badly for you. Clear?”
Harriet nodded. Behind the mirror, I was sitting bolt upright in my chair.
End badly for you?!
Was he talking lawyers or breaking legs?
“Good,” said Edward. “Now let me look at you. Come here.”
Harriet blinked at the suddenness of it. But she walked over to him. She was in bare feet, since he’d demanded she be naked under the robe. Without her heels, she was a full head shorter than him. She stood looking up at him, eyes huge. I could see her breathing hitch as he lifted a hand to her face.
Very gently, he put a finger on her cheek and turned her head from side to side, drinking in her looks. I’ve never seen a guy examine someone so intently—it was as if he was looking at a beautiful work of art.
I
thought of my wife that way, but it was weird to see another guy be so openly into her. Weird...and a turn on.
“You...are absolutely astonishing,” he whispered. He almost sounded British, he was so damn well-spoken. But his accent sounded more like Boston. Old money, I guessed.
And once again that deep, authoritative voice was having an effect on Harriet. She sort of gulped as she looked up into his eyes and, the more he turned her head this way and that, the more he stroked her neck and brushed his fingers through her hair, the faster her breathing got. Then he said, “I’m going to kiss you, now.”
He wasn’t asking permission, as Ben had done. I think he only told her to heighten her anticipation, and it worked. As he lowered his lips to hers, she gave a little intake of breath. He barely brushed his mouth against hers at first, tasting her. Then his tongue parted her lips and he raked his fingers through her hair, guiding her head. Controlling her. She closed her eyes and I saw a shiver run down her spine, all the way down to her toes—she actually rose up on tiptoe as he drew her chin up and kissed her deep.
I felt it in my chest—not the same sort of jealousy I’d felt with Jared. Something completely new, some power dynamic I’d never experienced before. Something was going on here that I didn’t fully understand. He was having an effect on her that even Jared hadn’t. And it was something that I wasn’t a part of.
He broke the kiss but only lifted his lips from hers by about an inch. Then he spoke so quietly I wouldn’t have been able to hear him if it hadn’t been for that rumbling, resonant voice. “I’ve paid for you, Kimberly,” he said. “I am not a normal client. When I buy you, it means I possess you—utterly. You will do everything...I...say. Or there will be consequences. Do you understand?”
I gawped at the speech. Who the hell did he think he was? But Harriet’s eyes were still closed, as if she wanted the moment not to end. And all she did was say, “Consequences?”
in a tiny voice.
And then I saw that her nipples were standing out hard through the thin silk of her robe.
Jesus!
He’d done that to her with just a kiss!
He moved his mouth to her ear and whispered, “Consequences.”
And she shuddered, a whole-body ripple.
He straightened up and dropped his hands to the belt of her robe. She went to help him, but he immediately said, “No. Stay still.”
She froze like a statue.
He undid the robe’s belt with quick, precise little movements. It fell open, revealing a slice of nakedness down her front: alabaster skin that looked even whiter with the black silk of the robe on either side of it. He looked down at the valley of her breasts, the smooth softness of her stomach and the small triangle of hair above her pussy. I could hear her breathing quicken just from the feel of his gaze on her.
Then he swept two fingers under the shoulders of the robe, pushing it back off her body. It slithered down off her frozen arms and puddled to the floor and my wife was naked.
Behind the mirror, I drew in my breath at how beautiful she was. That gorgeous, porcelain skin, her body all soft curves and smooth, elegant limbs. She looked like a statue of the goddess of sex. Edward drank in every inch of her and then made just a single, low murmur of approval under his breath. But Harriet, starved of feedback from him, caught her breath even at that.
He reached into his bag and took something out. It was only when he put it over her eyes that I saw it was a blindfold—an expensive-looking thing made of silk, with an elastic strap. My wife gulped. “I think...we should have a safeword.”
“You can say
red,”
said Edward. “And I’ll stop. Turn around.”
She turned around, her breasts swaying. The spotlights overhead made her hair gleam and shine and her pale skin glow, while the rest of the room lay in brooding shadow. She’d never looked more gorgeous.
Edward took something else out of his bag. This time I recognized it instantly—rope. Black and gleaming—it looked soft, rather than scratchy and hard. A good thing, because he pulled Harriet’s wrists behind her back and started tying them together. I heard her breathing speed up, her breasts rising and falling beautifully. As he jerked her arms back, her chest was thrust out and the view got even better.
Wow!
“May I—” She swallowed. “May I ask a question?”
I blinked. She’d come over all submissive—was she going to start calling him
Master,
next? I started to wonder if there was a whole part of her I didn’t know.
“You may,” he said. I could see him now and she couldn’t, so only I was aware of the smile that touched his lips.
“Why did you want me like this...naked?” She swallowed. “You don’t like...lingerie and things?”
He bent and kissed her bare shoulder. Because she was blindfolded, she couldn’t see his lips approaching until they touched and she nearly hit the ceiling. “I do like
certain sorts
of underwear. Maybe you’ll find out what sort, one day. But stockings”—he put the tip of one polished shoe against the back of her leg and traced very gently up her calf—“and bras”—he brushed his fingers across her back—“and panties”—he swept his fingers over her naked hip—“leave marks on your body.”
She swallowed. “And you don’t like...marks?”
He whispered in her ear again. “I like to be the only one to make them.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
She stiffened with arousal and anticipation, her shoulders rolling back and her wrists jerking at the rope that bound them. God, even
I
felt the hairs on the back of my neck standing up, and I was just watching!
He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her. “Walk forward three steps,” he told her.
Walking forward like that, blindfolded and with her arms tied behind her, must have been terrifying. But she did it. For some reason, she seemed to instinctively trust him. I held my breath as she approached the end of the bed.
“Stop.” he said as her thighs brushed the metal bedstead. “Bend forward.”
Harriet bent over at the hips, her perfect ass raised high.
“More.”
She bent right over, until her forehead touched the bed. Her ass was higher than her head, now, exposed and vulnerable.
He walked behind her, examining her raised hindquarters. “Open your legs,” he said. Then, when she shuffled her feet apart, “More.”
He made her open them until they were braced wide apart. Then he bent and looped rope around her ankles, tying them to the feet of the bed. He made the ropes tight enough, I noticed, that she wouldn’t be able to close her legs at all. She moaned.
He took off his suit jacket, hanging it carefully over a chair.
“Now,” he said. “We’re going to have a conversation. You’re going to tell me the truth, or you’ll be punished.”
I drew in my breath. This wasn’t what I’d been imagining. When he’d said
spanking,
I thought he was going to put her over his knee and spank her for being a naughty girl.
“Why did you become an escort?” he asked.
She hesitated. “I needed the money.”
His hand flashed down, faster than I could follow. It was like watching one of those expert chefs with the fancy knives, the movement absolutely precise and controlled. There was a sharp crack, like a light bulb blowing, and Harriet let out a hard, shocked cry. “AH!”
Then his hand plunged between her thighs, sliding over those soft, pink lips. She jerked and tried instinctively to close her legs, but the ropes stopped her. All she could do was buck and wiggle.
He lifted his hand, rubbing his fingers together. God, she was already wet!
“Why did you
really
become an escort?” he asked.
She took a nervous little breath. “I—I like it,” she said in a small voice.
I could see a red handprint starting to appear on her smooth white ass cheek.
“You like sleeping with different men?”
She squirmed in her bondage. “Yes.”
“For variety, or the way they treat you?”
I didn’t have a good view of her head, but I sensed she was biting her lip. “Both.”
He started to walk up and down behind her as he asked the questions, inspecting her from all angles. “They’ve made you suck them?”
“Yes.”
He ran a hand over her ass. “What about here? Have any of them fucked you here?”
“Just one.”
He smiled. “How does the money make you feel?”
She straightened up a little, lifting her head. “What?”
Another sharp
crack
as he spanked her again. Harriet jerked with the shock of it and, in the silence that followed, I could hear her panting. Should I go in there? But she didn’t seem hurt, beyond the momentary pain. And she hadn’t used her safeword.
“Answer the question,” he said calmly. “How does taking money for sex make you feel?”
I leaned forward in my chair. This wasn’t what I’d expected at all. He wanted to know her—the real her, not just the woman she became when she was an escort. This time, she didn’t let her head sink all the way back down to the bed again. I could see the tension in her back, pulling her up. She was staring into blackness. All she could hear was his voice behind her and she never knew when the pain would come or if she’d get away with lying. Of course she’d tell the truth. He was going to uncover all her deepest secrets, maybe things she hadn’t even told me.
“It makes me feel...like it’s not me. Like it’s not my fault,” she said at last.
He lightly caressed her ass cheek. “So you want to experience these things—you want to give yourself up completely to men’s desires...but you need an excuse to do it,” Edward said. “Correct?”
“Yes.”
“I will give you a new excuse, beyond the money. If you disobey, I will punish you. Do you understand?”
She squirmed a little. “Yes.”
“Say, ‘Yes, Edward.’”
“Yes, Edward.”
He crouched down behind her until his face was at the level of her pussy. When he spoke again, he was close enough that she must have been able to feel the air move on her slickened flesh. “I’m going to lick you, now,” he said. “For a long time. When you are ready to come, you will tell me. You will not come without permission. Do you understand?”
“Y—Yes.”
He knelt down between her spread legs, taking his time. I had the perfect view as he smoothed his palms over her ass and then leaned forward.
His mouth touched her pussy and she jerked against the ropes. I tried to imagine what it must be like for her—tied and blindfolded, bent over so submissively, never knowing exactly how he’d touch her next. Or for him—to be in absolute control of someone, to have them obey you without question like this. I shifted in my chair. The sight of her, naked and bent over, had my cock hard in my pants, but I was also fascinated. I was glimpsing a whole new world.
Edward began with long, slow licks, tracing the whole length of her lips almost to her clit. She moaned and rolled her hips in response, pushing back against him. He did it several times, never quite touching her clit, never venturing inside. By the end of it, she was trembling and moaning. Then he sat back, staring at her glistening folds. I caught my breath as I stared alongside him. With her smooth white body tied in the dark room, her shoulders back and her breasts thrust out to pillow on the bed, my wife had never looked more beautiful.
Her shining pink lips, jeweled with moisture, were perfection itself. Edward drew a finger down their length and they parted a little, giving a hint of the secret pink walls inside. I itched to be on the other side of the mirror. The need to thrust deep inside my wife’s softness was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I had to clutch the arms of my chair just to stay in my seat.
Edward leaned forward again and began to slowly lap at her, this time licking just inside. Harriet began to moan and twist on the bed, her naked breasts rubbing at the comforter. But Edward didn’t speed up—he kept it agonizingly slow, actually slowing down the more she writhed. His patience was incredible. I could see her lips moistening and opening, the smooth pink depths of her visible, now.
My wife began to pant as Edward finally plunged his tongue deep into her. As he changed his angle and began to thrust, she suddenly arched her back, lifting her head off the bed, and I realized he must be grinding his lower lip against her clit. She was writhing and thrashing, her wrists jerking at the rope binding them. I could tell she was desperate for more friction on that throbbing bud—she wanted to rub herself against him. I could see her ankles jerking uselessly against her bonds, her legs straining to close on his head so that she could lock him to her. But she could do nothing except wait, taking each ounce of pleasure as it was doled out to her. He was in control.
Over many minutes, he increased the pace, switching his tongue for two fingers thrust deep and hard into her while he licked at her clit. She let out a strangled, sobbing cry as she climbed higher and higher towards her peak and at last she gasped, “I—I’m going to!”
I think she was just telling him as a formality; she didn’t expect him to stop.
When he moved back from her, she froze in shock and then gave a single, disbelieving cry of, “No!”
He said nothing. He did nothing. He just sat back from her, cool as anything, waiting as she slowly came down and her body slumped against the bed. “Please, Edward,” she said at last.
“Please what?”
“Please do it again.” I could hear the conflicting emotions in her voice. She wanted the pleasure...but she knew he might stop again and leave her hanging. If she wanted a shot at an orgasm, though, she had to take that risk.
God, he’s breaking her down. Making her submit to his control!
He started to lick her again, this time raising her back to her peak much faster. As he used his fingers, I saw her hips rock back to meet him and noticed she was rubbing her nipples against the bed, too. She was racing to get there, hoping that she could slide over the edge “accidentally,” before she had a chance to warn him. But, even as he twirled his tongue over her clit and pumped with his fingers, he was watching her carefully. When he saw that she was getting too close, he said, “Kimberley?”
“Y—Yes?”
“Were you about to come?”
She swallowed. “I—Yes.”
Without getting up, he spanked her three times, hard. She jerked and yelped at the unexpected pain but, by the third one, I noticed she was doing something else: she was grinding her hips together. God, he’d gotten her so turned on that even the pain was becoming pleasure.
“Next time, you must tell me,” he said, his voice merciless.
She writhed. “Yes, Edward.”
He began a third time, this time putting one hand on each ass cheek and using just his tongue to flick and twist and circle her clit for long minutes before he finally penetrated her with his fingers. She started to gasp and pant and then beg. “P—Please Edward...please let me come this time,” she said. “I’m so close!”
“Hold it back,” he told her.
“I—I can’t!”
He licked her again and she moaned. “Yes you can,” he told her.
She gritted her teeth and I heard her almost sob with the intensity of it. She was rubbing her whole upper body along the bed in hard strokes now, to get friction against her nipples. Her back was arched, her ass thrust back to meet him. Her pussy lips were more engorged and shining than I’d ever seen them. She was completely out of control, holding herself on the very brink….
“Now
you may come,” he said. And his tongue flashed over her clit.
She let out a scream of release, her whole body shuddering, her arms and legs thrashing against the ropes that held them. Edward switched from his tongue to his fingers, rubbing her clit to keep her orgasm going, while he kissed her lightly on her ass cheek. Harriet was gulping in air, her face turned to the side, her mouth open and desperate. The silk blindfold changed everything—with her eyes hidden, it made you concentrate on those red, shining lips and her pale jaw and cheeks. It made for a gorgeous, erotic view of her orgasm.
It lasted longer than any I’d seen. Edward gazed at her from his knees throughout, watching every tremble and cry over the top of her raised ass. He kissed her again and again, his fingers working at her to extend her release. When she finally slumped on the bed, he kissed her ass cheek lightly, lovingly, and then stood up. I could see the tent in his pants and it matched my own—watching her come like that had turned him on as much as me.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I watched as he untied my wife’s arms and then her legs, though he left the blindfold on. He picked up her limp body and turned her over, laying her down gently on her back on the bed. She was still blissed out and didn’t seem fully aware of what he was doing to her. Edward took a fourth piece of rope from his bag and drew her arm out to the top corner of the bed, lashing her wrist there. He repeated it with the other arm and then did her ankles, so that she was spread-eagled naked in an “X.” I felt my breathing speed up, seeing her naked and bound for his pleasure.
As her climax faded away and she returned to full awareness, I saw her test her bonds and then catch her breath as she realized how open and exposed she was, how vulnerable to anything he chose to do to her.
He undressed, taking his time. First his snow-white shirt, revealing a strong back and a narrow waist—that “V” shape women talk about. It was a very different body to Jared’s hulking mass. Edward was all lean muscle and coiled power, like a panther. He removed his shoes and pants and then his shorts, and I saw his taut, muscled ass. I craned a little to see what he was packing, but he was facing away from me.
He climbed onto the bed, rolling on a condom without being asked. A good thing, because Harriet was too deep into this whole scene to do the asking. He moved up until his cock just grazed her shining lips. She gasped.
And then, with a jerk of that muscled ass, he was in her. From the way she cried out in shock, he was big. He leaned forward, planting his hands on either side of her head, and then began to ease himself deeper. By standing and leaning to one side, I could just see the expression on his face. He was smiling as he slid his cock into that warm, snug tunnel. He was relishing the feeling of entering my wife.
He sank nearly all the way into her, like that. It wasn’t anything like the hard, brutal thrusts her other clients had used. It was almost as if he was sampling her, exploring every pleasure he could extract from her body and filing it away for later use. When he could go no further, he finally pulled back and thrust, slowly but firmly, and I saw Harriet arch her back as she cried out at the feeling. I watched his taut ass push higher and higher between her thighs, my only measure of how deep he was. God, she must be really wet, for him to be able to move so slowly yet go so deep. I felt my cock throb at the thought.
His hands moved to her hips, gripping her there, and he pulled her down minutely as he pushed even deeper. Harriet gave a little
“Ah!”
of surprise. He was in her all the way, the head of his cock right up against her limits, all with barely a thrust.
She must be soaking wet!
He slid his hands up her body, never losing contact with her smooth skin, and cupped her breasts. He seemed to have all his weight on his knees and groin now and, as he began to thrust, she sucked in her breath—I guess his groin was grinding right against her clit. His hands weighed her breasts reverently and then started to squeeze them, his thumbs strumming across her nipples.
“God!”
hissed Harriet.
His thrusts were hard, but even they had a kind of elegance to them, with a roll of his hips as he finished each one. He made Jared look like a brutish animal. I wondered which one she preferred...and that made me realize how much I was looking forward to talking to her about all of this, when it was over. I just hoped she’d be honest about how it made her feel. I hadn’t even known this part of her existed. Would she share it with me, the way we were sharing everything else?
Edward gave her breasts one last squeeze and then lifted his hands to her head, caressing her cheek with the backs of his fingers and then tracing her lips with the tips. She opened her mouth immediately, as if desperate for contact. Instead of kissing her, he put the tip of his thumb into her mouth and she sucked on it hungrily. The sight of it made my cock swell.
His thrusts grew harder, faster, and he slid his hands down her body again and forced them under her ass, cupping her there. He pumped his cock savagely up into her and, between the ropes on her ankles and his hands on her ass, she was held rigidly in place, unable to move even an inch as he took her. She began to huff air through her mouth, her head tilting back against the bed. Her arms strained at the ropes, trying to break free—to touch herself, I guessed, or to urge him to go faster.
It made me realize how much control she normally had in bed—even when she’d fucked some big guy like Jared, she’d been able to swirl her hips around to increase her pleasure, or push back up against him, or wrap her long legs around his waist and beat on his ass with her heels. But like this, she was forced to be utterly passive. She had to take it just how Edward wanted it—his pace, his rules. And just like before, he seemed determined to prolong her pleasure as much as possible.
I couldn’t decide what I was feeling—or, at least, I couldn’t decide which was stronger: the lust or the fear. Watching her with him was immensely hot. Seeing every smooth curve of her body, watching his cock plunge between her wet folds...in some ways, it was better than fucking her myself, because I got to see all of her at once. It was better than any porn—the knowledge that she was my wife completely transformed the experience.
But, at the same time, the fear was growing inside me. It had started as jealousy, as with Jared, but it had moved beyond that. I couldn’t even put a name to the fear, exactly. Was I scared that he might try to take her from me...or that she might go?
He started to speak, almost in her ear, and I was glad they hadn’t switched on any music. Even so, I had to strain my ears to catch what he said. “You’re mine,” he said. “For these hours when I’m with you, you’re mine.”
My stomach flipped over. The way he said it, it wasn’t just about fucking her. It was about owning her.
“Tell me,” he insisted, his mouth almost at her ear. Then he kissed her and I saw her kissing him back.
“...yes,”
she gasped when he broke the kiss.
“Say it,” he ordered.
I dug my fingernails into my palms.
“I’m yours,” she panted. “I’m yours, Edward.”
I could barely breathe. Part of me was telling myself that she was just acting, telling him what he wanted to hear. That she’d call him
Master
or whatever the hell he wanted, if it meant collecting her money and getting another booking. But a deep, cold river of dread was pouring into my soul, filling it up.
I should never have let her do this.
I remembered the way she’d reacted to his voice, when he’d first called. That immediate connection. The way she’d known she could trust him to tie her up. It had been instinctual. All along, this BDSM thing had been something that she understood and I didn’t. She was in her element and I was way, way out of my depth.
His forearms tensed as he did something underneath her and she let out a sudden shocked cry, tossing her head on the pillow. I didn’t understand what he’d done, at first. Then I saw how his arm was moving and I realized he’d pushed a finger past her tight pucker and was fucking her with it. His thrusts were building in pace at last, though he still seemed to be in perfect control. He was nudging her closer and closer to the edge, filling her slippery pussy again and again while his finger twisted and pumped. I could see her wrists straining at their ropes, now, desperate, and her moans had turned into one long, keening wail. As her back arched, her breasts strained towards the ceiling, soft white globes topped with pebble-hard nipples.
Edward leaned down and took one in his mouth.
That was all it took. I could almost see the pleasure rocket through her, her body stiffening as it sped outward to every part of her. Her mouth opened wide in a shout of raw ecstasy and suddenly he was kissing it, breathing in every gasp and moan, laying kisses all around her lips and jaw. Her nipples dragged along his chest and I could see her limbs straining at the ropes and her hands clutching at the air. But she could do nothing but lie there as he rode her and rode her, ravaging her from in front and behind, until her shudders finally started to die down.
Only then did his thrusts increase to a frenzy. She stared up at him, seeing only darkness behind her blindfold but feeling his weight and hearing his panting. They almost seemed to lock eyes as he thrust hard and deep and then came in long, shuddering streams.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
When he’d finished, he just lay there for a moment, staring down at her. And then it seemed like that perfect control slipped for just a second, like it had when he smiled, because he nodded. A tiny nod of approval.
He got off her and disposed of the condom. I stared at my wife as she lay naked and bound, her pussy lips gleaming in the dim light. She still struggled against the ropes, but half-heartedly, as if in a daze.
Edward started to untie her and she lay there passively while he freed her wrists and ankles. When he carefully pushed the blindfold off, though, it was different. She blinked up at him and the room as if overwhelmed by suddenly being able to see again. Then she grabbed him around the neck and hugged him, wrapping arms and legs around him as if she was about to be swept away by the tide and he was the only solid thing in the world.
He lay her down on her side, spooning her, and rubbed his hand up and down her back and made comforting noises. I wasn’t sure what was going on—I could see her face and she didn’t look scared, exactly, more...overcome.
As if she was trying to process everything that had just happened. Neither of them spoke for a while. Eventually, she said, “God.”
“That really was your first time, wasn’t it?” he asked her, his voice a little less cold than before but no less controlled. “You haven’t done that even with a boyfriend?”
Or a husband,
I thought numbly.
“No,” she whispered.
“But you liked it.”
She nodded. “Yes. God, yes.”
He smiled. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together.”
She turned to face him. “Why do you—” She broke off.
“Go on. It’s okay.”
“Why do you...hire escorts?” She flushed. “I mean, you’re good looking. I’m sure you could get a girlfriend who likes...this.”
He looked at her steadily. “I don’t have time for a relationship. But I have...needs. And so, when I see a woman as beautiful as you who shares my tastes…”
Harriet wrinkled her forehead. “But I don’t offer that stuff. I didn’t put anything in the listing.”
“You didn’t need to.”
Her eyes grew wide. “You could just...tell?”
“I could just tell. Then you confirmed it, when you agreed on the phone. No escort would agree to be tied up by a brand new client, certainly not if she’d never done it before. Not unless she had a need inside her, too.”
Harriet squirmed.
“Embarrassed?” He stroked his thumb down her cheek. “You don’t need to be. We all have needs.”
But I should be meeting them!
I thought. I was sitting absolutely rigid, face right up against the mirror.
“Do you do this a lot?” my wife asked. “I mean, do you have other escorts you go to?”
He shook his head. “There have been one or two, in the past. But I don’t like most escorts. They can be...jaded. You’re different.”
My wife shifted uncomfortably on the bed. Behind the mirror, I had the same reaction.
“I’m pretty new to this,” my wife said.
Edward nodded. “Yes, you are...but it’s not just that. There’s something else about you. Something that makes you special. You don’t seem like a woman who’s out there on her own, separated from everyone. You don’t have that sense of isolation. Escorts can be cold. You’re warm.”
Shit.
He was about a second away from guessing she was married.
She smiled at him. “I just like my work,” she said.
He frowned as if he didn’t completely buy it, but then he leaned in and kissed her gently. “All I know is, I need to see you again.”
He dressed quickly and efficiently—no wasted movement. Harriet lay there naked. She’d rolled her hips to the side to give herself some semblance of modesty, but she still looked like some languid whore in a Parisian brothel, all tempting breasts and mussed hair. It was all I could do to restrain myself from running in there and diving on her and I could see it affecting Edward, too.
He gazed at her as he pulled on his overcoat. “I’m booking you again,” he said. “Right now. I’ll come at the same time on Saturday.” That was three days away.
Harriet swallowed. That would make him her first repeat customer, but it wasn’t just that. Something had happened between them, some connection that went beyond escort and client. I could feel it and she could, too. She knew she was stepping over a line.
But what could she say, without admitting she was married? She couldn’t realistically claim she was booked up for months to come.
“Okay,” she told him, with a quick, guilty glance at the mirror.
He walked over to her, leaned down and kissed her tenderly on the lips. I saw her draw in her breath as he did it, that quick little rise of her chest that hinted it was more than just sex. Then he was gone, striding straight past the locked door that led to my viewing room. A moment later, I heard the apartment door open and shut. His limo must have waited outside for him the entire time because I heard the engine start and then the sound of it pulling away.
When I looked again at Harriet, she was sitting staring at the mirror. Staring right at me.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We met at the door of the bedroom and stood there almost touching, her looking up at me with big, troubled eyes and me staring down at her, searching for answers. My whole body was knotted—my back actually ached with it, from sitting with my shoulders tensed the entire time. “Explain,”
I managed at last. I was angry, but my voice came out as a plea. “Please.”
Her eyes dropped to the floor. I’d been hoping my worries were just paranoia, but that hope evaporated instantly.
I put my hands gently on her arms and guided her through to the bedroom, sitting her down on the edge of the bed. She was still completely naked. As I looked at her, it hit me how fast we’d moved into this—maybe too fast. Harriet having sex with other guys almost felt...not
normal,
but understood and expected. That was a big leap to make in just a few weeks. Maybe we’d rushed into this and now, with Edward, we’d gone too far.
Maybe we should stop this whole thing.
But the idea of her having sex with other guys still turned me on. Even with the pangs of jealousy I’d felt with Jared, I’d still loved it. It was something about the connection Edward had made with her that bothered me, not the sex itself.
“Explain,” I said again. “Tell me what’s going on.”
She shook her head.
“Please!”
“I want to! I’m just not sure!” She turned to me. “I didn’t know I had that inside of me. I didn’t know I wanted that.”
I looked at her doubtfully. “You knew a lot about it. Safewords and stuff.”
She looked guilty. “Okay, maybe I read some books. Fantasized a little.”
“But not with
me!
You never told
me!”
The fact that she’d kept this part of her hidden for so long was especially hard to take. I’d always thought we’d been really open in the bedroom. “Why didn’t you say something?”
“I don’t...I don’t get
that
from you,” she blurted.
We sat there in silence for a moment. “What
don’t you get from me?” I asked.
“That...thing
Edward has. I don’t know. Dominance.”
I bristled. “You think I can’t tie you up?!”
“It’s not about tying me up! It’s about…” She sighed in frustration. “I’m not explaining this well. It’s like...whatever it is Edward has, it just fits with some part of me, like a puzzle piece. You and I...we don’t fit like that.”
I gawped at her. I couldn’t believe what she was saying.
She saw my expression and grabbed my face between her hands. “But
it’s just that one thing!
It’s just a sex thing, just a kink! It’s like if I was into….latex and so was he, but you weren’t.”
I didn’t want to hear it. “You think I’m like you?! You think
I
like to be tied up instead of being the one doing the tying? Is that it?!”
“No!
Listen to me! I think you’re just...into different things. Like watching and...and anal sex and stuff. You’re
great
in bed. You’re just not dominant.
Or
submissive.”
This time I actually listened to what she was saying. But I still didn’t buy it. “It’s not just a kink,” I muttered. “It’s not just sex.” I stared at her accusingly.
She flushed and then held up her hands in defense. “Something
happened,
yes. Maybe because it was my first time. We connected—master and slave, or something. I don’t know! It was...intense.” She looked at me cautiously. “But I’m not in love with him, if that’s what you’re worried about.” She studied my face. “God, that
is
what you’re worried about, isn’t it? Jack, I only just met him! I barely even saw his face!”
“When he called up, you only heard his voice, but you still wanted to meet him...right?”
She flushed. “Yes. Okay.” She squirmed. “There is something about him. But it
is
just a sex thing. I promise. This BDSM thing—being submissive or whatever you want to call it—it’s deep. It runs deep inside me. But it’s still just sex.”
I stared at her. Part of me didn’t want to believe her, wanted to keep that blaze of anger alight. But I could tell she was telling the truth. “What if
he’s
falling for
you?”
I asked. “You didn’t see the way he looked at you, while you were blindfolded. The way he smiled.” I leaned closer. “He knows you’re different to other escorts. It’s because you’re married, Harriet. What’s going to happen when he figures it out?”
“It’s just sex,” she said tightly.
I heard her. I even sort of believed her. But I couldn’t get rid of the soul-deep doubt. It was a lot more complicated than just sex and we both knew it. It didn’t matter that watching her with Edward had been a huge turn-on. Something was wrong.
Harriet looked gorgeous and I was horny as hell. We had a double bed sitting right there. But for once, we didn’t have sex. Something just felt off.
 
***
 
That night, back at our house, I lay there unable to sleep. I’d had pangs of jealousy with Ben and Matt. I’d sure as hell felt jealous when Jared had appeared, with his perfect body. But I’d overcome all of those. Why did it feel so different with Edward?
Maybe because he was giving her something I couldn’t? I was just as big as him—hell, I could probably take him in a fight, if we were comparing that way. But Harriet was right—I didn’t have that dominant streak he had. I could tie her to the bedposts—that’d be fun, in fact. But I wasn’t into it like he was into it.
I felt as if I was failing her, as if I couldn’t provide something important to her happiness. I knew that the smart thing to do would be to talk more about it. We needed to resolve this, but I had no idea how to explain what bothered me about it. I wasn’t even sure what I was scared of, exactly.
But I knew that, for the first time, we were in trouble. If we couldn’t figure this thing out, I was worried it was going to rip us apart.
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The next day, I had to go into the office to finalize some plans. Juggling my day job and late nights watching Harriet wasn’t going to be easy. I found myself yawning by mid morning.
“Long night?” my work buddy Aaron asked with a grin.
I gave him a long-suffering smile.
“I didn’t think married people
had
sex,” he said innocently.
I looked around for something to throw. “I’m married, not dead.” The irony was that last night was the first time since our whole escort adventure started that Harriet and I
hadn’t
had sex. I was exhausted because I’d been awake half the night going over and over what had happened with Edward.
I couldn’t resist checking him out on the internet. He’d been telling the truth about being in finance. He was rich to the tune of a few hundred million. That didn’t help my mood.
All morning, I kept thinking of ways I could show her that
I
could dominate her.
I could blindfold her and tie her up and get some of those nipple clamps and—
But it just felt...wrong. It wasn’t that it wasn’t a turn on—it was. But I could sense I just didn’t have that complex, cruel, authoritative streak inside me that Edward had. In the same way that some people are just born to be cops, Edward was just born to make women submit. I looked down at my hands. I was plenty big, I was in good shape...it wasn’t about physical strength. Hell, Jared had been
much
bigger than Edward, but he’d been all laid back, not snapping orders and spanking her. Even Matt, with all his pushiness, hadn’t been like this. He’d tapped into the submissive part of my wife, but it was only Edward who’d really connected with it.
So it wasn’t like I was the odd one out. Ben, Matt, Jared...they hadn’t been able to give her this thing either.
But they weren’t married to her.
“Dude!”
Aaron slapped his hand down on my desk, jarring the framed picture of Harriet.
I jumped in my seat. “What?!”
Aaron laughed, his big shoulders shaking. “For like the thirteenth time,
do you want coffee?”
He looked at the photo of Harriet. “You’ve been staring at that photo for a half hour.” He shook his head in disbelief. “It must have been a
really
good session last night, huh?”
I gave him a disparaging look. But I wasn’t going to disillusion him.
Also, I could see the way he was looking at the photo.
Aaron had always had a bit of a thing for Harriet. They’d only actually met a couple of times, and the most recent of those had been over a year ago, when she’d worked for a different advertising firm and she used to sometimes pick me up from work on her way home. Aaron had been totally friendly and had never done anything creepy, but I’d seen the way he’d looked at her ass and her boobs. It hadn’t bothered me—in fact, I’d been sort of proud, at the time. Looking back, it was probably the first time I’d gotten turned on by another guy checking out my wife.
Since then, she hadn’t been by the office and we hadn’t seen Aaron socially. In fact, Aaron’s social life was kind of a mystery—he was young, single and good-looking so I assumed he partied hard and had a string of girls at some bachelor pad somewhere in the city. So he’d only had the picture of Harriet I kept on my desk to fuel his fantasies. It wasn’t anything super-sexy—just a head and shoulders shot of her in a sundress. But it did show off a good deal of pale cleavage and she had kind of a come-hither smile on her face. Certainly, I liked that shot enough that I hadn’t gotten around to updating it since she grew her hair longer—it was over a year old.
Aaron realized he’d been caught looking and quickly walked off to the kitchen area to make coffee. I shook my head. Young, single and with women probably dropping at his feet, but he still couldn’t take his eyes off my wife. That said a lot about Harriet and I felt the pride swell within me.
It also made me think. I
did
like other guys looking at her—I’d been loving the whole escort idea, until Edward had come along. I’d been having second thoughts, wondering if I should persuade Harriet to shut the whole thing down but now I was reminded of what I’d be losing. I thought of Ben and Matt and Jared, my cock hardening in my pants as I remembered them fucking her. Hell, even Edward’s kinky sex games had been hot as hell—it was just this connection between them that made me uneasy.
One more client,
I decided. We’d do one more client—if we even got a booking, that night or the next night—and, if that went well, I’d brave Edward again when he returned on Saturday. But if the next one went wrong, I’d take it as a sign that it was time to pull the plug on the whole thing.
 
***
 
That afternoon, I got a break from my brooding. I had to go photograph a site for a new house which meant loading up with the high-end office camera and tripod and spending some time outdoors. Snapping photos relaxed me a little—so much that I lost track of time. The sun was setting when I got a call from Harriet.
“A guy just called,” she told me breathlessly. “Sounded normal enough. Anyway, he’s in town on business and he wants to relax. I said I could do that.”
“Did he ask for anything special?” I asked. I glanced around, glad there was no one nearby to hear. “Anything kinky?”
“Nope, nothing. Just kept stressing that he needed to relax.”
I smiled. This sounded easy enough. Harriet could relax anybody. It would be a world away from Edward and his BDSM. “Okay,” I said. “What time?”
“Pretty much
now,”
she said. “He just got into the airport.”
My eyes widened. That was only a half hour’s drive away from the apartment and I was the same distance. Luckily, I didn’t need to go back to the office—I’d just take the camera gear with me and drop it off the next morning. “You start getting ready,” I said, already running towards my car.
“Duh!
I’m sitting here doing my make-up with one hand while I pull my-ngh! Damnit!—stockings
on with the other!”
“I’m on my way!”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I may have bent a few speed limits on the way over there, but I made it to the apartment before the client. I grabbed the camera gear—it was a good area, but I sure as hell wasn’t leaving it on view in the car—and raced upstairs.
Harriet sighed with relief when she answered the door and saw it was me. I just stood there and gawped.
Her legs looked amazing. She was wearing shining black heels with what must have been a five inch heel and sheer black stockings held up by an elegant suspender belt with real metal clips—the clips were even polished so that they shone. Her panties were black, silky briefs with lace edging. Her bra was a three-quarter cup that lifted and gathered her breasts, offering them up like prizes. She was wearing velvet gloves that extended past her elbows. Everything was black and everything matched. She must have gone on a spending spree at some high-end lingerie store.
She caught my look. “It works, then.” She smirked.
I finally looked up at her face. “Oh, it works. I’m not sure I’d call it
relaxing…”
She reached back and finished pinning up her hair. She’d gathered it all up on top of her head and it made her look even taller and more elegant.
“Honey,” I said truthfully, “you look amazing.”
She smiled again. “Thank you,” she said shyly. And she leaned forward to kiss me. She’d painted her lips in a lighter shade, this time, cherry red—and I almost thought I tasted cherries, when I kissed her. It was a long, deep kiss, and it had all the heat we’d been missing between us the night before.
When she broke it, she looked right into my eyes. “I’m sorry about last night. Are we okay?”
I gazed at her. She’d gone for sexy, full-on make-up, accentuating her high cheekbones and making her eyes look even bigger, but she still looked classy...and absolutely gorgeous. I shook my head. “How could we
not
be okay?” I said. I took a deep breath and stroked my fingers down her upper arms. “Look, this stuff with Edward....we’ll figure it out. Let’s just make sure we stick together. Okay?”
She kissed me again. “Always.”
I felt about a thousand percent better. Edward was just one client, after all, and maybe that would work out after all.
At that moment, the buzzer sounded. We both jumped. “Go!”
she hissed and I ran for the viewing room. I barely had time to close the door and turn the lights off before I heard Harriet open the door of the apartment.
Whew!
I could hear them talking in the hallway. I crept over to the door and put my ear against it to listen.
“—totally, totally amazing,” the guy was saying, sounding stunned. I smiled. Harriet must have just greeted him at the door and he’d had the same reaction I had.
I heard them move through to the living room...and then stop.
Damn!
“It’s really important that I relax,” said the guy. He spoke faster than anyone I’d ever known. “I travel a lot, you know? And I get
stressed
on these trips—like, this one? Seven cities in five days. I tried yoga but my hips don’t open and I started worrying I wasn’t doing it right so
that
didn’t work and then I had a masseuse I saw in Cleveland but she retired and I know I need to throttle back because I get these palpitations after the third meeting of the day—”
He stopped to draw breath. Harriet dived in. “Shhh….”
she said in a voice like warm honey, I imagined her putting her finger to his lips.
The guy went silent.
“It’s okay now, Richard,” she murmured. “You’re in a place where nothing can bother you. A place that’s all...about...you.”
I heard the soft leather creak of someone sitting down on the couch and realized she’d pushed him down into it. God, she was
good
at this!
“Now breathe in,” she told him, “and breathe out.”
Richard gave an approximation of her long, slow breath.
“Now,” said my wife. “Tell me what it is you want.”
There was silence for a moment. I imagined the poor guy staring at her nervously. Damn, I wished I knew what he looked like!
“It’s okay,” said Harriet. “There’s nothing to be nervous about.”
I heard the guy let out a sigh of wonder. “God, you’re incredible,” he said.
I bet she’s sitting next to him on the couch, leaning forward.
That bra would make it difficult for him to look anywhere but at her breasts. I smiled at the thought.
“Um...I guess...sex?” he said hopefully. “I mean, if that’s okay. Jesus, that
is
what this is about, right? I haven’t been to an escort before.
Shit!
Have I got this wrong?”
I imagined Harriet laying a comforting hand on his shoulder. “That’s fine,” she told him. “You poor thing. Those idiots you work with have really stressed you out, haven’t they?”
“Yes!
God, they’re complete morons! Like, today? They changed their mind about the rollout date for the new software
three fucking—I’m sorry—three times!”
I heard the creak of the couch as one of them—I guessed her—got up. Then a whisper of nylon. I guessed that she’d crouched or maybe knelt down in front of him. “How can I help you forget all
about them?” she murmured.
Them being in the living room was getting frustrating. I wasn’t worried about her being in danger from the guy, but I wished I could see it. When we’d planned the apartment, I’d assumed that guys would want sex, so they’d be in the bedroom the whole time. I hadn’t figured on them wanting to warm up in the living room first. And what if he said he just wanted to talk, or something else they’d have to do out there?
There was a pause. I imagined him looking that gorgeous body up and down, spellbound. “Well...I think I need to unwind a little before we...you know. There is one thing you could do. I used to go to this place in LA and blow a lot of money there, but I had to stop because I was too worried about being recognized. That always used to really chill me out.”
“What sort of place?” asked my wife.
“A lap dancing club.”
I drew in my breath. The idea of Harriet giving him a lap dance was incredibly hot.
Oh God...please let her bring him through here!
“I can do that,” she said, a smile in her voice. “Come through to the bedroom.”
“The bedroom?” His voice was almost a squeak.
“There’s a chair there that’s the right height,” she said.
I heard them move down the hallway outside my door and then, finally, I got my first look at the guy as he entered the master bedroom. I’d visualized him as a little guy but he was actually tall and lean, with curly dark hair and blue eyes. Not a nerdy guy—more like an engineer who’d been pushed into flying around the country when all he wanted to do was stay home and create. The poor guy probably needed a change of career.
“Now,” said my wife, pulling a chair out into the middle of the room so that I’d have a perfect view. “You sit there.”
The guy quickly sat down. In the viewing room, I sat down, too. My wife fiddled with the music system we’d put in. She found some rock and turned the music up. Taking a few steps away from the guy, she smiled at him...and started to move.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
At first, I was worried. Harriet
never
danced. On the rare occasions we went somewhere where there was dancing, she practically clung to the wall. And she’d certainly never done this sort of dancing. But as soon as she began to sway her hips, it just...worked.
My jaw dropped as I watched her pert ass circle and pump to the beat. She ran her hands up her body, sliding them up over her stockinged thighs, past the suspender belt and up her sides, then over her breasts and up her neck. Richard was sitting there open-mouthed, too. Holy shit, she was amazing!
She turned so that her ass was towards him and began to flex and writhe, arching her back and pushing out her butt, tilting her pelvis so that her pussy was raised up towards him. I heard him catch his breath. There was an obvious tent forming in his pants and she hadn’t even touched him yet.
Man,
this was sexy! She hadn’t done anything like this since she’d stood on the bed for Ben, that first time. I sat there drinking it in, wishing it was me out there in Richard’s position. But watching her do it, knowing that another man was sharing my appreciation for her...that was even better. All my worries about Edward were forgotten and all the reasons I loved her escorting came flooding back. I just wished I could burn it permanently into my memory, somehow, so I could come back to it again and again.
I shifted in my seat and my foot hit the camera gear I’d brought up from the car.
No, I couldn’t....
Harriet looked over her shoulder at Richard, her eyes half-closed, and slowly licked her lips.
I bent down and grabbed the camera, my fingers fumbling with the controls. Luckily, it was a high-end model, good enough that I could get pretty good shots even without using a flash. And because the room I was in was pitch dark, there were no reflections on the glass. I had a perfect view.
My wife strutted away a few steps in her towering heels, struck a pose and then ran a hand down between her breasts, down her stomach and to her groin. She rubbed herself in slow, delicate circles in time to the pumping bass. I clicked the shutter.
She stalked back to Richard and put her arms around his neck, the long gloves making her look darkly sexual. The guy was staring up at her in helpless lust, a goofy grin on his face. She leaned right into him, almost touching him with her breasts, giving him a glorious view down the soft valley. I took another photo.
Now, at last, she turned around and sat on his leg, her stockinged thighs and panties against the fabric of his pants. She leaned right back, her soft hair against his neck, her head on his shoulder, and ground there, circling her ass. She opened her legs a little so that she was astride him and he groaned. I clicked the shutter again.
This is awesome!
Seeing her perform like this, knowing I was recording it forever...this made up for the whole Edward thing.
She flipped around, grinding the front of her body against him, now, her soft breasts pillowing against his chest and bulging out of the top of her bra. I could hear his labored breathing. Her groin slid over his knee and she gasped at the feeling. She put one of her knees on the chair and climbed on, sliding her panty-covered pussy over his thigh and then up...up...up to his
groin. His eyes widened as he felt her heated softness against his hardness. I clicked picture after picture—my wife, giving some guy the lap dance of his life.
She stood and walked a few steps away. Then, still facing away from him, she reached back and unhooked her bra, stripping it slowly off. She dropped it to the floor and danced topless for a few seconds. He couldn’t see anything except her naked back, but I could see it all. Her soft breasts bounced and swayed as she moved to the music, her nipples still soft but starting to harden. She was turned on, too. Now that she was closer to the mirror, I could see the gleam in her eye, the secret smile on her lips. And, as she turned back towards him, she glanced just once in the mirror, grinning at me.
I snapped a photo, capturing that grin forever.
She walked back over to him, the high heels and the stockings making every step a swaying, sexy delight. My eyes couldn’t stop tracing all the way up from the shining leather shoes to the point where black stocking top met pale thigh. Richard’s eyes, though, were on her naked breasts. I could only see the sides, now, but he was getting the full view and I could see the raw lust on his face.
She put one knee on his chair again and leaned over him until her breasts brushed his face. He gasped as her nipples stroked down his cheeks and the soft, pale skin pressed against his chin, warm and perfect. She let a nipple slide over his lips and gasped herself as he licked at it. Then she was pulling away, leaving him wanting more.
She turned from him again and this time bent at the hips, her legs together, her ass thrusting high in the air. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her legs. I snapped photo after photo of the perfect view of her pink pussy, framed by the suspender belt and the tops of her stockings. I could see Richard staring, too, his entire world narrowing down to those two soft, plump lips and the secret valley between them.
She kicked her panties away and turned back to him, giving him a glimpse of the little triangle of blonde hair she kept above her waxed-smooth pussy. When she got to him this time, she turned so that her naked ass was towards him and, bracing herself with her arms on the edges of the seat, she lowered herself so that her ass was just grazing the huge bulge in the front of his pants. She started to grind there. At first, she just touched the tip of him, but soon she was stroking herself back and forth along the length of him, groaning as she did it.
God, she must be able to feel him through the fabric.
He might still be in his pants, but underneath those few flimsy layers of fabric he’d be hot and hard...and naked. In some ways, he was closer to her like this than if he was wearing a condom.
She reached back with one arm and grabbed his hand, then guided it over her naked hip and onto the inside of her thigh. He drew in his breath as he palmed her stockinged leg. She gently pushed his hand higher...higher…
Oh God...she’s not going to…
She guided him all the way onto her bare inner thigh and then to her pussy. His eyes were huge and disbelieving as she pressed two of his fingers onto her slit...and then inside her. I snapped picture after picture of his hand between her thighs. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.
“Can you feel how wet I am?” she murmured over her shoulder, almost in his ear. She ground her hips slightly, moving her warm wetness around him. “That’s for you.”
The guy looked as if he was about to explode. She stood, his fingers sliding from her, and turned to face him. I knew she was trying to play the cool, in-control lap dancer, but I could see how flushed she was. I knew her heart was racing. All three of us were as turned on as each other.
“Shall we...uh...move to the bed?” croaked Richard.
My wife strode over to him, breasts bouncing, the triangle of blonde hair between her thighs gleaming. She grabbed a condom from the nightstand. “No need for the bed,” she said.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
She fell to her knees before him. Leaning over him, she unzipped his pants and brought out his stiff cock. He was surprisingly big and I saw Harriet’s eyes gleam as she stroked him a couple of times. She tore open the condom packet and pulled out the condom. Ducking her head down, she blew gently on his cock, bathing him in warm air. Richard growled, clutching at the edge of the chair, and I snapped a few pictures, my own cock feeling as though it was going to tear right through my pants.
Then my wife lifted her head and sat back a little so he could see what she was doing.
She put the condom between her lips, holding it there.
I leaned forward, gaping. I’d heard of this, but never seen it done.
Harriet leaned forward again and put her mouth to Richard’s cock. He groaned long and low as she pushed her head gradually down, swallowing him into her mouth...then her throat. Richard groaned again in disbelief as she pushed all the way down, until her lips were at the base of his cock. When she withdrew, he had a condom on.
Where the hell did she learn to do that?!
I was impressed and oddly proud of my wife. We never used condoms ourselves, but now I almost wanted to wear one just so she could do that to me.
Harriet stood and then straddled Richard, squatting until her pussy rested just above his straining cock. Then she slowly lowered herself down, looking deep into his eyes as she let the tip of him split her ready lips.
“Oh….”
breathed Richard. “Oh
God!”
Harriet didn’t answer. She was panting as she went lower, the head of his cock prising her soft lips apart. He slipped into her and she closed her eyes, lifting her face to the ceiling. Her gorgeous, stockinged legs flexed as she went lower, taking his shaft. My wife had never looked sexier.
With her gloved hands on his shoulders, she slowly lowered herself the rest of the way. Inch after inch of him slid into her until she was gasping and moaning, softly shaking her head. His gaze was locked on her face, his own hands still clutching at the edges of the chair, white-knuckled.
And then she was all the way on him, her pelvis tight against his, and she rested there for a moment, panting. She opened her eyes, gently reached down and brought Richard’s hands up to her breasts. He groaned as the softness of them filled his palms and gave them an experimental squeeze. She hissed and ground against him.
I’d been so transfixed, I’d forgotten about the camera. I began to snap more pictures as she started to move, using her toned thighs to power herself up and down atop him. I had a perfect view of his cock disappearing between her pink pussy lips and it was incredible—another man’s cock, up inside my wife.
Harriet panted as she began to move faster, stroking herself along his thick length. His hands were working at her breasts, now, fondling and squeezing, rubbing at her nipples. She leaned forward and pressed her breasts to his face and he eagerly took one into his mouth, working the nipple with his tongue. She went crazy, twisting as she rode him faster, her hands clutching at his shoulders. “Yes!”
she panted, “Like that!”
His hands were all over her, now—mauling her free breast, sliding down her naked back, grabbing her ass. Her hips rose and fell as she fucked him, her rhythm building to a peak. I could tell she was close to coming, could see the jewels of her moisture on her pussy lips. As her movements reached fever pitch, she suddenly grabbed his head between her hands and kissed him, long and deep—
I heard her orgasm more from him than from her. She panted almost silently into his mouth, but when he felt her internal muscles clutch and spasm around him, he couldn’t do the same. “Jesus!”
he groaned. Then he threw his own head back and I saw his fingers dig hard into her naked ass as he thrust up into her. “Ah!”
He came in long, shuddering blasts, wriggling his hips against her as he shot his full load into her.
At last, he slumped in the chair, spent. An enormous grin spread across his face. “That,” he said slowly, “was incredible.
Incredible.”
My wife smiled smugly.
Richard was shaking his head. “You’re the best ever. I’ll tip you double.
Triple.”
Harriet shook her head. “It’s okay.”
“No! I’m serious. But...can I stay for a while? I mean, I’m not sure if I can...you know...go
again just yet. But could we just hang here for a little bit?” He shrugged. “Nothing else waiting for me except an empty hotel room.”
I actually felt for him. He seemed like a nice guy.
My wife considered. “How about a bath?”
She walked through to the en-suite bathroom, opened the door wide and started to run water into the huge corner tub. Luckily, the door was positioned so I could see right in, if I shuffled my chair to one side a little. I hadn’t planned it that way, when I set up the one-way mirror. It was just pure dumb luck.
Richard slowly got up and started to undress, a little self-consciously. To be fair to him, he didn’t have much to be self-conscious about. He didn’t have the huge muscles of Jared or the tight, coiled power of Edward but it was obvious he worked out, his abs lean and defined and his arms well-shaped.
Harriet undressed, too, stripping off her heels, stockings and the suspender belt. She managed to make even that simple act look super-sexy, rolling the stockings slowly down her legs like she was some femme fatale in an old movie. Utterly naked, she took Richard by the hand and led him through to the bathroom.
She let him get in first, then climbed in between his legs. The bath was big enough that they could both stretch out. She’d added bath foam and the surface was covered by a layer of white bubbles.
“You’re incredible, Kimberly,” he told her. He tentatively ran his hand over her bare neck. She twisted around and smiled at him to show that she liked it.
He talked to her like that for a half hour, gently soaping her neck or rubbing her bare shoulders while she listened. It was the first time I understood the idea of men going to escorts for someone to talk to. It turned out he was single—successful, a nice guy but with no time to date. He was under immense pressure from the people he worked for—who sounded like a bunch of dicks—and spent his nights alone in hotel rooms. I genuinely felt bad for him.
But tonight, he’d found an escape. Tonight, he’d got a gorgeous woman nestled up naked against his chest, he was lying back in hot, fragrant water, and he could spill out all his problems without fear of ridicule. This escorting thing wasn’t just about sex, I realized. It was about giving them what they needed.
As time passed, I sensed things changing. He started to shift under her, and his hands began to wander: around her waist, then up over her stomach. When he cupped her breasts, she smirked and ground her ass back against him. “Someone’s
getting their second wind,” she said.
She turned to him and knelt up in the tub, kissing him as she pressed her wet breasts against his chest. The sight of the water rolling off her naked flanks was incredible and I snapped picture after picture. Now that she was off him, I could see his cock was throbbing hard again, standing stiffly up out of the water.
She reached down and stroked the shaft, her hand slick with water and suds. “Would you like to fuck me again?” she asked.
Something about the crudity of it set him off, because he grabbed her hips and pressed her almost roughly against the side of the tub, so that she was on her knees and facing outward. She yelped in surprise and then giggled, bending forward and planting her hands on the bathroom floor. He started to get into position behind her, knocking her legs apart with his knees.
“Wait,” she said, stretching out her upper body and scrabbling quickly in the cabinet beside the sink. “Wait….”
There was barely time for her to snatch a condom and pass it back to him. He quickly put it on and then plunged deep into her, slamming her hips hard against the smooth plastic of the tub. She gave a long groan of satisfaction. He thrust again, going all the way in, his hips tight against her upturned rump. Then he started to fuck her, pistoning his cock into her as she knelt there on all fours.
“God!” Harriet panted. I think it was the suddenness of it, the way he’d suddenly turned so forceful. “Yes!”
His thrusts got faster and then, out of nowhere, he spanked her. Not the hard spanking that Edward had given her, just a playful slap across her jiggling, shiny ass. Harriet jerked, arching her back. He did it again.
“You like that?” she hissed over her shoulder. “You like spanking me?”
Richard’s eyes grew huge. Harriet had just hit the jackpot.
She made her voice porn-star husky. “Go on, spank me!” she breathed. “Spank me like a
bad girl!”
Richard groaned and his thrusts doubled in speed, his hips slamming into hers. Water started to slosh up the sides and over the edge of the tub. He spanked her again and again as his cock plunged into her wet tightness and with each hit she twisted and pushed back against him. Her naked breasts, still dripping wet from the bath, jiggled and tossed as she moved. He reached forward and grabbed one with his free hand. “Yes!”
she panted, getting close herself. “God, yes!”
He stopped suddenly, gasping, still fondling her wet breast. “Let’s get out,” he said breathlessly. “You go on top.”
She climbed out and he followed. They were both dripping wet and the floor of the bathroom was awash with water but what the hell—we could clean it up later. He pulled her through to the bedroom and collapsed on his back on the bed, the water soaking into the sheets.
Harriet climbed on top of him, spreading her thighs and lowering herself onto his cock. He groaned as she slid down onto him. His hands recaptured her damp, swaying breasts, crushing them together and pinching her nipples.
She started to ride him, her hips rising and plunging, filling herself again and again. His breathing became harsh as he tried to hold himself back—but he had no chance, with a woman as hot as her. The water was still beading on her body, running down over her soft breasts like jewels, catching in the curls of hair above her pussy. She was goddess-beautiful and sexy as hell.
She leaned back, arching her back and thrusting out her breasts, pressing them into his hands. They both groaned as his cock hit some new angle inside her. Planting her hands behind her, she rode him like that, her eyes tight closed. “God,” she whispered. “God,
I’m going to—”
Richard gave a long, low groan. He’d closed his eyes, too, and was thrusting his hips up to meet her as she rode him faster and faster.
“That’s it,” panted my wife. “Let yourself go, Richard. Let it all go. Come with me. Come with me right now!”
Another few thrusts and suddenly he was arching his back, pushing his hips hard up against her. She gave a sudden cry and I knew she could feel him hotly spurting inside her through the thin rubber condom. She began to shudder, the sensation sending her over the edge. I saw her knees squeeze at him and her thighs tremble as the orgasm rippled through her. She bounced atop him for long seconds, stretching out her climax.
At last, she slumped back on her heels, panting. She bent down and briefly kissed him on the lips. “Now,”
she said, “are you relaxed?”
He didn’t respond.
She giggled. “Richard?” She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips again.
Nothing.
I watched as her face fell. “Richard?” She shook his shoulders. “Richard?”
He just lay there, his mouth slightly open, his eyes closed.
In the viewing room, the camera fell from my limp fingers.
“He’s dead.” Harriet’s voice rose in panic. “Jesus fucking Christ, he’s dead!”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I stood up and we gaped at each other through the glass. I knew she couldn’t see me—she was just staring at her reflection in the mirror. But she knew I was there and she needed me—now.
I unlocked the door of the viewing room and ran out into the hallway, then through into the master bedroom. It was a weird feeling, after having watched it for so long through the mirror, like running onto the set of your favorite TV show.
Richard lay perfectly still on the bed. Harriet was still astride him, both of them naked. She looked at me with huge, panicked eyes. She wasn’t crying yet, but she looked as though she might start at any second.
“Okay,” I told her, trying to keep calm. “Okay,
wait.
Are you sure he’s dead?”
“Yes! He’s not breathing or moving or anything!” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh
Jesus!
He said he got palpitations! He had a heart condition! I killed him.
I killed him with sex!”
“Alright, wait. Stop. We should do CPR. Do you know CPR? You have to press his chest.”
She looked down at his chest. Then she looked down at herself. “Oh my God, his cock’s inside me.
I have a dead guy’s cock inside me!”
She gingerly got off him.
I grabbed her shoulders. “What do we do?! Breathe into his mouth?”
“I don’t know! I don’t know CPR! I think it’s too late! I don’t even know when he died! I think it must have been when he came.” She stared at the body and dug her fingers into her hair. “Oh my God...we have to call the police.”
Now
I
started to panic. “What?!”
“He’s
dead!
Of course we have to call the police!”
I stood there shaking my head. Shit, shit,
shit!
“But they’ll ask what the hell was going on—they’ll find out you’re an escort!” It would all come out. The press would get hold of it. Our friends would know.
“I can lie,” she said quickly. “I can say we were having an affair. You weren’t here.”
“What?!”
“It’s better than being an escort!”
I shook my head, the full horror of it sinking in. “They’ll check his phone! Shit, they’ll find the website!”
We stared at one another. “Oh my God,” said Harriet, her face snow white. “Oh my God. What are we going to do?”
I stared at the body for a long moment. “We have to get rid of it.”
“It?!
It’s a
him!”
“We have to get rid of it! It’s the only way! We have to take him somewhere and bury him and then it’s just a missing persons. He was never here.”
“We can’t just
bury him!
I’m not
burying a body!”
“We don’t have a choice!” Then I remembered the photos. My stomach lurched. A perfect record of him being here. “You get his clothes on. I have to go do something.”
I ran back to the viewing room and started scrabbling for the “delete” button. In the bedroom, a tearful Harriet tried to get a pair of jockey shorts up the body’s uncooperative legs. She grabbed his cock to move it out of the way—
The body sat up.
“JESUSFUCKINGCHRISTSHITSHITSHIT!”
screamed Harriet, jumping halfway across the room.
Nobody said anything for about five seconds.
“What happened?” asked Richard.
My heart started to beat again. I glanced around. He still had no idea I was there. Luckily, I hadn’t turned the lights on in the viewing room. I quietly closed the door, shutting myself in again.
“You—you were
dead!”
managed Harriet.
“Dead?!”
Richard stared at her.
“I shook you! We—I thought you were
dead!
I thought I killed you!”
“I may have blacked out,” said Richard. “That has happened once or twice, after exercise.” He considered. “I probably should have mentioned that.”
“Oh,
you
think?!”
I sat down in my chair, cold sweat soaking my shirt. And then, very quietly, I started to laugh.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
“It’s not funny,” said Harriet.
“It is
kind of
funny,” I told her.
We were sitting in the tub, Harriet lying back so that her back was on my chest. It had looked so much fun that I’d wanted to try it. We’d broken out a bottle of champagne, since she’d almost nearly sort of killed a guy and almost nearly sort of brought him back to life. I topped up her glass. “How was your day,” I asked, “before Richard’s near-death experience?”
She snuggled back against me, her naked ass bumping against my cock. “Pretty good. Tess is freaking out. I had to pick up her slack because she was on the phone all day, begging them not to repossess her car.”
I winced. Tess was Harriet’s best friend at work. A little younger than us, she was bubbly and kind; I’d always liked her. The fact she was gorgeous and a redhead had nothing to do with it. “Stan still hasn’t found something?”
Harriet shook her head. “No one will touch him.”
Stan was a project manager—I’d actually worked on a few building projects with him. Like Tess, he was a little younger, in his mid-twenties. He’d come up fast through the industry but then his company had been hit by a bogus lawsuit and he’d been laid off. Until the stain of the lawsuit went away, no one would hire him and the couple were hurting financially.
It bothered both of us, because they were good friends. Also, just as I had a bit of a thing for Tess, I knew Harriet had a little bit of a crush on Stan. The guy was
ripped.
He liked to get his hands dirty when he was working, carrying lumber on his shoulder and swinging sledgehammers. Once, when we’d passed by a construction site and waved to him, I’d noticed my wife checking him out. Given my fascination with Tess’s auburn hair and tight jeans, I couldn’t really complain.
“They’re going to see if they can remortgage,” said Harriet, and I nodded. I took another sip of champagne and lay back. Our own financial problems were easing up. After apologizing again for the blackout and promising to see his doctor, Richard had insisted on paying three times Harriet’s usual fee—
Usual fee.
A little shudder of lust ran up my spine.
My wife had a
usual fee.
With the money from Ben, Matt, Jared and Edward we were sitting on a tidy sum. Certainly, we didn’t have to worry about paying our mortgage at the end of the month. Tomorrow, maybe there’d be another client—booking the same day seemed to be the norm for these guys. Then, on Saturday, Edward would return, presumably paying extra again for the opportunity to dominate my wife.
“You’re thinking about him again, aren’t you?” asked my wife.
“What? Who? No!”
She twisted around to look at me. “I can tell,” she said. “You’ve tensed up.”
I looked away, not meeting her eyes.
She twisted around in the bath to lie on top of me, her wet breasts pillowing against my chest, water sloshing between us. “Talk to me,” she said.
I sighed. That morning, I’d been ready to jack the whole thing in. Then Richard had showed up and the whole lap dance thing had completely reignited my joy for this scheme. I
loved
my wife being an escort. I loved the idea of guys going crazy for her, paying to sleep with her. I loved watching. I loved taking photos (I still hadn’t told Harriet about the photos—I wasn’t sure how she’d take it).
The only dark spot in the whole picture was Edward.
I looked into my wife’s big, concerned eyes and then down the length of her naked body. Her ass rose out of the water like an island, shining wet and perfectly shaped. God, I was a lucky guy. I slopped water over her ass to keep it warm. “I’m...just…” I gave an uncomfortable shrug. “I don’t like that he has this...power
over you. I mean...if that’s what you are—a submissive, and he’s your dom….” I trailed off.
She stared at me. “What?” she asked.
I huffed and looked away. I wasn’t good at this stuff.
She took my chin between thumb and forefinger and turned my head back so that I was looking at her. “What?”
“If you’re a submissive and you’ve found your perfect dom, doesn’t that mean...sooner or later you’re going to run off into the sunset with him?”
She just stared at me for a few seconds. Then, “What?!”
She pushed herself backward so that she could stare at me properly, water sloshing and flying. “Oh, Jack! Is
that
what you thought?” She shook her head. “We’re just playing! It’s
sex.”
“You said that before,” I said, “but I don’t believe it. It’s more than that.” I glared up at her, frustrated. “You said
you’re his.”
“Only when he visits. Only for those few hours.”
“But I don’t want you to be
his!”
“It doesn’t bother you with other guys!”
“They don’t
own
you when you’re with them. That
is
just sex. Even with Richard, when you were talking to him in the bath, making him feel good...I was fine with that. But with Edward, it’s like he takes control of you.”
“He does,” said Harriet awkwardly.
“That’s what I mean! It’s not just sex. The whole BDSM thing runs deeper than that. I’ve seen your face, when you’re with him. And his face, too. He’s in love with you.”
“Oh, come on! He’s met me
once!”
“These guys are like that! Moody, obsessive!”
“He’s not a character from a book! He’s just a guy! A little intense, maybe, but—”
“Tell me I shouldn’t worry. Tell me a multi-millionaire dom is fucking my wife—with no idea she’s married—and telling her she’s not like his other women and hiring her twice in one week and I shouldn’t worry.”
She went quiet. Then she took a deep breath. “Okay,” she said, lowering herself back down into the tub so that her chin was on my chest. “Okay. Maybe you’re right. The BDSM thing...it does run kind of deep, I guess. I don’t know. I’m new to this.”
“Not as new as
I
am. I didn’t even know you were into this.”
“Neither did I! Not really! I just...read some books.” She squirmed a little, which made her breasts do wonderful things against my chest and made it very difficult to stay angry with her. “Okay, quite a lot of books. But I thought it was just fantasy. I didn’t think it would really feel
that good
to have someone take control of me. But it did. It really did. Him and I just...connect.”
“That’s what bothers me,” I said quietly. “You and him connect. But you and me don’t.”
“Not for
that.
But for everything else!” She threw her arms around me and looked me right in the eye. “You are the best. I’ve. Ever. Had. If I could only have one guy, I’d want
you.
That isn’t even a question I need to think about. I would
never
run off with anyone else.
Ever.”
I blinked at her. I hadn’t realized how much I’d needed to hear that. Why the fuck hadn’t I just come out and asked her this, days ago?
“But he gives you something I can’t,” I said.
“Think of it this way,” she said. “If I was bisexual, would you be jealous of me fucking women?”
I thought about it. “No.”
“Because?”
“Because I’m a guy. I can’t give you
that.”
She looked at me pointedly.
“That’s different!” I said.
“Not really.”
“But I can’t grow boobs and a pussy and turn into a woman for you, but I could—” I sighed. “I feel like I should be able to pick up a whip and order you around and be
him.”
She shook her head. “You can’t be
everything!
Look, everybody’s different. We all make compromises, when we marry someone. You find someone you can’t live without and you accept that there are things they aren’t going to be able to do for you—”
“This is supposed to make me feel
better?”
“—because the things they
can
do for you make it all worthwhile!” She sighed in frustration. “Look, if we’d never started this thing, I never would have discovered this side of me. I never would have had the opportunity to explore it. And that would have been fine. But doing this gave me freedom. For me, that’s the best thing about it—I get to explore the
what-ifs?
What if my lover was into
this, or
this, or
this?” She shook her head. “But I didn’t realize I was hurting you. I’m sorry. I don’t want to do it if it hurts you. Not for one second. I’ll cancel the booking. I don’t ever have to see Edward again. I don’t ever have to let any guy do BDSM with me again.”
I stared at her. “You’d do that for me?”
“Of course I would! It just kills me that you didn’t come out and tell me how much this was bothering you!” She pinched my thigh and I yelped. “I
knew
there was something wrong when we didn’t have sex after Edward.”
I lay there looking up at her. “You’re the best wife in the world.”
“You’re the best husband in the world, you dumbass.”
She leaned down and kissed me on the lips and I felt everything that had broken between us fuse back together. She climbed out of the bath, water sliding down her flanks, and started to towel herself dry.
I sat in the tub, watching her. “Let’s not do this again,” I said. “Not talk about stuff.”
She gave me a look. “Duh.”
I flushed. Yeah, okay. This one was probably mostly on me. I gazed at her as she toweled off her back and then her ass, then bent to do her legs. Now that the worry of losing her had gone, I could feel my cock rising again. My beautiful wife. Tomorrow, some other guy would pay to fuck her. But she’d never be tied up again, or blindfolded, or—
I remembered the orgasms she’d had, with Edward. I remembered the look on her face. I couldn’t deny her that. I loved her way too much.
I pressed my lips together, thinking about it. When Harriet glanced toward me, she frowned. “What?” she asked.
“Swear,” I said.
“Swear what?”
“Swear that whatever...connection
you have with this guy, it’s just fun. It’s just part of the sex. Swear that he’s not going to take you from me.”
She tilted her head to one side. “I thought—”
“Just say it.”
She stared at me for a moment and then straightened up. “I swear,” she said. “It’s just sex. No one’s going to take me away from you. Not him. Not anyone else.”
I drew in a long breath. “Okay,” I said. “Don’t cancel the booking. Keep seeing him.”
“Really?”
“As much as you want.” I waited for the fear to come crashing back...but it didn’t. Looking into her eyes, I knew she was telling the truth. She’d never leave me...and that was all I needed.
She looked as if she was going to tear up. “Thank you,” she whispered.
I stood up and climbed out of the tub, not bothering to dry myself. Then I scooped her up into my arms and carried her into the bedroom. “But you better understand,” I said. “That when he’s finished with you, you’re
mine.”
She nodded quickly, squirming in my arms at the thought.
I tossed her down on the bed. She landed with a thump and an
oof
and lay there staring up at me, eyes gleaming.
I dived on top of her, my thighs already pushing her legs apart. My cock had never been harder and it was as if all the weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I covered her pussy with my hand, my fingers curling to press inside her, finding her wet and ready. “Mine.”
She nodded madly, clutching at my shoulders to urge me forward.
I pressed the head of my cock up against her pussy, nudging her folds apart. Then I lunged into her, filling her with one thrust. No condom—I was the only guy who got to take her like this. Her satin-smooth walls slid past me, making me gasp. God, she was so wet.
“Mine!”
Her hands clawed at the muscles of my back, pulling me into her.
“Yes!”
I pinned her to the bed, my hands on her shoulders, and started to thrust, slamming my hips into her. She began to moan, writhing under me, her nipples scraping my chest. Her long legs wrapped around my ass.
Her pussy felt like nothing else on earth. Hot and slippery wet, clutching at my sensitive flesh. Other men might borrow her, but she belonged to me. I pumped savagely into her, my hands going down to her ass and kneading it. “Mine!”
“Yes!” she cried out.
I thrust harder, faster, powering into her with everything I had. Her hands were rubbing over my back, grabbing my ass, pulling me deeper. “God,”
she wailed. “Harder. Make me yours. Make me yours!”
I suddenly pulled out of her and flipped her over onto her front. She got her knees under her and I pushed into her from behind, filling her again. I shoved a pillow under her hips and then I bore her down onto the bed, my thighs pushing hers apart. I pushed until she was flat on the bed under me, the pillow pushing her hips up just enough to allow entry, my body covering hers like an animal taking its mate. I rammed into her again and again, my groin smacking against her ass.
She was pinned under me, unable to move even an inch, unable to escape my pounding hips. My mouth was at her ear as I snarled savagely, “MINE!”
She shrieked and came, an orgasm that made her spasm and jerk under me, her pussy contracting around my cock. “Yours!”
she gasped, her hands grabbing for mine. Our fingers knitted together.
I grunted and came as well, shooting hot ropes of cum right up inside her, marking her as mine. No other man had done that—left his seed inside her. That right was reserved for me.
She shuddered and panted and finally lay still under me. I withdrew and got off her, as gentle as I had been brutal a moment before.
“Wow,” she said when she’d gotten her breath back.
“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” I asked. I was suddenly worried.
“No.” She was laughing weakly. “God. I think you fucked the other men right out of me.”
I grinned. I’d never felt better. “That was the intention.”
I pulled her on top of me and we cuddled. We lay there for a long time before we finally started straightening the room out. We had to be ready for the next evening, in case she got another booking. I smiled. I was looking forward to it already.



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
“Donuts?” asked Aaron. “You haven’t brought donuts in months.”
“Quit complaining,” I said, pulling a cream-filled hunk of heaven from the box. “They’re here now.”
We both kicked back from our desks for a moment. One advantage of co-owning the company—there’s no boss watching over you. I had a mug of coffee in one hand, a donut in the other and I felt like I ruled the world.
“I thought you and Harriet were flat broke,” said Aaron, frowning. “I thought that’s why you stopped buying donuts.” As he said her name, I saw his eyes flick to her framed photo.
So predictable.
But part of me couldn’t help but thrill at the way he looked at her.
You only get to fantasize about her. I get to watch her with other guys...and then fuck her myself,
I thought.
I smiled. “Harriet got some extra money from work. Overtime.”
Yeah, about a thousand dollars an hour.
Aaron looked concerned. “Well, don’t let her work
too
hard.”
I smirked. I was feeling
good.
We didn’t have a booking yet for that night, but then Edward and Richard had both booked just a little way in advance, so it could still happen. It was kind of frustrating, not knowing whether something would happen that evening or whether we’d just have a normal night at home.
How do escorts ever plan their social lives?
Maybe it would settle down as she got more regular clients and they rebooked her. Like Edward.
I waited for the pang of jealousy, but it didn’t come. I’d completely made my peace with it. It felt like we had a fresh new slate and endless possibilities, stretching off into the horizon. I wanted to celebrate.
“You want to get a beer, after work?” I asked. I figured that even if we got a booking, it would likely be for later on. “We can head out a little early. I’m buying.”
“What’s
with
you?” asked Aaron. “First donuts, now heading out early and buying beer?”
I smiled smugly. “Married life is bliss.”
He shook his head. “I’m going out tonight. I need to head home and take a shower and stuff.”
I grinned. “Ohhh...hot date?”
He gave me a look. He was always so damn cagey about his love life.
 
***
 
A few hours later, as I grabbed a sandwich from the deli down the street, Harriet called me. “We’re on,” she said immediately.
I quickly paid for my sandwich and found a quiet corner to take the call in. “Who is he?”
“Luke. Sounds young.”
“What does he want?”
“Straight sex.”
I could feel my cock hardening in my pants as she said it. I could hear the excitement in her voice, too, however much she tried to sound nonchalant.
“When?”
“He’ll be there at eight.”
I nodded, my mind already working. “I’ll see you at seven-thirty.”
I walked a little further down the street and into an electronics store, where I picked up a brand new memory card. I was planning on borrowing the high-end camera from the office again but, this time, I’d use my own memory card. I’d already transferred the images of Harriet and Richard off the office card, deleted them from it and then formatted the card, just to be doubly sure. The last thing I needed was Aaron finding a picture of Harriet in full lingerie, sitting astride another guy’s lap.
 
***
 
I made it to the apartment dead on time and found Harriet doing her make-up. She was in a long, blue dress I hadn’t seen before. It sort of shimmered as she walked and it was sexy as hell, clinging to her hips and slender waist and showing off her breasts with a low neckline. I came up behind her and snuck an arm around her waist, then kissed her neck. “Do you think we have time to…?” I asked, pressing my groin to her ass.
She slapped me away. “Down,
boy! He’ll be here in a half hour. Wait until he’s gone.”
I decided I could do that. The sex would be even better, after I’d watched her fuck another guy. And I had the camera with me—I’d get some more photos of her. I still hadn’t told her about the photos. I felt bad about that, especially after we’d agreed to talk about everything. But I was worried she might think it was risky and tell me to stop, and I was having too much fun.
I looked again at the dress. “How much did that cost?” I asked—not the first time I’d wondered that, since this whole thing began.
She shook her head. “You have to think of this as an investment,” she said, swirling the skirt a little. “Real escorts spend a fortune on their hair and nails and clothes. This is
nothing.”
I gave her a look. “So you get to shop and not feel guilty about it. You’re loving this, aren’t you?”
She grinned. “A little bit.”
I knew she was right, though. She had to look amazing—well, even more amazing than normal. Guys expected a fantasy woman.
At a few minutes before eight, the intercom buzzed. I hurried off towards the viewing room as Harriet said, “Hello?”
I was just closing the door when I heard, “Hi. It’s Luke.”
The viewing room door clicked closed just as Harriet buzzed him up. I stood there frowning. For some reason, Luke’s words were circling around and around in my head.
No. Not his words. His
voice.
His voice was familiar. But I didn’t know anyone called Luke.
I could hear Harriet moving around nervously in the hallway, getting ready to answer the door. I frowned harder and harder, my whole forehead scrunching up as I tried to place the voice.
Wait.
Shit.
I swung open the viewing room door but it was too late—Harriet was already opening the apartment door. I could just see the client’s face from where I was standing.
“Hi,” said Aaron.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I stood there frozen. Fuck.
Fuck. Fuck fuck fucking fuck!
He hadn’t seen me, yet. All his attention was on Harriet. He was staring at her and the longer he stared at her, the more his face crumpled. “I’m—I’m—”
Shit!
He recognized her!
“I’m sorry,” said Aaron. “I’ve made a mistake.”
Harriet frowned. “Mistake?” She sure as hell didn’t recognize
him.
But they’d only met a couple of times, and she’d obviously made a much bigger impression on him than he had on her.
Aaron was white-faced.
He must think he’s got the wrong apartment,
I realized. “I was looking for someone else… Kimberly.”
Harriet smiled, confused. “I’m Kimberly.”
“You’re
Kimberly?”
She frowned, a little put out. “You were expecting...something different?”
Aaron’s jaw dropped. “No!” he said quickly. “You’re perfect! Absolutely perfect!”
“Because if you’ve changed your mind, then, uh, you know, we can just forget it.”
“No! No, God, you’re perfect. You’re just—You look like—” He swallowed. “You’re just much better looking than I expected,” he said, flushing.
Harriet beamed. “Oh,” she said shyly. “Thank you!” And showed him in.
I ducked back behind the door of the viewing room. It was still open a crack, but I couldn’t shut it now or Aaron might catch the movement out of the corner of his eye.
Shit!
How had this happened?! How the hell had my business partner wound up hiring Harriet?!
But the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. He never had a girlfriend and was cagey about his love life. He probably saw escorts all the time. A new woman had suddenly popped up on the escort websites, local to him and promising discretion and—I winced—even though the photos didn’t show her face, her body was just the sort that he loved, just like my wife’s. Of course he’d booked her. And of course he wouldn’t use his real name. Who would?
My stomach lurched. If I didn’t think of a way out of this, my wife was actually going to fuck my business partner.
I thought hard. How the hell was I going to get rid of him without showing myself? I had to warn Harriet somehow!
They’d moved through to the living room. I leaned cautiously out of the viewing room until I could just see them.
“So,” Harriet was saying. “Tell me what you’d like to do.”
Aaron just stood there staring at her.
“Are you sure everything’s okay?” asked my wife.
“Yes! Yes, great, it’s just...your name’s really Kimberly?”
“Yes.”
“You don’t...have a sister, do you?”
She frowned. “No…” Then she grinned. “Why, do you like the idea of me and another girl?”
He shook his head. “Forget it.” He chuckled. “It’s just...you really remind me of someone.”
“Oh?” Harriet grinned. “Who? Like, a movie star?”
Aaron shook his head firmly. “Doesn’t matter.” He took another look at her. “Wow. You. Are.
Gorgeous!”
She smiled and struck a pose. “What would you like to do? A drink, first? Or should we just go through to the bedroom?”
Shit!
She was going ahead with things! And why the hell wouldn’t she? As far as she knew, he was just another client! I had to warn her, somehow. But how? I couldn’t just walk out there! If Aaron saw me, it would all come out!
My phone!
It was in my pocket—switched to silent, of course, in case someone called me. Harriet’s phone would be switched to silent, too—the last thing we needed was her mother to call when a client was there. But the extra cell phone we used for bookings—that
would still ring. I could call her and tell her it was Aaron without ever leaving the room. I grabbed my phone and dialed.
“Let’s go straight to the bedroom,” said Aaron, grinning.
Harriet took his hand.
Shit! Come on! Ring! Ring!
The booking cell phone started to ring just as they walked down the hallway. Harriet stopped and turned back. My heart leapt. Then she looked between it and Aaron uncertainly, not wanting to be rude. I willed her with my mind:
Answer it! Answer it!
“Go ahead,” said Aaron good-naturedly. “I don’t mind.”
She walked over to the counter and picked up the phone…
...and then flipped it face down, silencing it, without even looking at the screen. “There. It can go to voicemail.” She walked back to Aaron and slipped her arm around his waist. “When I’m with you, I’m with you,” she told him. And led him into the bedroom.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I stared at my phone in horror as it went to voicemail. Harriet’s voice asked me to leave a message. I hung up.
Through the mirror, I could see the two of them sitting down on the bed. I quietly closed the door to the viewing room and then stood there, my fingers digging through my hair.
SHIT!
Now what?
“Have you done this before?” asked Harriet, grinning. I could tell she quite liked him. And what wasn’t to like? He was a few years younger than her, his hard body packed with muscle, and he was obviously into her.
“A few times,” he said. “How do you like to start?”
She smiled. “Like this.” And she leaned forward. I knew what was coming next. If I didn’t do something,
right now,
my business partner was going to kiss my wife.
But there was nothing I could do. If I burst in there, he’d know that my wife was an escort, and that I was in on it, too. Sure, he’d be embarrassed about hiring her, but that wouldn’t make it any better. How would we work together after that? And what if he let something slip to someone?
The only safe course of action...was to let it happen.
And suddenly, from deep inside, part of me asked:
would that be so bad?
Of course it would! I work with him!
But I’d always known he was into my wife. I even kind of liked it. Wasn’t this just the next logical step? It wasn’t like he
knew
it was my wife. He just thought he’d gotten lucky and hired an escort who looked a lot like her.
I watched as their lips came closer and closer together. The shock and outrage coalesced into raw heat, welling up from deep inside me.
Oh my God. I’m going to let this happen. I’m going to let him kiss her!
And then it was happening. Aaron was kissing Harriet, their lips pushing softly together, their arms coming up to stroke at each other’s shoulders. She twisted and I saw her lips open. He slipped his tongue into her mouth and she groaned.
I sat down very slowly, my hands clenched into fists.
She had her eyes closed, now, but Aaron kept his open, drinking her in. His hands slid into her hair and she moaned at the feel of it. Then his hands were sliding down her arms, her sides. They came to rest on her breasts.
He pushed her gently back on the bed and they fell together on their sides, his hands cupping and squeezing her soft flesh. I sat there fixedly staring.
He’s my friend! I can’t let him—
But my cock was hard against my thigh. It was hot despite being so wrong. No—it was hot
because
it was so wrong.
He rolled her onto her back, kissing her cheek and then working his way down her neck, his hands kneading her breasts. One leg was between hers, their groins rubbing together and, from the way she moaned, I knew she must be able to feel the bulge of his cock.
He rolled them again, so she was on top, and then stopped there, looking up at her. He shook his head softly, grinning. “You really
do
remind me of…” He shook his head silently, then said, “Would you—”
“Would I what?”
He clammed up.
“It’s okay. What?”
He was silent for another second, weighing it up. Then he said, “That dress is great and everything. Really sexy. But would you mind putting on something else?”
She tilted her head, looking a little taken aback. But then she grinned. “Of course! I’m here for
you!
I can put something else on. What would you like? A different dress? Lingerie?” She smirked. “Nothing at all?”
“Do you have any....jeans?” said Aaron.
“Jeans?”
Jeans?!
I thought.
“Yeah,” said Aaron. “Like, stuff you’d wear around the house. Maybe a tank top.”
Oh. Oh no.
“Sure,” said Harriet brightly. “Do you want to watch me get changed?”
“No, no,” said Aaron, and walked out.
My heart was thumping in my chest because I had a horrible feeling I knew where this was going. But at the same time, I saw a ray of hope. If Aaron went into the living room, maybe I could risk calling to Harriet through the glass—he might not hear me from there.
But to my dismay, he stopped right outside the door to the viewing room. If I spoke loudly enough for Harriet to hear me, Aaron would too. I was stuck again.
Harriet, meanwhile, hummed to herself while she stripped out of the dress and her heels. Underneath, she was wearing sexy black underwear. “Do you have any requests for underwear?” she called through the door.
“Um...normal stuff,” called Aaron. “Simple. Maybe white?”
Harriet looked amused. “He wants the girl next door,” she muttered to herself.
No. He didn’t. If I was right, he wanted something much, much worse.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
She slipped off the sexy underwear, giving me a full view of her naked pussy as she bent over, then pulled on demure, white cotton panties and a bra. Of course, on her, it didn’t look demure. There was something about Harriet that made even simple, everyday clothes look sexy. I knew it...and so did Aaron.
She pulled on a pair of tight,
tight
blue jeans that outlined every curve of her sweet ass, then a gray tank top. She hunted in the closet and found a pair of red heels, lower than the ones she’d worn with the dress. When she strapped them on, she looked every bit the sexy, suburban housewife, relaxing around the house.
She walked out of my line of sight and I heard her open the door to the hallway. Aaron gaped. “Perfect!”
he said.
I imagined her smiling with satisfaction. “Come back inside,” she said.
“Um,” he said, “could we maybe start out in the living room?”
My wife hesitated. “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable in the bedroom?” I knew she was trying to ensure I could watch.
“I have something in mind,” said Aaron. “Kind of...um.... Would you mind role playing, a little?”
Oh Christ.
I’d been right. He didn’t want the girl next door; he wanted his friend’s wife.
They were right outside the door. I crept over and pressed my back against it so I could hear better.
“What kind of role-play?” Harriet asked doubtfully.
“Like...could I come in the door and you’re waiting for me?” asked Aaron.
“Okay....”
“And could you pretend to be...married?” he asked.
Harriet froze. “Married?”
“Yeah.” He hesitated. “Is that too weird?”
I could tell from the silence that she was weirded out. For a real, single escort, of course, it wouldn’t be weird at all. But pretending to be married when you actually are....
The question was, would she just be freaked out, or freaked out and turned on? If she told him
no,
then maybe it would just go back to normal sex. That would be better...or would it? I couldn’t deny that the more twisted this got, the more it turned me on.
“Okay,” she said at last, and I could hear the smile in her voice. Trust Harriet to be turned on by something kinky. But then to her, it must have seemed innocent enough. “Luke” was just some client fantasizing about some woman he knew. She had no idea the woman was
her.
“So we’re...having an affair?”
“Yeah,” said Aaron immediately, and I could hear the lust in his voice.
“You’re my secret lover?” she asked, getting into the idea.
“Exactly. And your husband’s out.”
Oh, you bastard, Aaron. You son of a bitch.
But at the same time, my cock was throbbing and straining. I wanted to walk in there and slug him...but for what? For fantasizing about my wife and acting it out with a woman he thought was an escort? He was paying, after all. As far as he knew, no one would be any the wiser and no one would get hurt.
It didn’t stop me wanting to punch him out though.
Harriet gave a little giggle. “Okay. This’ll be fun.”
Fun.
She meant it, too. I could hear it in her voice. She was doing it for him, but a part of her was fantasizing along with him. What other woman got to pretend to have an affair, complete with sex with a hot, younger guy? Yet another way this whole adventure had freed her.
I couldn’t get angry with her for it. The whole thing was turning me on too much. She had something coming, though, as soon as Aaron left. I’d grab her and... well. Punish her in a way we’d both enjoy.
I heard Aaron open and close the apartment door.
Do I have time to run out there now and warn her?
But as soon as I opened the viewing room door again, he was knocking to be let in. I peeked around the corner. Harriet was smoothing her hair into place. Before I could call to her, she opened the door.
“Luke!” she said, pretending to be surprised.
“Is your husband home?” he asked immediately.
She shook her head. “He’s out for another few hours.”
He pushed inside and kicked the door closed behind him. He was looking at her with a whole different sort of lust, now. Before, she’d just been a sexy escort. Now, she was the woman he’d been carrying a torch for. “I’ve been thinking about this for so long,” he said, almost panting.
“Me too,” she said.
“Really?” I could see the desperate hope in his eyes, despite the fact he thought she wasn’t the real thing. And suddenly, my anger flickered and died. I actually felt bad for the guy.
Harriet nodded. She was gradually getting into her role. “I’ve been thinking about you,” she said.
“You have?” He was unable to stop his voice rising a little at the end. A nice guy. Lonely. Turning to escorts because he was too busy to get out there and meet a girl. And the one woman he really wanted was taken.
Harriet nodded. “Ever since we met. I haven’t stopped
thinking about you.” She grabbed him and leaned into him, her mouth close to his ear. “I’ve been dreaming about you.”
That was all it took. He groaned and pushed her up against the wall, kissing her hard, smoothing her hair back from her face. She returned the kiss just as hard, their tongues dancing, the kiss turning from romantic to steamy. In seconds, they were kissing open-mouthed, panting as he bit at her lower lip and sucked it into his mouth. His hands held her waist. Then they started sliding under her tank top...and moving upwards.
I was still peeking out around the edge of the door. It didn’t matter—the two of them were so into it, I could have walked right out into the corridor and they wouldn’t have noticed me.
He pushed her tank top up over her stomach, his thumbs stroking her soft skin. When it was nearly up to her bra, she panted, “Bedroom?”
He shook his head. “Through here.” And he picked her up and carried her through into the living room.
“But...the neighbors!” Harriet panted. “They might see! They might find out about us!” I wasn’t sure if she was trying to get him to go through to the bedroom so I could see more easily, or just getting into the part.
It didn’t matter. “Let them see,” Aaron said, and it was almost a growl. He laid her down on the couch—luckily, that was still in my sight line through the door. He straddled her, kneeling. Then he pushed her tank top the rest of the way up, bunching it under her arms. He panted as he stared down at her pale breasts in their simple white bra. “God, I’ve always wondered what these look like.”
He reached under her, unhooking her bra, and pushed it up. Harriet’s breasts bobbed free, soft and perfect. He gasped as if he was looking at the Promised Land. My wife’s breasts would have made any man catch his breath, but I knew it was much more than that for Aaron. Each of the times he’d met Harriet, he must have been imagining what lay under her tight sweater or below her low-cut sundress. Now he thought he was getting a close approximation. Imagine if he discovered he was looking at the real thing!
Which raised a horrible concern: right now, neither of them knew the truth. What if he said something that clued Harriet in? How would she react then?
Aaron lovingly scooped her breasts together in his hands, forming a tight valley between them, then started slowly working her nipples with his thumbs. Harriet groaned low in her throat, grinding her ass against the couch. It looked like she was getting into the fantasy.
Aaron ducked his head and licked at one stiffening nipple. “Your husband doesn’t deserve these,” he muttered. “He doesn’t know what he’s got.”
Harriet squirmed. I think she was trying to decide how to play it—neglected housewife? Sex-crazed, bored wife? In the end, she went for
conflicted.
“But I love him,” she panted.
Aaron stared down at her and then nodded. “Yes. Yes, you do, don’t you?” He suddenly reached down and started to undo the belt of her jeans. “But you can’t control yourself when I’m around.”
Harriet swallowed and nodded, looking down at his hands as he freed the buckle. “That—That’s right! I can’t!” She grabbed his upper arms. “I want you, Luke!”
Aaron popped the first button on her jeans and then moaned in delight as he saw her simple white cotton panties. He shoved his hand down the front of them and my wife jerked as he cupped her pussy. “You’re wet for me, aren’t you...oh, God, yes, you are!”
She twisted her hips and I imagined his fingers slipping deeper into her tight wetness. As I stared at them from down the short hallway, I could feel my cock throbbing and huge, matching the tent I saw in the front of Aaron’s pants. This was wrong...but it was turning me on even more than the previous men. Watching my wife with a stranger was exciting, but watching her with someone I
knew….
Harriet began to move her hips, bucking them in short jerks, and I guessed that Aaron was finger-fucking her. She closed her eyes, writhing in pleasure and rapidly losing herself in the part. “God...but this is so wrong!” she moaned.
“Yes...yes, it’s so wrong,” panted Aaron. “He could walk in and catch us!”
“Any minute! He could walk in and catch you doing this to me!” She was really getting into the play-acting, now. “But I can’t stop! It feels too good!”
With a sudden grunt, Aaron pulled his hand from her panties and grabbed her around the waist. He picked her up and carried her into the kitchen, out of sight.
Shit!
I stood there hesitating for a second. I was already taking a huge risk being out in the hallway. If I crept further along, so I could see into the kitchen, there was a real chance Aaron would see me.
But I couldn’t not watch. Moving more quietly than I’d ever thought possible, I crept along the hallway until I could see into the kitchen.
Aaron had shoved Harriet up against a high-backed kitchen chair. As I watched, he pushed on her shoulders, bending her over it. She obediently bent at the hips, planting her hands on the table. It was obvious what he had in mind.
Unless I did something, my friend and partner was going to fuck my wife.
I stared at the scene, the lust and anger building and building until I thought my chest was going to explode....
And I stood there, fists clenched, and did nothing at all.
Aaron grabbed Harriet’s open jeans and rammed them down her legs, then did the same with her panties. The speed of it made her gasp. He pushed his own pants down to his hips and pulled out a condom, tearing the packet open with his teeth and rolling it on. It was the first time I’d seen his cock and he was a good size, long and thick—especially given that he was taking her with her legs tight together. He positioned himself for entry and I heard her moan. Then he was thrusting into her.
“Ah! Oh, God, Luke!” she panted as he pushed deep inside her.
“Call me Aaron,” he grunted, pulling back.
Harriet had closed her eyes, but now they slowly opened. The name was clearly familiar and now she was sifting through her memory, looking for the face...praying she was wrong. She glanced over her shoulder and I saw the doubt in her eyes.
It can’t be...can it?!
Then he slammed into her all the way and her doubts evaporated in the face of burning hot lust. Her eyes slowly closed again.
Aaron grabbed her hips and started to fuck her in earnest, every thrust making him groan. God, she must be tight like that, with the jeans trapping her ankles together. His groin battered her ass, bouncing on the soft cheeks. He leaned forward, fondling her swinging breasts as he fucked her. “God,” he said. “I’ve thought about this for so long!”
She groaned and then groaned again as he sped up. Every thrust was pushing her towards her orgasm, ratcheting her closer with no way back. She was hard up against the chair, now, the wooden back of it jammed against her groin. The smooth, polished wood was at just the right height for her to grind her clit against it. “Yes!” she moaned. “So have I!”
His thrusts came quicker. No doubt each one was a silken, tight delight to him. Everything he’d ever dreamed of. “God,” he cried out as he reached his peak, “I’ve always wanted you, Harriet!”
Harriet’s eyes flew open and she turned to look over her shoulder. Halfway there, she met my eyes as I watched from the doorway. I gave a single, stony-faced nod.
“Ah!”
Aaron
panted, and he pushed all the way inside her as he shot and shot, gripping her hips to hold her in place until he’d finished. He didn’t need to—she was frozen in place with the realization of what was happening. But none of that changed what he was doing to her—none of it stopped the liquid friction of his cock inside her or the way her sensitive bud ground against the chair. Despite the wrongness—maybe
because
of the wrongness—her eyes closed and she slipped over the edge, falling into her climax. Her hips rolled back against him as she trembled and tensed—not a vocal orgasm, but a deeply powerful one. It left her breathless and panting as he pulled himself from her.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I ducked back behind the door and then crept back to the viewing room, leaving the door open a crack for now, unsure of where he’d take her next.
For a moment, they stayed in the kitchen. I could hear both of them panting as they recovered. Then they walked down the hallway, right past my door. I watched through the crack as they passed. Aaron was grinning; Harriet looked shell-shocked.
I moved over to the mirror as they entered the master bedroom. Harriet came to a stop facing the bed, looking at it with some trepidation. Aaron came up behind her, still grinning, and wound an arm around her waist. She was pretty much dressed again—she’d pulled up her jeans and panties and pushed her bra and tank back into place, although everything was a little disheveled.
Yeah, that can happen when you let your husband’s friend fuck you.
I couldn’t sort through my feelings. It was like a train wreck inside my mind—jealousy, betrayal, lust...I wasn’t sure
what
I made of it.
“Was that okay?” asked Aaron. “It wasn’t too weird, was it? Calling you Harriet? It just sort of slipped out.”
“No,” said Harriet in a strained voice. “Not at all.”
“I guess you get it a lot. People asking you to pretend to be people.” He smiled. “I bet some of them are pretty weird, right? Like ‘could you put on this dress and be this princess from this movie?’”
“Oh yeah,” said Harriet. “I get some strange ones.” She swallowed. “Is that
her
name? The woman I remind you of?”
Now he looked embarrassed. “Yeah. I mean, your hair’s longer. And I think her boobs are maybe bigger….”
For a fraction of a second, I thought Harriet was going to speak up, but she restrained herself.
“...but otherwise,” Aaron said, “You’re really like her.” He gently turned her around and stood there staring at her. It was a while before Harriet could bring herself to meet his eyes. And as she did so, she flicked her gaze to the mirror for just an instant. I could see the worry there—the heartfelt apology. I wanted to run in there and tell her it was okay. I mean, I was mad, but I wasn’t mad with her. It wasn’t her fault. It wasn’t even his fault, really. That was what made it so difficult.
“You’re gorgeous,” Aaron told her. He considered. “Could I do one more thing, before I go?”
“What?”
“Could I take a photo of you? To remember you by?”
Harriet shook her head immediately. “”No. No photos. No way.”
He looked absolutely crestfallen. “But I might never meet anyone like you again!” He sighed. “Look—this probably seems pretty pathetic to you. Maybe it
is
pathetic. But I really like her and I can’t do anything about it because she’s married! And her husband’s a really nice guy! So I deliberately stay apart from them because if I see her, I’m worried I’ll look too long or I’ll say the wrong thing or something. I don’t even hang out with
him,
just in case she shows up. I like her too much to be near her, you know?”
Harriet and I both stood there open mouthed.
“What if it didn’t show your face?” he said. “Just your body. Just so I can imagine what she looks like. And I’ll pay you—five hundred extra. Five hundred dollars for one photo! You can even vet it!”
She stared at him, biting her lip. I was genuinely unsure whether she was going to break down and admit everything. Part of me even wondered whether that might be the best thing for all of us. But instead, she nodded. “Okay. One photo.”
She slowly stripped off her jeans and tank top, then the white underwear. With every movement, I could see a change coming over her. She was realizing just how deep Aaron’s feelings for her ran. She probably felt guilty, just as I did. And she was determined to make amends.
With every item that came off, she became less awkward, more like her old, sexy self. By the time she was naked, she was grinning. “How do you want me?” she asked. I understood. If all he was going to get of her, for the rest of his life, was one photo, she was going to make it a good one.
He thought about it. “On your back. On the bed.”
She climbed onto the bed and lay down, letting her legs loll apart just a little and raising one knee. She arranged her arms so that it looked as if she’d fallen there, an angel who’d plummeted from heaven. Her full breasts were creamy perfection, the nipples still hard. Between her smooth thighs, her pussy lips still glistened wetly.
Aaron raised his phone.
“No face,” she reminded him.
He nodded solemnly. He stared at the screen for a moment, hesitating, knowing that all this would end when he clicked the shutter.
I heard the electronic shutter sound and then he showed the phone to Harriet. She checked that she was cropped out above the neck and then nodded her approval. Aaron put the phone away as if it contained a priceless work of art.
“Can I see you again?” he asked when she’d dressed and he was handing over the money.
“I’m—Not sure,” she told him. “I may be travelling for a while. Why don’t you give me a number where I can reach you and I’ll call you when I know?”
He nodded and gave her his number. I think he knew she was stalling, and that he’d probably never see her again, but he took it like a man. He kissed her once—a deep, heartfelt kiss that lasted almost a minute, as if he wanted to soak up as much of her essence as possible. Then he turned and walked out without looking back.
When the door had closed behind him, Harriet slumped on the bed. I joined her seconds later.
“That was—” she said immediately.
I nodded.
“When did you
know?!
Why didn’t you warn me?!”
“As soon as he walked in. And it was me calling the apartment cell phone.”
She let out a groan and buried her head in my chest. “Sorry. I’m so, so sorry. You must hate me.”
I grabbed her head between my hands and forced her to look at me. “No! Of course I don’t hate you! It wasn’t your fault!”
She looked up at me doubtfully.
“There’s nothing you could have done,” I said.
“I could have stopped, the instant I suspected,” she said. “When he was in me—before he came.”
I looked at her for a long time. “Why didn’t you?”
“Honestly?”
“Honestly.”
Her voice went very small and she looked down at her lap. “It was...kind of hot?”
When she lifted her eyes to mine, she saw that I was nodding. “For me, too,” I said. “I think. I don’t know.
Jesus.
I knew he liked you, but…” And, despite everything, I smiled. “Poor guy.”
She nodded. “A lot happier, now. That photo’s going to get
a lot
of use.”
I shook my head in disbelief at the situation. “I have to work with him tomorrow. God, that’s going to be weird.”
“But you’re not angry?”
I drew in a long breath. “No. I don’t think so. Not with you...or him. It just...happened.”
She leaned forward and kissed me. “Thank you,” she said softly.
I put my arms around her and we cuddled for a while, rocking back and forth. She buried her head in my chest again and I held her like that, stroking her hair. After a while, I said, “He was right, you know. That outfit—the suburban housewife with the sensible underwear. It is
hella
sexy.”
She laughed against my chest. Then, “Do you think what he said is true? About clients wanting escorts to dress up as people? Princesses and things?”
I grinned. “I could go for you in a princess dress. Maybe you should buy one and find out.”
I pulled her closer. Everything was still going around and around in my head. Things were a long way from
normal
but, however weird it was with Aaron the next day,
we
were going to be okay.
“Can we have lunch tomorrow with Tess and Stan?” my wife asked. “I feel like I need to do something normal.”
I nodded. I knew what she meant. The escorting was starting to take over our lives, occupying every waking thought. It was fun, but it probably wasn’t completely healthy. And now that Aaron was a part of this, too, even the office wouldn’t be an escape. It would be good to hang out with some people who had nothing to do with our secret lives.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The next day, I stood at the door to my office taking deep, calming breaths. I was surprised at how nervous I was about seeing Aaron again. Would he come right out with it? Would he tell me about how he’d had great sex the night before, unaware it was with my wife?
I pushed open the door.
He was sitting back from his desk, feet up on the desktop, looking at his phone. I knew with an awful certainty what he was looking at—his naked picture of Harriet.
He didn’t look guilty when he saw me, though. He actually smiled. “I got in early,” he said. “Felt great this morning, so I went for a run and then came straight here.” He took a last look at his phone and then reluctantly put it away.
I nodded stiffly. It was difficult to sort through everything that was going on in my head. Part of me wanted to kill him for fucking Harriet. But he
hadn’t
fucked her. As far as he knew, he’d fucked some escort—no harm, no foul.
But he had a thing for her. He was in love with her, at least a little.
But we don’t choose who we fall in love with...and it wasn’t as if he’d had an affair with her. All he’d ever done was gaze longingly at her photo on my desk. Until he’d found a harmless way to work out his feelings.
Harmless to
him.
I wanted to scream. Should I hate the guy or feel sorry for him?!
“You okay?” asked Aaron. “You look terrible. You want coffee?”
I shook my head. It was hard to be mad at the guy. “I’m fine.”
Everything went quiet as we settled into our work. After a half hour or so, it hit me that I had a unique opportunity, here. Back in the hotel, I’d talked to one of Harriet’s clients before he’d slept with her and that had been incredibly hot. But I’d never have an excuse to talk to one of them afterwards...except for this time. How great would it be, to hear what he thought about her?
The next time we broke for coffee—architects
run
on coffee, so that didn’t take too long—I leaned casually against the kitchen wall and asked, “So, do anything fun last night?”
He looked momentarily startled but then a slow grin spread across his face. “Yeah, I had a good night.”
“Go on.” I tried to sound as if I was only mildly interested, but my heart was thumping in my chest. “I’m married, remember? Does me good to be reminded of a single guy’s life.”
He started up the coffee machine. “Her name was Kimberly, and she was amazing. One of those women who really loves sex, you know?”
I felt myself getting hard in my pants. “Where did you meet her?”
“If I let you in on something, can you keep it quiet?”
I nodded. “Sure. Of course.”
“Truth is, she’s an escort.”
The shock on my face was genuine. I’d assumed he’d spin some tale about meeting her in a bar. “Oh. Okay,” I managed. “I mean, that’s cool.”
He gave me a steady look. “You thought guys who hired escorts were older? Or kind of pathetic?”
“No! No, not at all! I just mean...you know, I kind of thought...don’t you have girls hanging off you anyway? I mean, you’re all…”—I indicated his body—“ripped and stuff.”
“See, that’s where people get it wrong.” He sounded frustrated, as if this was a sore point for him. “Clients have this image, like there’s something wrong with them, like they hire escorts because they can’t get a girlfriend. Some of us don’t want that. We don’t have
time,
man. You know how hard I work. I don’t have time to meet someone right now, but I still have needs, you know?”
I nodded and let him talk. I hadn’t expected this, but it was actually a good chance for me to learn. Harriet and I were running a business, now, and isn’t the key to success to understand your customers?
“With an escort, it’s just so easy. There’s no pressure on you. And the sex....” He grinned and put his hands together in prayer. “Oh, man, the
sex.”
“Better?” I asked.
“So much better. I mean, this one I was with last night, Kimberly? She looked kind of innocent but oh, man, the way she moved when I was fucking her? She was a
pro,
man. I don’t know how many guys she’d fucked, but a lot. In a good way. In a
she knows exactly what to do
way.”
I blinked. It hit me that the way men rated escorts was completely different to the way they rated women they’d want to date, or marry. If
Harriet
had slept with lots of men, she’d be called a slut. But if Kimberly had done the same, then that was almost like a qualification.
“But it must be different,” I said. “I mean, how do you know she enjoys it? Or do you just not care, with an escort?”
Aaron shook his head. “Of course I care. I mean, some guys don’t—they just want to get off. But a lot of us want to see if we can make them come. I mean, these girls are the best. If you can please them, you can please anyone.”
“But don’t they just fake it?”
He shook his head again, firmly. “Not this one. I can tell. The way her pussy squeezed around me—that wasn’t faked. She definitely got off on it. See, the big myth is that these women hate what they do. I mean, sure, there are some like that, but if you find the right ones, like Kimberly? Those are girls who love sex—they’re doing it because they enjoy it and the money’s a bonus. She enjoys it, I enjoy it—who are we hurting?” He sounded frustrated again, as if he’d had this argument lots of times.
I held up my hands to show him I agreed. “Hey, you got my vote,” I said. “But it sounds like you talk about this stuff a lot. Do your friends use escorts, too?”
He looked suddenly sheepish, as if he realized he’d gotten carried away and said more than he’d intended to. “Nah. I mean, yeah, but not
real life
friends. We just all talk on the forums.”
“The forums?”
“Escort forums, man. Where people talk about the girls.”
My eyes bugged out. “There are forums for that?!”
“There are forums for
everything.”
“And people talk about the escorts they’ve slept with?”
“Yeah, and review them.”
“Review
them?!”
“Sure. I mean, some guys who discover a great new girl want to keep her to themselves, you know? But most of us want to share the wealth, and it helps the girls get more business. So we review.”
My cock was rock-hard in my pants. “Will you be reviewing Kimberly?”
He grinned. “I already have.” Then he looked abashed. “Hey, you can keep this to yourself, right? I mean, not everyone’s cool with the escort thing. I wouldn’t even have told you, only...it was so amazing, last night.”
“Really? What was it that made it so good?”
And now the weirdness of the whole
she pretended to be your wife
aspect of it kicked in and he flushed. “Oh, you know. Just...everything.” He grabbed his coffee. “I should get back to work.”
I stood there in the kitchen for a moment, grinning. After work, I’d have to try to find that review.
 
***
 
Just before lunch, Harriet called me. “I just got a call on the Kimberly phone from a delivery company. They tried to deliver a package to the apartment but there was no one there to collect it so they’ve taken it to the depot. Can you grab it? It’s closer to your office than my office.”
“A package? Who’s sending Kimberly packages?”
The answer hit both of us at the same time.
Edward.
I drove over to the delivery firm’s depot on the way to our lunch date. The package turned out to be a carton a couple of feet on a side. There was no hint as to what was inside. I put it in the trunk of my car and headed off to meet Tess and Stan.
We’d picked one of our favorite places for lunch, an Italian place that did awesome food and had a quiet, shady terrace. When I showed up, Harriet was already sitting at a table with Tess and Stan. Harriet stood up to give me a quick hug, but I pulled her into a full-on kiss that lasted a good five seconds. We normally weren’t into big public displays of affection but, ever since this thing had started, I just couldn’t keep my hands off her. Our whole sex lives had been reinvigorated. I only pulled away because I could sense Tess and Stan getting uncomfortable.
“Miaow,”
said Harriet with a giggle as I released her. I shook hands with Stan and turned to give Tess a quick peck on the cheek and—
Wow.
It had been a while since I’d seen Tess and I’d forgotten just how attractive she was. I mean, in my eyes, she couldn’t compete with Harriet. But in her own way, she was stunning. Big blue-gray eyes with long lashes. Skin so pale it was almost white and an hourglass figure shown off by her tight black blouse and gray skirt. It wasn’t low cut, but I could really see the curves of the underside of her breasts and a narrow slice of cleavage, and the two together made my cock swell. It was her hair, though, that really grabbed my attention. It was that perfect shade of auburn, like leaves in the fall. Like Harriet, she wore her hair long—almost down to her mid-back, in fact. But Tess’s fell in a shimmering mass of Pre-Raphaelite locks that had me imagining them lying against naked, pale skin. If she was nude, she could probably scoop her hair forward and it would pretty much cover her boobs, like Lady Godiva. Maybe I’d get just a peek of her nipples as they poked through. I imagined them as rosy pink and—
I realized I was staring, and that Harriet was giving me a look. I quickly gave Tess a kiss on the cheek and sat down before either of them cottoned on. I could sense my wife watching me as I started to look at the menu but, to my relief, she wasn’t glaring—she looked more amused than anything.
After a couple of minutes, Harriet and I knew what we were going to order. But it seemed to take Tess and Stan longer. “I might just go for an entrée,” said Stan at last.
Tess quickly nodded. “Good plan. Me too.”
And then my stomach lurched and I realized what we’d done. With all the money we were making from Harriet’s escorting, we’d been feeling flush. The restaurant wasn’t super-expensive, but it was classier than the places we’d eaten at when
we’d
been dangerously in debt—and, if anything, Tess and Stan were in a worse position than us. I glanced at Harriet and saw that she’d realized our mistake, too.
Shit!
We’d been completely insensitive.
“Hey!” I said suddenly. “Did I tell you guys why I picked this place? We get a free meal here.” I figured that if I just offered to pay, they’d be too polite to accept.
“We do?” asked Tess.
“Yeah. I ate here a few weeks ago and found a bug in my food, so they gave me a voucher for a meal for four. So go nuts!”
The look of relief that came over both of their faces told me I’d done the right thing. Harriet caught my eye and nodded in a
well done
way. I still felt bad for them, though. We’d solved our money problems, but I wished there was something we could do for them.
I left it until we were midway through the meal to ask, “So...how’s it going, looking for work?”
Stan grimaced, his muscled shoulders tensing under his shirt. His forearms pressed against the table and I didn’t miss the way Harriet perked up as his biceps flexed. “Not good, man. Until that damn lawsuit’s settled, no one will hire me.” He nodded at Tess. “We have Tess’s pay but...you know how it is. You get used to two incomes.”
Both of them were a few years younger than us and I knew Tess was on a lower pay grade than Harriet at the advertising firm. I also knew they’d sprung for a huge mortgage on their house.
Ouch.
Towards the end of the meal, there was a moment when both of them headed to the bathrooms and Harriet and I were left sitting at the table. My wife sighed. “Dammit. I really feel for those two. From what Tess has said, they’re pretty close to losing their house.”
My eyes bugged out. “Really?!”
She nodded. “I just wish....I mean, could we help them out?”
I shook my head sadly. “We’re not
that
flush.” I lowered my voice. “We don’t know how this whole thing is going to work out. We’re making bank now, but it might not last. Plus, even if we offered, I’m pretty sure they wouldn’t take our money.”
She sighed. “I know.” She sat back in her seat, staring in the direction of the bathrooms. “She’s hot, isn’t she?”
I flushed. “Is she?” I tried to sound casual, but it wasn’t remotely convincing. Harriet didn’t even have to give me one of her looks for me to know she wasn’t buying it. “Okay, yes, she is,” I admitted. “Totally hot.” Then I added quickly, “But she doesn’t come close to you. And hey, you were looking at Stan, so….”
I trailed off because Harriet had gone quiet, still staring towards the bathrooms. I realized I’d got it wrong. She hadn’t raised the subject of Tess’s hotness because she was annoyed at me looking. She was still thinking about them, not us.
What was she....?
She turned and met my eyes and then raised an eyebrow.
I felt my jaw drop as my brain caught up with hers. “No!”
I told her in a harsh whisper, glancing around to check no one was listening. “Are you
insane?!”
“I’m just saying maybe we should put it to her,” said Harriet. “To them.”
“Like how? Like
hey, by the way, I’ve secretly become an escort and it’s really good money. Want to come join me?!”
She shrugged, a little annoyed. “They’re our friends,” she said. “I just want to help them.”
“I know, but...Harriet!”
I shook my head. “Are you
nuts?!
You have no idea how they’ll react! What if they’re...disgusted by what we’re doing? What if they tell everyone? What if—”
She nodded quickly. “Okay, okay. You’re right. I just want to help them.”
“So do I. But we can’t.” I forced some calm into my voice, leaning forward to gently touch her cheek. “Honey, look—this worked for us because we’re…”
“Kinky?” she muttered.
“Open-minded,” I said. “Come on, the chances of them feeling the same are just...zero.
Most women wouldn’t do what you’ve done.”
She blinked at me and then pulled away, crossing her arms.
Shit.
“Wait,” I said. “That didn’t come out right.”
“No, no,” she said testily. “Please, go on. Most women wouldn’t do what I’ve done because...what? I’m a slut?”
She said it quietly but I still winced. “I’m sorry,” I said with feeling. “I just meant…” I chose my words carefully. “I meant you’re unique. Maybe I am, too. Tess and Stan aren’t going to feel the same way.”
Harriet looked a little less annoyed. “Are you sure?” she said. She uncrossed her arms and leaned forward. “You guys always underestimate how kinky women are. It was a turn-on for me. Why not her?”
“She’s really like that?” I didn’t want to admit it, but the mere idea of the gorgeous Tess becoming an escort was a major, major turn on.
Harriet looked me right in the eye. “From girlchat with her? She’s pretty open-minded. More so than Stan.”
“Well then that’s another reason it wouldn’t work. Jesus, we could wind up splitting them up or something.”
She nodded sadly and then Tess and Stan returned. I went to grab a waiter so I could quietly pay for all four of us. If we couldn’t help them make money, at least I could give them a free lunch.
 
***
 
Out in the parking lot, Harriet said, “Can we open the package? I want to see what he sent.”
I glanced around. It was quiet and, after our near-argument, I wanted to cheer her up. “Sure.”
I opened the trunk and we peeled back the tape on the carton. The first thing we saw was a black, low-cut top...but there was something weird about it. It was way too heavy, as if there was metal inside. It was only when we turned it over and saw the laces that we understood.
“A corset?” I asked. “Holy shit.”
“It’s beautiful,” said Harriet, running her fingers over the black silk.
“He wants to change your shape?” I asked, slightly annoyed. “What’s wrong with your shape?”
She shook her head, toying with the laces. “It’s not about that. It’s about the constriction. The bondage.” Her eyes were gleaming. I wondered just how many of
those sort
of books she’d read.
Underneath the corset was a pair of heels—shining black pumps with some designer’s name inside that made Harriet give a little moan of delight. They were
crazy
tall. Hell, she’d practically be on tiptoe wearing them—the heels must have been five inches. There were stockings, too—not hold-ups but old-fashioned silk ones and an elaborate black suspender belt to go with it, with shining metal clips to hook onto the stockings.
There was one more thing in the carton. A handwritten note in elegant, looping script, that said, “Wear just these.”
And that was it. No panties, no bra. The corset would leave her breasts and groin uncovered. In a way, it was almost the opposite of lingerie, covering everything except her most private areas, while constricting her and hobbling her. She’d be vulnerable in his hands, having to take whatever pleasure and pain he dealt her.
And, from the look on Harriet’s face, she loved the idea.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
After work that night, we both arrived at the apartment early. Harriet was all fired up about seeing Edward again and I was getting hard at the idea of seeing her dominated again. Now that I’d come to terms with the relationship they had, I was finding the whole BDSM thing turned me on. There was something about seeing my wife in that wide-eyed, almost hypnotized state where Edward took total control of her.
“Doesn’t it kill you, though?” I asked as we tidied the apartment. “I mean, all day you kick ass at the office. You don’t take shit from anyone. Then
he
struts in and you have to give it up completely and just...surrender?”
She shook her head. “You don’t understand. That’s why it’s so liberating.”
“Being tied up is liberating?”
“Having someone else take control is liberating.”
She was still in her blouse and skirt from the office. Soon, she’d need to get into the crazy corset and heels ensemble Edward had provided...but there was still almost two hours until he was due to get there. Tidying the apartment didn’t take long and then we were at a loose end.
I pulled out my laptop and started searching for the escort forums Aaron had talked about. I found them easily enough and registered for a few different ones but nowhere could I find a review of Harriet. I slammed my laptop shut with a frustrated growl. I’d have to quiz him on which forum he used.
“I’m not getting changed yet,” said Harriet, sitting down next to me. “That corset looks awesome, but not to sit around in for hours.”
I looked at the way her blouse stretched tight over her magnificent breasts and felt my cock throb in my pants, my frustration quickly evaporating. “I know something we could do to pass the time.”
She gave me a look. Then she realized I was serious. “Really? Before he...I mean, before him?”
Usually, we had sex after she saw a client—so I could fuck him out of her, as she put it.
“Why not?” I asked, walking closer.
She giggled and pressed her body to mine. Her breasts pillowed against my chest, her warm thigh rubbing against my cock. I growled and picked her up by the waist. She shrieked happily and wrapped her legs around me so that I could carry her.
“Bedroom?” I asked, looking towards the room we used for clients.
“We already made the bed,” she said. She was panting a little with anticipation.
“We can re-make it,” I muttered. But then I saw the door to the viewing room. “In there,” I said, and walked her in.
She hadn’t really been in there since I’d first set it up. Now, with the lights off in the viewing room and on in the bedroom, she got the full effect. “God,” she said, looking through the mirror to the bedroom. “This is what it’s like for you when you watch?”
I sat down on the chair so that Harriet was astride me. “Well, I don’t normally have a lapful of blonde hotness in here with me, but….”
She twisted back to me and kissed me. Then again, deeper and slower, our mouths opening and our tongues dancing. She gave a little moan and squirmed in my lap, which rubbed her heated groin over my cock. Her skirt had been pushed up a little by the way she sat on me and now I slid a hand up under it, running it over the tops of her stockings. I loved the fact she wore stockings, even for work.
She broke the kiss and twisted to look over her shoulder at the mirror again. “Do you jack off?” she asked. “Watching me?”
I shook my head and started to stroke her breasts with my other hand. “I sit here getting hornier and hornier,” I told her, “but I save it all for you, afterwards.”
She squirmed and began kissing me again. Our kisses turned open-mouthed and steamy, moving over cheeks and necks. I quickly unbuttoned her blouse, pushing it back over her shoulders so that her chest was revealed. She wore a simple white bra for work, one that wouldn’t show through her white blouse. I slid my hands under her blouse and around behind her, skimming over her warm skin with my palms. I undid the clasp and it loosened enough for me to push the cups up and off her. Her breasts spilled into my palms, just the right combination of soft and firm. My thumbs stroked over her nipples and she threw her head back and groaned in pleasure.
My other hand had found her panties and I was rubbing her through the thin fabric, my thumb circling over her clit while my fingers traced the smooth skin of her inner thigh. She began to grind and sway atop me, clinging to my shoulders for balance. As I ran my thumb down over her pussy lips, I could feel her starting to moisten, the fabric sticking to her slickness.
Then, as she tossed her head, she happened to glance down into the corner of the room and she suddenly froze. “What’s
that?!”
she asked.
I followed her gaze.
Shit!
The camera.
“Have you been taking pictures of me?” She’d gone stock-still atop me, her fingers digging into my shoulders in shock. “With
clients?!”
I thought about lying. The camera was from work, so I could say—truthfully—that I’d brought it in from my car because I didn’t want it to get stolen. But that wasn’t giving her the full story, even if it was how things had started. The last thing I wanted to do was lie to her. “Yes,” I said. “Um. I just couldn’t help it. You look so incredible. Don’t be mad.”
She gave me a hard look, but then a slow smile spread across her face. “I’m not mad you did it,” she said. “I’m a little mad that you didn’t tell me.”
“Sorry.” I relaxed and leaned in to kiss her again, but she twisted away.
“I want to see,” she said, climbing off my lap.
“Now?” My cock was achingly hard.
“Now.” She grabbed the camera. “How do I...oh, I see.” The first picture appeared on the back of the camera and she nearly dropped it. “Oh my God! You can see everything!”
“Well, yeah. It’s a good camera and the light’s good, in the bedroom.”
“But I mean…”—she worked out how to zoom in—”oh Jesus, you can see my…”—she flushed, although she looked excited, as well. “Jack, these are really….” She looked at me. “Explicit.
Look at this one, where I’m bending over. You can see...well,
everything!”
I grinned. “Yeah, that’s one of my favorites.”
She gave me a look, but she was smiling, too, doing that
shocked but loving it
thing she did. “These are so dangerous, though. I mean, it’s
me—my face is showing. And their faces, too.” She gave me a serious look. “This makes it obvious I’m sleeping with other guys.” She bit her lip. “Maybe we shouldn’t keep them.”
“Come on,” I wheedled. I took the camera from her and showed her a few more images. “You look hot as hell. I just want to remember everything you did. We can look back on these one day.”
She looked as if she was debating it. She took the camera back off me and flipped through some more images, catching her breath a few times. Then she frowned. “Wait a minute—where did you even get this camera? We don’t have one like this.”
“It’s from work.”
Her eyes went wide. “Are you
kidding me?!
You took these pictures on a camera that has to go back to work?!”
“The camera belongs to the company but the memory card is ours.”
“What if you leave it in there or something?!”
“I won’t. I’m not stupid.”
She took a deep breath and then passed me the camera. “Be
very
careful,” she said. “If those pictures ever got out—”
“They won’t.” I carefully put the camera down. “Now, can we get back to—”
But she was standing up, looking at me thoughtfully. “You really like to watch, don’t you?”
I thought about it. We’d been focused on her, for most of this adventure. I hadn’t thought all that much about myself. “Yeah. I started off wanting to hear about it, but I really do get off on watching.” I glanced through the mirror at the bed. “Watching you with another guy, seeing him get on top of you—” Just at the thought of it, I felt my cock hardening. “It’s incredible.”
She looked at me and then at the mirror. “Get undressed,” she said. “I have an idea.”
Before I could stop her, she was walking out of the door, her blouse half open and her skirt hiked up around her thighs. She closed the door behind her.
I hesitated for a moment but then, as I saw her walk into the master bedroom on the other side of the mirror, I started to strip off. This wasn’t like when I was watching her with a client. Then, I sat very still in the chair, or stood taking photos, careful not to make a noise. Now, I didn’t have to worry about that.
“It’s incredible,” she said. “I can just see the mirror. I don’t even know you’re there.” She’d pulled her bra back into place and pulled her skirt down her thighs—aside from the open blouse, she was dressed again.
But now she began to undress. Not
stripping,
but undressing as she would if she was at home, and she thought there was no one watching. She stripped off her blouse, folded it and put it on a chair, then undid her bra.
It was incredible. I was a voyeur, a peeping tom. And yet she knew I was watching, so I didn’t have to feel bad about it.
“It’s weird,” she said softly, and I could hear the note of arousal in her voice. “I know you’re there, but I can’t see you. I don’t know what you’re doing, but I can guess.”
What I was doing, now that I was naked, was stroking myself. My cock was already throbbing and hard, the tip of it only a few inches from the glass.
She unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. I gasped as I saw the full length of those long, stockinged legs, made even longer by her heels. She sat on the bed, side-on to me, and bent to unfasten each shoe in turn, her bare breasts hanging down, pink-tipped and perfect. In a way, it was far sexier than if she was grinding and arching her back and dancing around like a stripper, because it looked so private.
She took off her shoes and rolled each stocking down her legs. I worked my cock with slow, firm strokes, my eyes locked on her pale thighs. When she stood and stretched and then took off her panties, I gasped. It was so casual, so matter-of-fact, with none of the fake coyness of a stripper hiding her groin by turning away, but none of the showy lewdness of a porn star spreading her legs. I’d get just a glimpse of her pink folds, just a hint of the blonde curls above them, and then she’d move and it would be gone. It was frustrating and incredible.
Naked, she walked slowly towards the mirror, as if she was admiring herself. I put the palm of my free hand against the glass.
She brought her hands up under her breasts and touched the nipples to the glass. I groaned as I saw the flesh pucker and harden against the cold surface. I put my palm over them, separated by at most a half inch of glass.
Harriet started to breathe faster, circling her upper body a little, dragging her nipples across the glass. I watched her breasts pillow and roll against the flat surface and pressed my hand hard against it, trying to feel her presence. I’d never been so close to her while watching her, never felt so connected to her while still being in the next room. What made it even better was knowing that she couldn’t see me—she was just staring at her own reflection, not knowing if I was pressing against the glass or standing way back from it.
She flattened the rest of her body against the glass: both breasts, the smooth flatness of her stomach, her thighs. My breathing hitched faster, my hand stroking frantically at my cock. Her eyes were huge, beseeching. And then she slid a hand in between her body and the mirror and started to rub herself, two fingers stroking at her lips, wet within seconds.
She suddenly pressed her lips to the glass and we kissed, our lips touching but not touching. I was pressing my own body against the surface, now, and for the first time I could feel her warmth. She’d be able to feel mine, too. She’d know I was there.
She gave a little moan and opened her legs. I had a perfect view of her moist folds flowering open and then she was grinding them against the glass, showing me my target. “Fuck me,” she told me. “Right now.”
I was stroking my cock frantically, my eyes glued on her wet folds. The bulging, purple head of my cock was less than an inch away from her entrance. She ground her breasts against the mirror, flicked her tongue against the glass and—
I groaned and shot thick, hot ropes of cum right across her pussy. She groaned and I knew she’d felt the sudden heat through the glass. Her fingers were working at her clit and she pressed herself even harder against the mirror, her hips bucking as she came, too.
“Jesus!”
she gasped. And then she stood there, red-faced and panting, grinning at me through the glass, and I grinned back at her.
I joined her in the bedroom and we kissed and hugged before quickly cleaning up.
It was time for her to get ready. Edward would be there soon.



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I sat in the living room as Harriet dressed—or, rather,
undressed.
She took getting ready for each client very seriously, devoting over an hour to her hair and make-up. For Edward, it took even longer.
One weird side effect of our new lives was that I’d started dressing better. Harriet might be the only one the clients saw, but I felt as if I had to make an effort to dress up, too. Before all this started, I’d have slobbed around the house wearing
whatever. Now, though, with our apartment resembling a show home, and with Harriet so exquisitely dressed and made up, I couldn’t slob around without feeling like...well, a slob. So I’d taken to wearing decent clothes in the evenings—good quality pants and shirts, the sorts of things her high-end clients wore. I’d started going to the gym again, too, and I was aware that at least some of that was to make sure I kept up with the buff bodies of the men she was seeing. Escorting had been good for us in more ways than one.
I was planning on staying out of the way until Harriet came out—I wanted to get the full effect. But she called from the bedroom for me to come in.
When I saw her, I stopped dead in the doorway. She was already in the whole outfit—the towering black heels, stockings, and suspender belt. The corset was around her waist but was hanging off her loosely. Her pale, naked ass was towards me and, even before she had cinched the corset, the way it flared out at the bottom did something magical to the shape of her already-perfect ass, displaying it like a ripe peach. I could feel myself getting hard in my pants.
Maybe there’s something in this whole corset thing, after all.
“I need you to fasten me in,” she said, twisting to look at me over one shoulder. She gathered up her long, blonde hair and held it up out of the way, baring her neck and shoulders. That only made her look sexier.
I stepped closer. The corset fastened with metal hooks and eyes at the front—those, she’d already done up. Now, she needed me to tighten the laces that criss-crossed down the back. They were made from surprisingly strong black cord. Once they were tied, she really would be securely fastened in.
I grabbed the dangling loops on either side and hauled on them. The cords snaked through their eyelets and the whole thing cinched tighter around her waist. It started just above her ass cheeks and stopped just below her breasts. As it tightened, I could see it mould to the hourglass shape of her...and then start to suck that shape inward.
“A hundred years ago,” she muttered, “I would have had a maid to do this.”
I was so close to her, I was practically breathing in her ear. “Oh yeah?” I leaned forward just a little and licked her earlobe and she gasped. “Some young, pretty maid, with you half-naked in your bedroom?”
She elbowed me. “Stop!”
But she giggled. I knew she’d never had any experience with other women, but we’d talked about it, jokingly, and I knew she was curious.
I pulled the laces tighter, watching in fascination as the panels slid over one another and her waist narrowed. She took a shuddering breath in. “Okay,” she said. “That—There. That’s enough.”
I stopped, though I didn’t tie the laces yet. She took a few experimental breaths. I couldn’t wait for her to turn around and see the full effect from the front. But then she shook her head. “No,” she said. “Tighter.”
“Sure?”
She nodded. “I stopped when I was still comfortable. I don’t think he wants me comfortable.”
I cinched the laces tighter. Her waist narrowed more...more.
She gave a little gasp, then another one that was eerily close to the sound she made during her climax. “S—Stop!” she squeaked.
I stopped and looked at her. Her hips and ass flared out gorgeously, enhanced by the curves of the corset. Her waist, slender and smooth even without the corset, was now outrageous, like a superheroine in a comic book. “Are you okay?”
She hesitated and then nodded. When she spoke, her voice was a little higher than normal, her breathing shallow. “I—Yes. God, it feels...incredible!”
I tied the laces in a bow and then ran my hands up her sides. “He’ll love it,” I said.
“He’d better,” she said in a breathy little whisper. “And I’m glad I don’t have to eat, like this. God, how did women used to wear these all day?”
“They didn’t,” I said. “They fainted.”
She slowly turned around and I gave a growl of lust as I saw her from the front. Her narrowed waist made her firm, pale breasts appear even bigger. The black corset was the perfect contrast to her pale skin and the black suspender belt and stockings framed the soft lips of her pussy. The delicate curls of blonde hair and the pink of her lips and nipples were the only traces of color. God, she was beautiful. The corset had transformed her from sexy to being
all about
sex: a raw, breathless statue to sexuality, all breasts and hips, ass and pussy.
I felt a pang of jealousy. Not the bad kind that had come between us before, when I’d distrusted the relationship she and Edward had. I was over that. This was just sheer, animal
want.
I wanted her like this, but I wasn’t going to get her—not yet.
He
was.
I ran a hand over her breast, loving the way it trembled as she breathed. The tightness of the corset had pushed everything up and out a little, her breasts even firmer and more succulent than normal. I growled again.
The buzzer for the door sounded.
“That’s him,” Harriet said, her eyes growing liquid and huge just at the hint of his arrival. “How do I look?”
“Sensational,” I whispered, running my hand over her neck. She was busy pinning her hair up into an elegant updo, but she smiled and gently kissed me, careful not to ruin her perfect, pale pink lipstick.
Then we were walking out of the bedroom, me to the viewing room and her to the front door to let him in. I closed my door, sealing myself into darkness. Then I picked up my camera and settled down to watch.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
When all you can do is listen, each sound becomes magnified. I heard Harriet pick up the entry phone to check it was Edward downstairs. I heard the buzz as she unlocked the door. Less than a minute later came Edward’s distinctive, no-nonsense knock on the apartment door.
What did he think of her? He knew she was escorting partly for the money, partly because she liked it, but he had no idea she was married. Did he think she had a boyfriend? More likely, he assumed she was single.
How would he react, if something went wrong and I came storming through from the viewing room? What would he do if he learned that the woman he bound and spanked and fucked was someone’s wife?
I heard them moving into the living room. Not for the first time, I wished I could see the rest of the apartment. How long would I have to wait, before she brought him into the bedroom? What if he wanted to have a drink first, out there? What if he wanted to fuck her, out there? I didn’t dare creep out into the hallway as I had with Aaron—Edward was a hell of a lot sharper than my buddy and suspicious, with it.
To my relief, I heard them walk past my door and into the bedroom after only a few minutes. Edward, as before, was dressed in an immaculate suit, his coat folded over his arm. He was carrying that black leather bag again, too, and I wondered what toys he was going to bring out of it this time.
“Stand by the bed,” he ordered. “Face me.”
When she turned to face him, I got a quick glimpse of her expression and that wide-eyed look was already there. She was in the zone, utterly his.
Edward smiled at her. “It fits you very well,” he told her. He stepped closer and ran a hand over her breast, just as I had moments before. “You’re really quite lovely.”
She swallowed and stared. I was reminded of a deer, staring transfixed at the hunter.
“But I want to add some things,” he said. He reached into his bag and brought out a gleaming silver chain with—
God. It had clamps at either end. Nipple clamps.
Harriet looked at it nervously. “I never...I mean...will it hurt?”
“A little,” said Edward.
She shook her head. “I don’t know if…” And she squirmed, grinding her hips a little.
“Your nipples are getting hard,” Edward told her, glancing down.
They were. Harriet flushed.
“If you really don’t want to do something,” said Edward, “or if it gets too much, you can drop this and I’ll stop immediately.” And he handed her a polished metal ball, like a heavy ball bearing, a few inches in size.
She rolled it in her hand. “But why can’t I just say ‘red’?”
Edward simply smiled at her and closed her fingers around the ball. I got the implied meaning and felt my cock throb in my pants at the thought.
“Now,” he said, and lifted the silver chain to her breasts. She drew in her breath but I saw her fingers tighten, not loosen, around the ball.
He opened the tweezer-style clamps at one end of the chain and held them, poised and ready, around one hard nipple. Then he slowly let them close, watching her expression the whole time. She gasped and then the gasp turned into a tight little shudder as she felt the full squeeze of the clamps. I gave a quiet little moan of my own.
He moved to the other nipple and did the same and she made the same noise, but this time with a little jerk of her pelvis towards him. Then he released the chain and it fell and bounced in a shower of silver links, its weight pulling on the two clamps. Her eyes snapped wide, her breath rattling in her throat. A shiver went down the whole length of her body.
“Turn around,” he told her.
She turned slowly, moving awkwardly in the towering heels. The silver chain swung as she moved and each swing of it was met with a hiss of air from between her lips. God, whenever she moved it was as if he was pulling at her nipples….
She faced completely away from him. He took something else from his bag—long strips of black leather with padding on one side. It was only when he wrapped them around her wrists that I realized they were cuffs, with heavy metal fixings on one side. He buckled them on, then clipped the two of them together, trapping her hands behind her back. The position made her chest jut out even more.
He reached down between her legs from behind and she instinctively closed her thighs.
“Open,” he said gruffly.
She stepped her feet a little apart to allow him access. He reached up and around and started to rub at the naked lips of her pussy. I saw her body stiffen and her eyes close. Her hips began to grind as he expertly toyed with her clit and folds, until she was sopping. Then she began to squeeze his wrist between her legs.
“Open,” he said again, a little more tersely than before.
She opened...but after just a few seconds of rubbing, she was squeezing them closed again.
He abruptly withdrew his hand. She blinked in surprise and confusion.
“If you can’t keep your legs apart,” he told her, “I’ll have to do it for you.” And he brought out more of the cuffs, and a polished steel bar. I swallowed. This was getting serious, now.
“I’ll keep them open,” she said, looking nervously at the new equipment. But despite the tremor in her voice, she was squeezing her thighs together and the ball remained firmly in her hand. “I promise.”
He shook his head and bent to fasten one leather cuff around each of her stockinged ankles. Then he pushed her legs apart to shoulder width and clipped each cuff to the end of the bar. Now she couldn’t close her legs…but at least they weren’t open too wide.
As I watched, though, he loosened a screw on the bar and pushed her legs further open. The bar, I realized, was telescopic. Harriet’s eyes widened as her legs were spread further and further, her feet skittering nervously on the floor. He stopped only when they were far apart, her thighs taut and straining. Then he screwed the bar tight, trapping them there.
Harriet was panting, now, her breasts rising and falling as she stared down at herself. I could tell that both the fear and the arousal were getting to her. Between the tight corset, the high heels, her bound hands and now her spread legs, she was utterly helpless.
Edward took something small from his bag and showed it to her. She groaned. It was a rubber ball, attached to a leather strap and buckle. A ball gag.
Now she understood why he’d given her the ball to clutch. She wasn’t going to be allowed to speak.
He wrapped one arm around her corseted waist and drew her back against his chest, kissing her bare neck. Then he twisted her around enough that he could kiss her lips. His head blocked my view of her, but I could see from the way they moved together that their mouths must have opened and that his tongue must be ravaging her.
He broke the kiss and pressed the rubber ball to her mouth. She opened and it popped inside, holding her mouth open. He drew the straps around her cheeks and buckled the thing firmly behind her head. Then he pushed her forward.
Towards the mirror.
“Look at yourself,” he told her.
She stared into the mirror, looking right into my eyes. I knew she was seeing the same thing I was. A gorgeous, blonde-haired, pale-skinned woman, bound and spread, displayed for a man’s pleasure. The shining, five-inch heels seemed to make her legs endless. The perfect elegance of her stockinged legs was rudely interrupted by the black leather cuffs and the shining metal bar that sat between them, keeping her spread wide for easy...use.
Her stocking tops gave way to pale thigh, bisected by her suspender straps and the shining metal clips that held them in place. Between her legs, her pussy was elegantly framed, opened a little by her position, the lips puffy and shining with her arousal.
The corset coated her, flowing upward from the swell of her hips to create a perfect hourglass, then flaring out again just under her breasts. I could just glimpse her bound wrists, tugging and pulling at the leather cuffs that held them as if she was desperately trying to get free. And yet the steel ball remained clutched tightly in her fingers. She wanted the sensation of struggling...but she didn’t want to be released.
Her breasts were pushed up and together by the top of the corset but were left bare by it. The nipples were as hard as I’d ever seen them, standing out like pegs, and the silver chain hung in an arc between them, gleaming as her breathing made it sway.
Between her softly-painted pink lips, a rubber ball stuffed her mouth, turning her lips into a tight pink ring around it. Already, the ball gleamed with her spit. There was something obscene and deeply erotic about that shining rubber, so solidly hard between that soft, pink flesh.
Her eyes, above the gag, had that wide-eyed yet glazed look, as if she was daydreaming while wide awake. With her hair up, her long neck was left exposed and Edward made the most of it, leaning in to lay a gentle kiss on the side of it. “Look at yourself,” he told her again.
Harriet and I both stared at her. She didn’t look like an advertising exec, or someone’s wife. She was a fantasy made flesh, the dream of a rich man come to life. She was dressed and displayed purely for his pleasure.
And he loved it. And she loved it. And I loved it.
She was making tiny circles with her hips, craving his touch there. But with her legs cruelly spread, she could get no friction there at all. If she wanted to get off, she had to do exactly as he said.
I realized I’d completely forgotten about the camera. I grabbed it and quickly snapped a few pictures. Now I had that image captured forever—my wife, the gorgeous submissive.
Behind her, Edward studied her gorgeous form. When he spoke, his voice was tight with lust. “Bend over,” he told her.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
She slowly bent at the hips. He put his hand on her upper back and pressed her down, making her sink lower and lower until her upper body was parallel to the floor. She lifted her head to look into the mirror, unknowingly staring right at me.
Behind her, Edward reached into his bag and took out something made of shining black rubber. It was about four inches long and was a rounded cone at one end, then narrowed to a stem before flaring out again into a flat disc.
He brought it down in front of her eyes and I saw them go big and round. “Do you know,” he asked her, “what this is for?”
She swallowed and then shook her head. I wasn’t sure whether she really didn’t know, or she did know and she wanted to hear him say it.
He put his hand on her bare ass and rubbed her cheek. Then his fingers moved inward. “It’s going to go inside you,” he said. “Here.”
She caught her breath. From behind the mirror, I was staring at the plug. It wasn’t all that big, but it was solid and designed to fill her.
Edward reached into his bag and took out a small bottle of lube. He squirted a precise amount onto his fingers and rubbed them together. He stood between her spread legs and bent over her, his chest to her back, so that their faces were close together, their cheeks almost touching. Like her, he looked into the mirror—so that he could see her expression as he did it, I supposed. He didn’t realize that he was also staring right at her husband.
He wrapped one arm around her, reaching underneath her and between her legs. She gasped, the gag moving in her mouth as he cupped her pussy. With the other hand, he reached back between her upraised ass cheeks...and I saw her groan as he touched her there.
Her head was towards me, her ass away, but I could see every detail of what he was doing to her because it was written in her expression. I could see the look of lust and the flush of shame when he started to rub around and around her tight hole with his lubed fingertip. I could see the widening of her eyes and the slight parting of her lips as she felt the first, shocking penetration of him, his finger opening her and entering her in that forbidden place. I could see every thrust and pull of his finger-fucking of her because she moved her head back and forth in time with it, straining forward as if to escape him, then relaxing back each time. Her wrists jerked and snapped at their leather cuffs, but she gripped the ball as if her life depended on it.
As he worked at her ass, he was stroking her pussy with gradually growing intensity, circling her clit and running his fingertips up and down her slickened lips, moving faster and faster. I could see the shudders passing down through her body as the pleasure built.
The finger-fucking of her ass stopped...started again, and this time her eyes were wider, her nostrils flaring. He’d added a second finger. I could feel my cock aching and throbbing in my pants. My wife’s face was less than a foot from mine, her eyes staring directly into mine. Could she sense that I was staring right back at her?
Edward withdrew his fingers, which drew a soft moan from her. I could see her hips grinding and pushing back towards him. He raised the plug and squeezed a coating of lube over it, leaving it glistening. Then he lowered it between her ass cheeks.
I saw her tense, the air hissing in her nostrils as she saw it approach in the mirror. Then a sudden, strangled gasp as the cold tip of it teased her opening. I could see the movements of his elbow, could imagine the rounded tip nudging inward through the muscles his fingers had loosened. “You haven’t had a toy
here,
have you?” he whispered.
She shook her head silently.
“But you want it, don’t you?”
She nodded, flushing, her breathing speeding up.
He began to gently push and twist, working it into her with calm, steady strokes. Each movement was tiny, but each one opened her a little more. And all the time, he kept rubbing at her pussy, faster and faster, bathing her brain in pleasure. Her eyes bulged, her pants and groans growing louder and higher. “That’s it,” he told her. “That’s it, Kimberley. Just relax and let...it...in.”
She groaned and then suddenly rose up on her toes, her wrists straining at the cuffs, her chest heaving. I realized that the thing must be at its very widest point, stretching her tight hole. I thought for a moment that she’d drop the ball to end it...but she gripped it tight. I could see the discomfort in her eyes, but I could see the lust there, too. It was the sort of pain that felt good, just like the nipple clamps. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wild.
Then suddenly, she gave a high little shriek of surprise and arched her back and Edward smirked. I saw that his hand was empty—the plug had been pulled into her, her body sucking it in as the wide head narrowed to the slender stem.
He slowed and then stopped his rubbing, leaving her gasping—he’d brought her close to orgasm, but left her teetering on the edge. He helped her to straighten up, letting her lean on him a little as her legs, shaky with pleasure, threatened to give out. As she moved, I saw her tense and squirm. The plug must be moving inside her, its weight making it shift and settle against her sensitive inner flesh. At last, she was upright.
“Now,” he said. “Get on the bed. On your back.”
My wife walked—or rather shuffled—across the room to the bed. With her legs held spread far apart  by the spreader bar and with the heels and bound wrists, it was a precarious process and a slow one. But Edward seemed to be in no hurry. He seemed content to watch her. It was a demonstration of her submission to him—she’d willingly struggle like this to please him, rather than simply dropping the ball and ending their game.
She managed to reach the bed and get one knee up onto it, then the other. I could see the fear in her eyes at being so helpless—with her wrists bound behind her and her ankles restrained, she could easily topple off the bed and really do herself some damage. At least...it
felt
like that. But I noticed that Edward stayed close to her and, the one time she slipped, he jumped forward ready to catch her if she needed him. He wouldn’t let her get hurt...and that was hugely reassuring.
Eventually, she maneuvered herself onto her side...but then lay there staring up at him, her expression saying, “Must I?”
He nodded. “On your back,” he repeated.
She slowly turned onto her back and lowered her ass down to the bed. I saw her arch her back and moan as the end of the plug pressed into the bed and the part inside her shifted and pushed. Her face grew a little more flushed, her breathing a little faster.
Edward smiled and I knew why—he wasn’t even touching her, but he had her hovering on the edge of an orgasm. She’d said she’d enjoyed it, when Matt had fucked her ass. Whatever the plug was doing inside her, clearly it was coaxing all sorts of sensations from her, sensations that now had her craning her head up off the bed, staring at him. Begging him with her eyes.
She needed him to fuck her.
He lazily approached the bed, looking down at her. His first act was to reach under her and unclip her wrist cuffs, then refasten them so that her arms were stretched up to the head of the bed, the cuffs hooked around one of the upright posts. “Raise your knees,” he said, and she did, gasping as her ass moved on the bed and the plug moved to yet another new angle.
His eyes seemed to burn into her as he gazed down between her legs. With the spreader bar in place, her ankles were wide apart and her pussy lips themselves were open slightly, revealing the shining depths within.
He unbuttoned his shirt—proof, if she needed it, that he finally meant to take her. I saw her breathing speed up again. I wondered if he planned to take her ass—was that why he’d put the plug in her, to prepare her? But then why put her on her back?
He stripped off the shirt to reveal that tight, hard body, loaded with muscle. Not as big as some of her clients, but incredibly well defined. He pulled off his pants and shorts and approached the bed, and the thought of seeing him between her thighs, pumping into her, had my cock straining at the fabric of my pants.
She stared up at him as he got into position between her legs. I saw her ankles jerk once, trying to close her legs. Not because she wanted to stop him—or she would have simply dropped the ball. She just wanted that feeling of helplessness.
Edward glanced down as he heard the
clink
of the metal fastenings move, and smiled. She was powerless and they both knew it. He bent forward over her and ran a finger down her cheek, brushing a few strands of hair away. Then he brandished his cock in one hand, hard and thick. He rolled on a condom and brought the head of his cock to the shining lips of her pussy.
She realized it at the same time I did—he wasn’t going to remove the plug. He was going to fuck her pussy with it still in her ass.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Her eyes went wide and she gave him a very definite shake of her head. “MFFF!”
He paused, the head of his cock nestling between her folds. “What’s that? You don’t want me to?”
She shook her head again, her eyes even wider. “MMMF!”
Their eyes locked. I leaned forward in my chair, ready to run in there if I needed to.
Edward’s eyes moved up to my wife’s hands and the ball she clutched in her fingers. My wife glanced up at them, too. Then they both looked at each other again, the tension building and building between them until the air seemed to throb.
Harriet’s fingers loosened on the ball. She rolled it between her fingers…
...and then she clutched it tight, her knuckles white. I saw Edward’s eyes gleam in response.
Harriet firmly shook her head. “MMMFF!”
she moaned through the gag.
I gave a little groan of my own as I realized what she was doing. She wanted it...but she wanted to pretend that she didn’t.
“Oh,” said Edward. “I see.”
And he ran his hands down her body, all the way from her flushed cheeks to her pale hips, and then he gripped her there and moved forward, ready to thrust.
“MMMFF!”
yelled Harriet through the gag, as if horrified. “MMMFF! MMMFFFF!”
But her fingers gripped the ball tight.
Edward smiled down at her...and slowly entered her. I saw her back arch, her breasts thrusting up towards the ceiling, as the head of his cock spread her.
“Oh, so tight,” muttered Edward as he moved into her. Behind the glass, I caught my breath. God, he was basically double-penetrating her! She’d never done anything like this—ever!
He gave a little jerk of his hips and she let out a moan as he moved deeper. I imagined how she must feel, her slickened walls stretched drum-tight around his cock. My wife is tight anyway, but with the plug in her ass, she’d be tighter still.
Even as I said it, he grinned down at her again. “I can feel it,” he told her. “So big and hard inside you. If I just—” And he thrust again, this time burying himself in her, and she twisted under him and groaned, thrashing against her bonds. But her knuckles were still white as they gripped the ball. She wanted to feel that she was fighting him, but she didn’t want it to end.
“God,” said Edward. “God, Kimberley, you’re perfect.” He stayed there, fully inside her, and waited for the thrashing to die down. At last, she was limp under him. “Now,” he said, “I’m going to fuck you.”
Harriet gave a kind of breathy pant through the gag and stared up at him, shaking her head, her eyes huge. I could see the glazed look in them—she was off in her own little world, now, deep into dark fantasy. God, I’d never even known she was into this stuff. Who was she imagining she was? And was she imagining...God, was she imagining that there were two men there, one of them underneath her, his cock in her ass, while the other fucked her?
Edward began to thrust—deep thrusts that took him all the way into her. She was so tight with the plug inside her that he was forced to go slower than normal...at least for now. He took his weight on his forearms so that he could fill his hands with her breasts, squeezing the soft flesh. From the groans she made, her clamped nipples had made them even more sensitive than normal.
His ass began to rise and fall between her thighs and there was something about the image—another man’s body between my wife’s legs—that made it damn near impossible to resist the urge the stroke myself. Instead, I raised the camera and snapped picture after picture. God, I wished I had a video camera. I knew I’d come back to these pictures again and again.
Harriet was bucking under him, now. She was fuller than she’d ever been and the sensations were taking her beyond her limits, the energy coming out in the jerking of her wrists against her bonds, the straining of her thighs as she battled to close them. But with him on top of her and the spreader bar in place, she was effectively pinned. She had to lie there and take it, take every inch of his thrusting cock, while her other hole was filled by the unrelenting hardness of the plug. And the corset restricted her, too, forcing her breaths to be shallow and quick. Even that gag removed her ability to reason with him or slow him down. It was all designed to render her utterly powerless...or, as she’d described it, utterly free. None of it was under her control, so none of it was her fault.
No guilt.
Because I wasn’t the one fucking her, I could see all the little details. I could see her toes curling and the fingers of her free hand grabbing at the bars of the bed. I could see the way she tossed her head—not shaking it, anymore, but whipping it back and forth, eyes tight shut, lost in the pleasure. An orgasm was building, and a huge one.
Using his thumbs, Edward began to tug lightly on the chain that hung from her nipples. She went wild, her writhing doubling, going frantic under him. Pulling on the chain made the clamps slide on her super-sensitive nipples, caressing them even as they were pinched, and her back arched like a bow. Edward’s thrusts sped up, his groin slamming into her. He was moving in her easily now, despite her tightness—God, she must be absolutely soaking.
Yet despite it all, he kept absolute control. However fast and savage his thrusts became, his face was steely, only his eyes betraying his lust. “Come for me, Kimberley,” he told her. He let a little more of his weight press against her, so that his groin ground against her clit. “Come for me,” he said again.
She panted and strained and gasped around the gag, her whole body trembling. She was on the edge...and then, as he leaned down and kissed her hard, sucking her lower lip into his mouth, she exploded. Her body arched off the bed, her breasts mashed hard against him despite the chain and her ankles snapped tight against the spreader bar. She wailed her orgasm into his mouth, trembling and shuddering under him, and at her peak he groaned himself and pushed forward one last time, burying himself in her before he shot his load in long, powerful waves.
They both went still. Her hands went slack and, intentionally or not, the ball finally slipped from her grasp.
He reached up and unbuckled the gag. She worked her mouth slackly for a few seconds, experimentally moving her tongue. “Th—That…” she croaked. “That was...incredible.”
He leaned down and kissed her, then freed her wrists. He unfastened the ankle cuffs and, finally, she could close her legs. She rolled over onto her side, bending her knees, and gasped as the plug shifted inside her again. “H—How should I…?” she asked in a quavering voice.
He made a soft
shhing noise, spooning her from behind. “Just relax,” he told her, stroking her cheek. He reached down to her ass and eased the plug from her. “Did you like it?” he asked.
She swallowed, then nodded. “It was like….” She trailed off.
“Go on.”
“It was like two men at once,” she whispered. Then she blushed. “I mean, I
think
it was sort of like that.”
He chuckled. “And you like that idea?”
She turned to look at him over her shoulder. “No!” She flushed and looked away. “I—Maybe. I don’t know.”
He kissed her neck. “You really are incredible,” he told her. He shook his head in wonder. “So unlike the others.” He took a deep breath and, for just a moment, he seemed to lose that icy cool. “I wonder—” But then he glanced away and shook his head, as if he’d changed his mind.
“What?” Harriet asked. I was leaning forward in my seat, curious as well.
“Nothing.” Abruptly, the mask was back down. He smoothed his hand over her bare ass. “I’d like to see you again,” he said. “Soon.”
“I’d like that, too,” she said.
“And I have a request, for next time.”
She turned around so that she could look at him. “Anything!”
He grinned. “Anything?
Be careful.”
She flushed and looked abashed. “Maybe not
anything.
What did you have in mind?”
“You, with another woman.”
Harriet jerked back as if stung.
“What?” He seemed surprised, then intrigued. “You’ve never done that?”
Of course—he thought she was a professional escort. Two women—that must be one of the most common requests. Not something we could do. Well, not unless we approached a real escort, but a professional would quickly guess that there was something not right about “Kimberly” and our whole set up.
“No,” she said. “I’ve never...I mean, I’m not really...I’m not like that.”
He nodded. “At all?”
She squirmed. “I don’t...know. I mean, I’m curious. But I’ve never….”
“Not even a little bit? Some drunk fumbling at college?”
“No!”
I nodded to myself. That would be the end of it. Just one of those services she didn’t offer.
“But—” she said.
I sat bolt upright in my seat.
“But I would,” she blurted. “If you wanted me to.”
What?!
A slow smile spread across Edward’s face. “You know someone? Another escort you could arrange something with? I’d pay her the same, of course. Triple your normal fee—three thousand dollars each.”
And that’s when alarm bells started ringing in my head. Harriet didn’t glance at the mirror. In fact, she seemed to be studiously avoiding looking at the mirror, as if looking at me might make her come to her senses, and she didn’t want to.
“What would she have to be like?” asked Harriet. “I mean, what sort of woman do you want? Would she have to be...experienced? Or could she be quite new to escorting, like me?”
No. God, no!
Edward considered. “New is fine. In fact, I prefer new.”
“And what about physically?”
He grinned. “Well, I’m sure she won’t be as beautiful as you. Maybe dark hair?”
I watched Harriet very carefully because I already had a horrible feeling I knew where this was going. I could see the question forming on her lips before she said it.
“How do you feel about redheads?” she asked.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I waited until I heard him leave, then walked out into the living room. Harriet was sitting on the couch, still in her corset, stockings and heels. She put up her hands to stop my onslaught as soon as she saw me. “Don’t get mad,” she said quickly.
“Mad? Why would I get mad?” I ran my hands through my hair, trying to contain my anger.  “You’re just talking about telling our friends you’re a secret escort!”
“It was just an idea! He asked about another woman and it’s not like we know any other escorts. What was I meant to say?”
“Let me think...’No’?” I came closer. “Harriet,
you can’t do this!
It’s nuts. You can’t just assume that—” I squatted down in front of her...and suddenly, I was at eye-level with her naked breasts. And, even with her legs together, it was difficult to ignore the fact that she wasn’t wearing panties. I opened my mouth to speak again, but I’d completely lost my train of thought.
Harriet smirked and raised one eyebrow. “Something wrong?”
“I’m working on it,” I said. “Just give me a minute.” My cock was like iron against my thigh. I’d been horny as hell anyway, from watching her with Edward, but now…
Focus.
“You can’t just assume Tess is going to—”
Harriet opened her legs.
My brain overheated. “That’s not fair,” I said. I could feel all the anger slipping away from me, leaving only molten lust. Goddamn
my wife. I never could stay mad at her. I put a hand on each of Harriet’s stockinged knees, staring at the slick folds of her pussy. I could smell the sweet musk of her arousal. I was almost panting, I was so turned on.
Harriet slowly closed her legs. I could think again...just. But now the anger had completely gone.
“I’m sorry,” she said solemnly. “I just…” She sighed. “They need the money. It just seemed like a perfect opportunity. And I wanted….”
She trailed off, but I knitted my fingers with hers and looked up into her eyes until she worked up the courage to finish the sentence. “I wanted to share this with someone,” she said at last. “I wanted to feel like...like I’m not
weird.”
I nodded slowly. I completely understood. I wanted to share it, too, wanted to know that I wasn’t the only guy who liked to see his wife with other men. And I could completely see how Harriet would want the reassurance of knowing that what she was doing wasn’t cheating, wasn’t
wrong.
But it was impossible.
“You’re not weird,” I told her gently. “Neither of us is weird. Just...different. But we don’t know if Tess and Stan are like us...we don’t know if they’re even a little bit like that. They might completely freak and not want to know us anymore. They might tell people. It could all go horribly wrong.”
“It’s going horribly wrong for them
now.
They’re going to lose their house!” Harriet gripped my arms. “Edward said he’d pay her the same.
Three thousand dollars,
just to…” She flushed. “Just to
do
some stuff with me.”
I shook my head. “You don’t even like girls...right?”
She shrugged. “Like I said...I’m curious. But I’ve never done anything.”
I stared at her. Was there another part to this I’d missed? “Are you curious about
Tess?”
I asked.
She squirmed. “I don’t know. Maybe. A little. I mean, if I was going to try something with another woman, then...I’d want her to be someone like Tess.”
My mind was spinning. The idea of Harriet with another woman was unbelievably hot, but the idea of her entwined with Tess’s lithe body and all that long red hair...that was off the scale.
But it was impossible. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but most women would freak at the idea of doing something like that for money. Chances are, Tess is like them, not like you.”
“You mean she’s not a slut?” Harriet gave me a crooked smile, but I could see the worry in her eyes.
“She’s not
special.”
I looked her right in the eye. “You’re the best wife ever. You know that, right?”
She let out a long sigh. “You’re right. The whole thing’s crazy.” She shook her head. “I’ll tell Edward my friend can’t make it.”
I hugged her. “Good. Thank you.”
We stayed like that for a moment, enjoying the feeling of each other’s arms. Then she said, her voice muffled by my shoulder, “You would have liked to have seen it though, wouldn’t you? Me and Tess?”
I felt my cock throb. “Hell yeah. Are you kidding?”
“I know you like her, you know.”
I shrugged, but I knew she wasn’t buying it. “Maybe. But then you have a thing for Stan.”
“What can I say? He has nice shoulders.”
Shoulders?
Women could be weird. “Well, as long as we’re talking about things that could never happen…” I said.
She pushed back from me so that she could see me. “Are you thinking about fucking my friend?”
The sound of it:
fucking my friend,
sent a deep, hot rush of lust through me, ending in my cock. “Well, it’s no weirder than getting her into escorting just so
you
can have your way with her.”
“That’s not—I was talking about doing it to help them out!” she blustered, her cheeks going red. But she wilted under my gaze. “...mostly,” she admitted. Then she slapped me playfully on the arm. “But that’s not like...cheating.”
“It wouldn’t be cheating if we agreed to it,” I said, getting into the fantasy. “Me with Tess. You with Stan.”
She stared at me, but I could see the lust in her eyes. “R—Right here?”
I looked around at the living room. “Yeah. Why not? Me and Tess on the couch. You and Stan over there in the chair.”
Harriet squirmed...and opened her legs. We’d never talked about this before, never had a conversation where we’d openly admitted how much we lusted after our friends. But it seemed like the escorting had opened a door for us. Everything was now on the table—at least to talk about. Or so I thought.
“You really want to fuck her, don’t you?” said Harriet suddenly, her voice strained and angry.
I was a little taken aback.
Shit!
Had I pissed her off? “Um…” I said. “I mean, kind of…”
She stared at me. “You do, don’t you? You want to fuck my best friend, you bastard.”
And she pressed her thighs hard together, grinding a little.
Oh.
Suddenly, I got it. “Yeah,” I said challengingly. “I want to fuck her right here, on this couch.”
Her eyes went huge, clouded with lust. Her mouth opened in apparent shock. “Oh, you bastard!” she hissed. But her breathing had sped up, her bare breasts rising and falling above the corset.
I leaned closer, our faces almost touching. I was getting off on the game, too. “She’ll be wearing one of those short skirts, and I’ll push her down on the couch and put my hand up under it and rip off her panties.”
Her hand whipped out, too fast to follow, and cracked across my cheek—not hard, but it was enough of a shock that I stopped speaking. We both stared at each other in lust....
Then we were kissing, mouths hotly meeting, lips apart, and tongues searching for one another. My hands came up and found her breasts, squeezing their softness as I pushed my body between her legs. I bore her back on the couch, turning us until we were lying full-length.
“I’d go down on her,” I hissed, breaking the kiss. “I always wanted to know what she tastes like. I bet she’s a natural redhead.”
“Oh!” Harriet was rolling her hips under me, twisting and writhing. “Oh, God, you bastard, don’t! Don’t go down on my friend!”
“I would. I’d shove my head between her thighs like
this,”
And I spread Harriet’s thighs with my hands and brought my face to her sopping pussy. “I’d eat her like this.” And I began to lick—long, fast strokes that went all the way from the bottom of her lips to her clit. I had her bucking and groaning in seconds.
“That—That’s so wrong,” she said weakly, tossing her head. “Tess is my friend! You can’t—Oh God!”
I whispered to her as I licked, a few words between each bout of vicious tonguing. “I’d shove...my tongue...right up...inside her.”
“Oh! Oh God!” yelled Harriet, arching her back.
I grabbed the waistband of my pants and shoved them down over my hips, not even bothering to unfasten them. My cock sprang out, hard and ready. “Then I’d fuck her—like this.”
“Oh! Oh God, no! That’s so wrong! Not Tess!” She was almost grinding against my thigh, she was so turned on. “You bastard! Don’t fuck my friend!”
“You can’t stop me,” I told her. I felt like a hurricane was raging in my ears. My heart was thumping so hard in my chest, I thought it would explode. “I’m going to fuck her. I’m going to open up her legs—” I put my hands on Harriet’s knees and shoved her legs apart. “And shove it in—”
I groaned as my naked cock slid up into her. God, she was soaking! Her tightness gripped me like a glove, hot and satin-smooth. I filled her in one long thrust, my size making her gasp as I reached her limits. Then I began to thrust.
“You—You bastard,” she panted. “How could you?! With my
friend!” She had her eyes tight closed now and she was tossing her head from side to side. “W—What’s it like?”
“Oh, it’s good. She’s so tight. And her skin’s so soft. And she’s moaning up at me, begging for more—”
Harriet began to tremble. Holy shit, was she close to coming already?! We’d barely started!
Suddenly, she gripped me tight with her thighs and turned us over, rolling us so that I was on the bottom. She straddled me, keeping me inside her the whole time, and started to stroke up and down atop me. “I’m fucking him, too,” she said. “Stan.”
I caught my breath. I could almost see her riding Stan, his muscled bulk making her spread her thighs apart. “God! You’d really do that? You’d fuck Stan?”
She nodded, eyes closed, and ran her hands down over her breasts, tweaking her nipples. “Yesss...God, he’s so ripped. All that muscle...I bet his cock’s big. I can feel it, Jack—I can feel it, right up inside me.” She began to move faster, stroking herself up and down my length. “God, he’s so hard—rock hard, inside me…”
I panted under her. “I can see you,” I said. “I can see your breasts bouncing. His hands are all over you.”
“God, yes! All over me!” She squeezed her breasts harder, like a man would. I added my own hands, fondling her ass and thighs, and she went nuts again, bucking and swirling her hips.
“I’m fucking Tess,” I panted. “And you’re fucking Stan—right in front of me.” My voice was strained with the intensity of the image. I swore I could feel Tess’s slick, tight pussy around me, see her red hair tossing as she hovered on the brink of orgasm. I could see Harriet riding Stan, her breasts jiggling as she moved. “God—”
“This is so wrong,” Harriet groaned. “So wrong—Oh God, I’m going to—”
“He is, too.” My hands closed on her hips and I jerked her up and down, helping her to move faster. “He’s going to come, right inside you—”
I felt Harriet tighten around me as the image hit her. “Oh God yes, right inside me—”
And suddenly we were both coming, groaning and clutching at each other as I fired long, hot streams up into her. She rolled her hips again and again, squeezing me hard with her thighs. It went on and on, Harriet shuddering and twisting as she rose and fell atop me, every muscle in her body going tense as the orgasm ripped through her.
Finally, she slumped on top of me and we wrapped our arms around each other. We were both wet with sweat and her hair had come half out of its updo, strands sticking to her bare shoulders. “God!”
she panted.
“Well, that was...different,” I managed at last. I stared at her. “You really...um...like
Stan, huh?”
She flushed but then lifted her chin. “And you want to fuck Tess.”
We gazed at each other for a few seconds. “Are you mad?” I asked.
She thought about it and then shook her head. “No. Maybe that’s weird, but...no.” She bit her lip. “Is this what it’s like for you? I mean, it was a turn on, thinking about you with her. Is that what you feel, with my clients?”
I nodded. “But this is different,” I said quickly. “This is just fantasy.”
“Of course!” She flushed even deeper.
I studied her carefully.
Of course it’s just fantasy,
I told myself. Escorting was one thing, but getting Tess involved, even just to put on a show with Harriet...that would never happen.
Right?



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
“What do you think?” asked Harriet. “I mean, I like it. But is it...you know.
Too much?”
The dress
was
too much. The neckline wasn’t so much a neckline as a slash that split the front in two, almost to her navel. The thin fabric was stretched tight over her breasts, displaying the sides of each perfect, pale globe. Meanwhile, a slit up the side of the long skirt displayed her legs almost up to the waist, making it obvious what sort of panties she was wearing (or if she wore them at all). The fact that the dress was made entirely of shimmering, silver sequins didn’t help. It was the sort of dress that a starlet wears to a movie premiere to ensure her picture will be in every newspaper the next morning. It was
too much
in every way.
And so it was perfect. Harriet, the advertising executive and demure wife, could never have worn it. But Kimberly, the high-class escort who had to wow her clients and make them remember why she cost a thousand dollars a time? It would suit Kimberly down to the ground.
“Let’s get it,” I said. I liked it so much that I only winced a little bit when I paid.
Harriet caught my look. “It’s an investment,” she reminded me. “Spend money to make money.”
And we were making money. We’d already made over ten thousand dollars. We no longer had money worries. True, we didn’t know what the future would bring. But we felt that it was okay to spend a little—even to visit classy boutiques like this one, which would have normally been out of our price range.
The only problem with spending was that it reminded me of our friends, Tess and Stan. Every time I counted out some bills, I wished we could give them some and save them from losing their house. But the couple had made it clear they wouldn’t accept our charity. And I’d managed to talk Harriet out of her crazy plan to enlist Tess for some girl-on-girl action to entertain Edward.
At least, I hoped she had. Since our fantasy-fueled sex session the night before, she’d gone quiet on the subject.
There’s only so long that a guy can shop for dresses—even when they’re sexy ones and his wife is even sexier. So as we came out of the store, I was distracted, hunting around for a coffee shop where we could take a break...and it wasn’t just about getting a caffeine hit. Looking at Harriet’s ass under her tight denim skirt, I was formulating a plan to drag her into the coffee shop’s restroom and take her up against the wall.
I smirked, feeling my cock throb. Ever since we started this crazy adventure, things between us had gotten better and better. Not just in terms of more and better sex—although that was phenomenal. It had brought us closer together, too. I was getting to know my wife in a way few other guys ever could. I was seeing all the sides of her sexuality, even the ones that she wouldn’t normally show to me because they didn’t mesh with my own needs—like her desire to be dominated, or her curiosity about other women. And Harriet was getting to experience a whole variety of different lovers, growing in sexual confidence with each one. I loved it. She loved it.
What could possibly go wrong?
“Oof!”
I looked toward the noise. Harriet had been looking to the side as she came out of the store and had walked right into a guy coming the other way. A
big
guy—her face was now mashed against the broad curve of his pecs. She staggered back a few steps and looked up at him.
“Hello, Kimberly,” said Jared.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Jared.
Jared Vaele, the last client Harriet had seen before we’d abandoned the hotel. The hulking, amiable linebacker who’d taken her to heights of ecstasy on the bed while I’d watched from the closet. And now he was seeing her in a shopping mall, with a ring on her finger and a husband in tow.
SHIT!
Harriet’s initial shock lasted only a second. Then her face lit up with a thousand-watt smile that I knew wasn’t faked—she genuinely liked the guy, even if she’d never planned to run into him like this. “Jared! What, uh...what are you doing here?”
He grinned that big, white-toothed grin. “Visiting an old buddy. Had some time to kill, and I needed a new pair of jeans, so I figured I’d check out the mall.” He lifted a pair of jeans from a bag to show her.
Harriet smiled at him. From the look on her face, she was imagining how the snug denim would look when it was stretched over that tight ass of his and the bulge of his cock.
“Who’s this?” asked Jared, nodding at me. Would he recognize me? He’d seen me at the hotel, when he’d asked me where the ice machine was. But then his mind had mainly been on getting back to the half-naked escort.
“My driver,” said Harriet. She casually put her hands behind her back. A cute little pose that made her breasts jut out towards him...and allowed her to begin sliding her wedding band and engagement ring off her finger, unseen. “You know...he takes me to meet clients and things. Security.”
Jared and I nodded respectfully at one another. He showed no sign of recognizing me from the hotel...or if he did, maybe he assumed I’d been waiting outside Harriet’s room for her. That would make sense.
“Still, ah... “ Jared glanced around to see if anyone else was within earshot of us. There wasn’t. “Still using that hotel?”
Harriet shook her head. “No. Actually, I have an apartment I use, now. Maybe you could stop by, while you’re in town?”
A slow smile spread across Jared’s face. “I’d love that,” he said. He took a step towards her, closing the gap between them. I could feel the energy start to pulse and crackle between them—the closer they got, the stronger it became. It was very different to the deeply emotional, dominant and submissive thing she had going on with Edward. This was two fun- loving, athletic lovers sparking off each other. It was almost like watching two boxers square up for a fight, only with huge grins on their faces.
Then Jared’s face fell. “But I got some errands I got to do first,” he said. “And I promised my buddy I’d meet up with him for a few drinks tonight.”
“Oh.” Harriet smiled hopefully. “Tomorrow night?”
He winced. “I’m heading out tomorrow morning.”
Harriet looked crestfallen.
I saw Jared consider something for a moment. “What if you joined us, tonight? Just for a few drinks? Be nice to have some female company.”
“You mean like—”
Jared shrugged. “Just for fun. I mean, I’ll pay you for your time. That’s only fair. But we’ll just sit and have a few cocktails—you, me and Ryan.”
“Ryan—Wait, Ryan Tathers? The quarterback?”
Jared chuckled and nodded. Harriet’s eyes grew huge. She wasn’t much of a sports fan, but she didn’t have to be to know Ryan. The blue-eyed, black-haired Irish-American was the heartthrob of half the state, the bad boy counterpart to Jared’s big, honest charms. “What do you say?”
Harriet bit her lip. ‘I don’t know...it isn’t really...I mean, I don’t usually...I tend to keep things at the apartment.”
Jared tilted his head to one side. As always, he wasn’t pushy. He looked more amused than anything. “But you’re an
escort,
right? Isn’t this what escorting’s all about? Taking some guy’s arm for the night?” He crooked his arm out to the side, prom date-style.
Harriet blinked. Until now, the escorting had all been about sex. “I guess…” she said. She glanced quickly at me and I gave her a troubled look. We’d always been careful about her safety. In the hotel, I’d been right there in the closet. In the apartment, I was next door. Sending her off to some bar with not one but two guys, even if it was just for a couple of drinks…
“Oh, hey, your driver can come too,” said Jared, nodding at me. “I understand you gotta be careful.”
That changed things. If I was right there in the bar with her, able to keep an eye on her...then nothing bad could happen, right? And now that I thought about it, the idea of watching her as a couple of guys chatted away to her, maybe flirted with her...maybe even touched her a little...that would be one hell of a turn on. It would be like when I’d watched her picking up guys in the hotel bar, but far better because I wouldn’t have to hide.
I nodded to my wife, who nodded to Jared.
“Great,” he said, and told us the name of the bar. We’d meet him there at nine.
 
***
 
It was weird, getting ready at home instead of at the apartment. It felt almost as if we were going on a date ourselves, rather than Harriet getting ready to see a client. For one thing, I had to dress up, too.
“Is this what drivers wear?” I asked doubtfully, showing Harriet my pale blue shirt and black pants. I was glad I’d started working out again. I might not be as big as Jared, but at least I had enough muscle that I could pass for some sort of security guy.
“You look great,” my wife told me, putting in her earrings. She’d gone for a black dress, a little more demure than the things she wore in the apartment. The bar we were heading to was high end—exactly the sort of place you’d expect to find a rich athlete. And she wasn’t looking to pick up guys, so there was no need to advertise too overtly.
That said, the dress was still sexy as hell. It was black and made of some stretchy material that clung to every curve of her breasts and hips. A single shoulder strap made of the same fabric, but twisted into what looked like a black rope, held it up—without that strap, it looked as though the top of the dress would slide down over her breasts. Even with the strap, there was a lot of cleavage on display, and it was obvious that the dress had some built-in support, because there were no bra straps visible. She was covered, but she could be topless in about a half-second flat. The thought made my cock stiffen against my leg.
Below the waist, the dress hugged her legs, finishing midway up her thighs. She’d gone for bare legs, this time, and shining black heels. Not quite as towering as the ones Edward bought her, but still adding three or four inches to her height. The effect was dramatic.
“Maybe,” I said, drawing her to me and kissing her, “We should cancel on Jared and Ryan. Maybe we should just stay in for the night.”
She pushed me onto the bed so that I was sitting on the edge, then sat in my lap. “Would you prefer that?” she asked seriously. “Because we can. You always come first, you know.”
I smiled. I’d been kidding, but it
was
tempting. “No,” I said at last. “I want to see how they react to you. And I know
you
want to meet Ryan.”
She flushed. “Is it that obvious?”
“I’m pretty sure I can see your nipples get hard every time I say his name. Let’s see:
Ryan.”
I stared at her breasts and she giggled and ruffled my hair.
“Okay,” she admitted. “Maybe. And Jared’s super-hot, too. But are you sure you’re okay with it?”
I nodded. “It’s just a few drinks. And I’ll be right there.”
Harriet stood and grabbed her clutch bag. “Okay then,” she said. “Let’s do it...and then afterwards, we can come back here and you can ravage me.”
I stood, slipped my arm around her waist and pulled her tight to me, the bulge of my cock against her ass. “Damn straight,” I told her.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The bar was almost painfully cool. The sort of place that normally would have annoyed me a little, because I’d be on the outside looking in. Harriet and I would have been part of the long line of hopefuls waiting behind the velvet rope, wondering if we were going to be allowed entry.
Tonight, though, we were on the guest list, and that made all the difference in the world. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit smug as we glided straight past the line and in through the doors. Tonight, we’d get a taste of how the other half lived.
The bar was dark, with most of the light coming from the tables themselves—each tabletop glowed with white light, like something out of a sci-fi movie.
Jared met us at the bar. I was a little thrown when he took Harriet’s hand, pulled her in close and kissed her right on the lips. Then he turned to me and gave me a friendly smile.
Of course...for a moment there, I’d been thinking of myself as her husband. Jared had no idea—as far as he knew, I was just the hired help. There was no need to be subtle around me, because I had no reason to be jealous.
Behind my smile, though, there was still a thread of jealousy. But it was a burning hot, golden strand wrapped right around scarlet lust. One couldn’t exist without the other. It was the caveman part of me, the
she’s my woman!
feeling. Seeing another man come onto her was hot in itself...but the wrongness of it, that little jolt I got when I saw a stranger’s lips touch hers...that made it even better.
“And this,” said Jared, “is Ryan.” He put his hand on another guy’s shoulder, directing him to turn around from the bar.
Ryan wasn’t quite as big as Jared, but if anything he was even better looking in a very different way. Jared’s looks were somehow warm and honest—if he hadn’t discovered football, maybe he would have been working at some family run gas station out in the country, or even plowing a field. But Ryan...he would have been a rock star. Or maybe an actor, one of those guys who specializes in playing criminals and vampires and who all the women go nuts for. His Irish heritage was clear in his pale skin and black hair. But it was his eyes that really made you notice him—big and blue and with that goddamn Irish sparkle that no doubt had women giggling and dropping their panties everywhere he went. He was wearing an open-collar black shirt that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a pirate, but somehow he pulled it off. And the slice of his chest we could see through the open buttons was all thick, powerful muscle, crisscrossed with the black lines of tattoos.
He looked at Harriet in the way a panther looks at its next meal. He took her hand, lifted it to his lips and kissed it softly, holding her gaze the whole time. Harriet giggled and flushed, tossing her head a little. She’d left her hair loose and tonged it into a golden waterfall of soft curls.
“You want a drink?” Jared asked Harriet. Then he remembered me. “And you—uh, I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name?”
“Jack,” I said without thinking. But I figured that wasn’t too harmful—there were about a million Jacks in the city. It was Harriet’s identity we had to protect.
“You want a soda or something?” asked Jared.
Of course—I was just the driver. No expensive cocktails for me while I was on duty. It was probably a good idea, though—I
did
have to keep an eye on her and I was driving. I nodded. “Thanks.”
Harriet ordered some cocktail that involved fresh cranberries and rum. The guys bought beers, the bottles toy-like in their huge hands. The three of them moved towards one of the tables, with Harriet guided by one hand on her back from each man.
Immediately, I could see that there wasn’t going to be room for me. The tables weren’t all that big—four might be doable if it was four slender women, but with the two hulking football players either side of my wife, I wouldn’t be able to squeeze in without it looking ridiculous.
Besides, that wasn’t my place, tonight. I wasn’t her husband or even her date.
I settled myself against a pillar, close enough to hear their conversation but at enough of a distance that they could pretend I wasn’t there.
The chairs around the table were polished sweeps of molded plastic on long legs—very pretty to look at, but not actually all that comfortable when it came to sitting on them. It was okay for the guys, whose feet reached the floor, but Harriet’s feet dangled just shy of it. And the soft, clinging material of her dress was especially slippery against the smooth seat.
“You okay?” asked Jared as she wriggled her ass on the chair, trying to stay in control. She was finding that she only really had two options: lean back and continually slip slowly downward, her skirt tugging up around her thighs, or lean forward so that she could push her ass back on the seat, which gave the men a view straight down her dress.
“Fine!” she said quickly, and smiled. And slipped.
Jared reached down and put one huge, warm hand on her leg. He put it on her upper thigh, where her dress covered her, but I still saw her gulp. A second later, Ryan put his hand on the other thigh. “Better?” asked Jared.
Harriet’s eyes flicked between them. She nodded, her breathing quick. I could see the excitement in her eyes, but also the nerves. It was the first time she’d ever had two men so intently focused on her.
“So how do you two know each other?” asked Ryan. His voice suited his looks—dark and gravelly and with an edge to it, like flint that’s been blackened by flame.
I leaned forward a little. I was curious as to how Jared would introduce my wife. I was guessing he’d say she was his girlfriend, or imply it was some sort of casual sex thing.
“Kimberly does this professionally,” said Jared quietly.
My jaw dropped. I hadn’t thought a guy would just own up to hiring an escort—certainly not to his buddy.
Ryan turned to Harriet, who was blushing. “Oh,” he said. “I see.” He sounded intrigued.
Jared noticed Harriet’s flushed face. “Hey, no need to be embarrassed,” he said. “Seriously. Lots of guys in the game do it. We need to let off steam, and you think we want some stranger we meet in a club selling her story to the press? No way!”
“Plus,” said Ryan, “why trust an amateur when you can have a professional?” His smirk made it difficult to tell whether he was joking, but it seemed to help my wife relax.
I was thrown, though. Where was all this heading? I’d imagined Harriet being the smiling, flirtatious candy on Jared’s arm, helping him to show off to his buddy. But the way the two of them talked about using escorts, it was almost as if—
I stopped dead.
No. Of course not. That was ridiculous. And even if they
did
suggest it, there’s no way Harriet would go for it. Even so, just the idea of it sent a hot throb of raw lust through me, my cock swelling against my thigh.
Harriet started to relax, sipping her drink and listening as Jared told her about how he and Ryan had been buddies back in college and had played football together in the early days of their careers. Now, they played for different teams but still got together every few months for “a few drinks.”
When Jared said that last part, he shot a meaningful glance at Ryan, who in turn smirked in Harriet’s direction. She didn’t notice, but I did.
As the night went on, they started talking more about Harriet—her college experiences, her social life. I could see Harriet soaking up the attention and neither guy seemed slimy or predatory—they seemed genuinely interested in what she had to say. But that didn’t change my suspicions about what they were planning for later. Did Harriet realize? Should I warn her?
I noticed the two men pressing closer, until their bodies were rubbing against hers each time she turned slightly and her hair was brushing their shoulders when she tossed her head. They were close enough to drink in the smell of her perfume and the warm, feminine softness of her skin as they touched arms. Their hands were still on her thighs, ostensibly to help her stay on her chair. But they didn’t seem to be just holding, anymore. Both hands were moving very slowly back and forth, rubbing her through her dress.
They finished their drinks and Jared headed to the bar to get another round. I took the opportunity to head to the bathroom. As I stood there at the urinals, I turned it over and over in my head. I didn’t want to believe it because it was so nuts, but things sure seemed to be heading that way.
They were planning to both take her. Back at the apartment or maybe at Ryan’s place.
Both of them.
One after the other or—Jesus!—together.
No way would Harriet do that. Right? Two men...that was too much.
But then I remembered how she’d wanted to show up at the hotel early, that second time we’d visited,
specifically
so that she could sleep with two men in one night. The idea had appealed to her because it was something only an escort would do. Would the same apply here?
She
did
like Jared and Ryan was inarguably hot as well. But what if they wanted to both take her at the same time? Surely she wouldn’t go for that?
“Hey.”
I looked up, startled. Ryan was next to me, unzipping his pants. I managed to smile.
“That lady you work for...” said Ryan, unhurriedly drawing out his cock. “She’s a piece of work. A
real
piece of work.”
I nodded, unsure what to say. And trying to make eye contact and not let my eyes slip downward.
“You ever fuck her?” asked Ryan.
I swallowed. And found myself looking right at his cock. Half-hard, it wasn’t enormous—probably about the same size as mine. It was the thought that he planned to shove it up my wife that made me speechless. I shook my head.
“Must be weird,” said Ryan, “driving her around everywhere, watching guys pick her up, but never getting any yourself. You ever get tempted?”
“No,” I said, dragging my eyes away and finding my voice at last. “Better to keep it separate, y’know?”
He nodded and grinned. “Yeah, I guess. I hadn’t thought about it like that. I guess it would be awkward, if you started getting sweet on her.” He zipped up and walked over to the sinks to wash his hands. “She do this before? Two guys?”
My head was spinning. I’d wanted this—wanted to hear men talk about her like an escort, wanted to hear how much they desired her. But everything was happening so fast. This had only meant to be a few drinks, not a prelude to sex. It started to hit me how naive we’d been.
Or, at least, how naive
I’d
been. Had Harriet known all along that this was going to wind up with her in bed with the two of them? Jesus, could she really want that? Or was she sitting out there in the bar blissfully unaware?
Ryan grinned and I saw the dark gleam in his eyes and I knew I’d been right. They wanted to take her
together.
Both at the same time.
“No,” I said truthfully. “She’s never done it before. You’ll have to check with her that she’s okay with it.”
He grinned even wider. “Oh, hell, yeah. It’s not something you want to spring on a girl, even a pro. Don’t worry, we’ll put it to her. We’ve done this before.”
And he slapped me on the arm in a friendly way and walked out. I was left there stunned.
They’d done this before.
Back at the table, Harriet was sipping a fresh cocktail and, as Ryan took his seat, I saw that the two guys were pressing in even closer. Now their legs were against hers, so that she was sandwiched between them all the way from ankle to shoulder. Since both of them were taller than her, they had great views down the top of her dress to all that pale, soft cleavage. I couldn’t help but think of a deer, cornered by two hunters. Did she know what she was getting into?
Harriet caught my look. I’d returned to leaning against the pillar a little way away. She tilted her head to one side questioningly.
“Don’t worry,” Ryan told her. “He’s fine. We were talking about whether you’d be interested in something. I said I’d ask you.”
“Interested in what?” Harriet asked.
“Coming back to my place, after this drink,” said Ryan.
Harriet glanced towards Jared.
“With Jared, as well,” said Ryan.
Harriet looked towards him and then her eyes grew wide as she picked up on his meaning. So she
hadn’t
guessed until now. Or, if she had, she’d chosen to  play the innocent. “And...and do what, exactly?” she asked.
Jared grinned. He leaned over to her and brushed her golden hair back from her ear so that he could speak into it. I couldn’t hear what he whispered, but I saw Harriet’s reaction—the slow shock that broke across her face like the dawn.
And the way that shock turned to arousal.
“It would have to be at the apartment,” she said. “I don’t do outcall.”
Jared frowned. “But then why do you have a driver?” he asked, nodding to me.
Shit!
That was something we hadn’t thought of. Harriet looked towards me, thrown. “Uh...I meant, not with guys I don’t know.”
“But you know
me,”
said Jared sweetly.
Harriet giggled. “Well, yes. But not Ryan.”
“I can vouch for him,” said Jared.
Ryan leaned across from the other side. Jared hadn’t really backed up since he whispered in her ear, so now they were almost blocking her from my view, their faces virtually touching hers. “Look,” he said softly. “It’s all cool. Only do it if you want to. Neither of us are into getting women to do stuff they don’t want to do. But”—he exchanged grins with Jared—”trust me, we’re
good
at this. It’ll be good for you, too. Not rough.
Good.”
He made it sound incredibly enticing and he sounded sincere. I imagined what he was describing and my cock throbbed, iron-hard and red hot against my leg. God, Harriet on a bed, between the two of them….
Ryan brushed his hand along Harriet’s shoulder, smoothing his fingertips over her pale skin. The hand was a rich tan from all his years outdoors. On her other shoulder, Jared’s hand looked much the same. Their two muscled, tan bodies, pressed hard against my wife’s much paler one...God!
Okay, so the idea turned me on. A lot. But it was a male fantasy. No woman would want to be taken by two men at once, surely?
I studied Harriet carefully as the two men talked to her. Two sets of lips, murmuring in her ears. Two hands, stroking her shoulders. Two strong hands holding her thighs.
I saw her legs close...and then her thighs squeeze together. I knew what that meant.
“I—” She glanced at me. “I need to check with my driver. Check that he’s okay to drive us there,”
“Sure,” said Jared. She went to slide down from her seat, but suddenly his arm was around her waist, holding her in position. “But first,” he said, “how about a little taste? I can’t wait anymore.”
He brushed her hair back from her face and moved his head down towards hers, going slowly enough that she had time to pull away if she wanted to.
She didn’t pull away. She gulped and then her eyes fluttered closed. And then they were kissing—soft and tentative, at first. I could see her surroundings having an effect on her. The knowledge that there were people all around made her hesitant, her lips staying closed. But then, as Jared’s hand glided up to her breast, she let out a soft moan and gave herself up to it. I saw her lips flower open and then his tongue was seeking out hers, hard and demanding. They moved and twisted together, their breath coming faster and faster. When they broke, Jared was grinning and Harriet was panting and heavy-lidded with desire.
I could feel the shift in the room around us. People were looking—this
was
Jared Vaele, after all, with his tongue in the mouth of some hot blonde.
Then Ryan put a single finger on Harriet’s cheek and turned her head to face him. As she opened her eyes fully, still dazed from Jared’s kiss, he gave her the full force of that cocky, handsome smirk...and raised an eyebrow in question.
I saw Harriet’s eyes dart sideways, wondering who was watching. But then Ryan’s lips were approaching hers and she had to make a decision.
I watched as my wife closed her eyes once more. This time, there was no hesitation. As soon as Ryan’s lips met hers, they were kissing with a heated urgency that made me gasp. He kissed differently to Jared. Where Jared was all strength and heat, Ryan was dark promises and teasing, sucking on her lower lip and nipping it with his teeth in a way that made her groan. Meanwhile, Jared was stroking her back with the palm of his hand, reminding her he was still there.
I could hear the conversations around me die. A football player kissing a woman—that was just gossip. But two players kissing the same one?
Ryan broke the kiss and glanced around. “We better get out of here,” he said. “Are we doing this, or not?”
Harriet gulped, then slipped down off her seat and ran over to me. “Bathroom!” she hissed. “Now!”
We hurried over to the corridor that led to the bathrooms. There, we stood and stared at each other, neither of us daring to say it. It was clear from both of our excited grins that we wanted to, but…
“We can’t,” said Harriet. “I mean, it’s just crazy.” Her protest didn’t sound at all convincing.
“You wouldn’t want to, would you? I mean…two guys?”
She wouldn’t meet my eyes, at first. When she did, I could see the hunger there.
Jesus!
Women really were kinkier than I’d thought.
God, imagine if she actually did it...the two of them fucking her at the same time….
I shook my head. “You can’t go to Ryan’s place,” I said. “I need to be able to keep an eye on you.”
“I know. I don’t want to do it if I’m on my own. I mean, I trust them, but...plus, it doesn’t feel fair if you can’t watch.”
We stood there staring at one another for a moment. We knew it was impossible, but we were both feeling the same deep, hot need.
“What about my phone?” said Harriet suddenly.
“What, you mean listen to you?” That sounded hot, but it wouldn’t be the same as seeing.
“No, I mean...he’s sure to have Wi-Fi at his place. I could do a video call with you, and then put my phone somewhere so you could see. You could watch from the car and bust in if anything went wrong.”
I turned it over in my mind. It was risky...if she couldn’t get it to work, she’d have to make some excuse and leave. But if it did work...God, imagine watching
that!
“Okay,” I said. “But are you sure you want to do this? Two guys? At once?”
She glanced back towards the table where Jared and Ryan were watching. “Oh yeah,” she breathed. “Hell, yeah.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Outside, we trooped out to the car. I hadn’t touched alcohol all night, but I felt half-drunk. It was something about the combination of the extreme and the familiar. Walking towards our car, unlocking it like I always did...while behind me, I could hear my wife giggling and two other men chatting away to her. I could see their reflection in the car windows as they approached. Each of them had an arm around her waist and her slender, pale body was dwarfed by theirs.
We got in, me in the front and all three of them in the back. Their shoulders were so wide, it was a tight squeeze. But neither of them looked like they wanted to spend the trip up front while his buddy snuggled up to my wife, so they made it work. Harriet wound up almost sitting on their laps, one ass cheek on either man’s thigh, their arms wrapped around her waist. In the rear view mirror, I could see how big her eyes had gotten, how she was breathing fast, shaky with lust. She put me in mind of a horse, nervous and flighty before a big race. Eager for the off.
We headed out, with Ryan directing me to his house up in the hills. Millionaire territory.
I tried to keep my eyes on the road. But once the traffic got lighter, I couldn’t help but glance in the mirror every now and then to see what was going on.
The two men had moved inward a little, so that they closed the gap beneath Harriet and she had to fully sit on their laps. They’d both scooched forward in their seats a little, too, so that they could lean back. Harriet’s head was on Ryan’s shoulder, between the two of them.
Jared and Ryan were each cupping one of her knees with their massive hands and, as I watched, they started to rub in slow circles, moving them gradually upward. They’d touched her higher than that, in the bar. But this time, their hands slid under the hem of her dress, tan fingers against pale thigh.
“Maybe we should wait until we get there,” said Harriet. But I could hear the raw edge of lust in her voice. Jared grinned.
The hands continued, rubbing and stroking, and I heard my wife’s breathing ratchet higher and higher as the hands disappeared up under her dress. Her thighs opened—I’m not sure if she did it, or they pushed them apart. And then I heard the high little gasp as they reached her panties.
I forced myself to look where I was going. We were up into the hills now, on smaller roads. Probably not all that far away.
“Make a left here,” Ryan told me. His voice was distracted. He was almost entirely focused on the feel of my wife’s soft skin under his palm.
The next time we stopped at a red light. I looked again. Now they were using their other hands on her breasts, fondling them gently through her dress. They were always gentle, despite their size. I think that’s why Harriet wasn’t intimidated. She had her eyes closed and her face was tilted up towards the ceiling as she gave herself up to the sensation of four hands caressing her body. For a moment, the only sound was the idling engine and my wife’s panting as thick, muscled fingers worked her up into a frenzy.
My wife! That’s my wife they’re doing that to!
The thought rattled around and around in my brain, my own excitement climbing higher and higher.
The lights changed and I pulled away. But then, seconds later, I caught a glimpse of something in the mirror. Jared was kissing Harriet, his mouth pressing her head back against the headrest, while Ryan—
Ryan was pulling her dress down, yanking on that soft rope that formed the shoulder strap. In the darkness of the car, I saw my wife’s pale breasts spring free, pink nipples already hard.
A horn sounded. I snapped around to the front and quickly got back into my own lane. But immediately, I was glancing in the mirror again. God, they’d got her topless, and she was moaning and writhing under Jared’s kiss. Ryan had his hands raised towards her breasts, but hadn’t touched them yet—it was as if he was savoring the moment.
I glanced around. There wasn’t much traffic around, but there were enough streetlights that the whole street was lit up with a soft orange glow. Certainly, anyone we passed would be able to see straight in through the windows and glimpse my half-naked wife being ravished by two men. I opened my mouth to say something but, at that second, Ryan’s hands closed on Harriet’s breasts and she gave a long, low moan of need. The men had twisted to face her and, with Jared’s face covering hers and Ryan’s hands on her breasts, I could barely see any of her. Just her long, mostly bare legs, kicking and straining in slow motion as if underwater. I knew her well enough that I recognized the way her thighs pressed together. She was having the time of her life. I couldn’t stop it...but what if someone saw? God, what if a cop pulled us over?
I drove on, occasionally getting a glimpse of her smeared, lipsticked mouth, a pale leg or a pink nipple. Then Ryan muttered something, but his voice was too muffled to make out.
“What?” I asked.
He spoke again, more clearly. “This is it. The driveway on your left.”
I glanced in the mirror and saw, just for an instant, my wife’s breast, shining with his spit. He’d had his mouth full.
 
***
 
The house was modern and lavish, with high iron gates that swung open automatically and parking for at least eight cars. Jared and Ryan climbed out unhurriedly, pulling Harriet with them. I saw her yank her dress back into place and push the hem of her dress down as she got out. That didn’t fix her flushed face, though, or the way her lipstick was smeared, or her mussed hair. It was clear that she’d been having a wild time of it on the back seat...and that it had only fueled her excitement. She was wide-eyed and grinning, almost trembling with anticipation.
When she came around to the driver’s window to talk to me, I grabbed her hand. “You sure you’ll be okay?” I asked quietly.
She nodded. “I trust them,” she said simply.
She stepped away and Ryan stepped up. “Figure we’ll be done in a couple of hours,” he told me. “Will you be okay out here?” He wasn’t being unfriendly, but he wasn’t going to invite me in, either. I was just the driver, after all, and you don’t invite the staff to a party.
“Sure,” I said. I didn’t
want
to come in. I needed quiet and privacy if I was going to be able to watch on my phone. The darkened driveway would be perfect.
Ryan enthusiastically slapped the roof of the car with his hand and walked toward the house, slipping an arm around my wife’s waist. Jared already had hold of her from the other side. Ryan unlocked a heavy wooden door...and seconds later, my wife was gone.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Minutes passed. And with each one, my excitement transformed into cold fear.
What the hell have I done?! What was I thinking?
We’d always been careful about safety. We’d always said that I’d be right there with her, in case a guy turned nasty. Now I’d sent her into a house with
two
muscled football players.
That’s your wife, you idiot! What’s wrong with you?!
Harriet had wanted to do it—had been enthusiastic about it, even. But that made it even worse. What if her own lust had clouded her judgement? I should have been the sensible one, protecting her from herself. Instead, I’d let her walk straight into the lion’s den.
I checked my phone for about the seventeenth time. No video call from Harriet. Not even a text message. Clearly, something had gone wrong. Had they turned rough and, even now, were doing awful things to her? Had they seen her try to film them with her phone and gotten angry? Had she just forgotten in the heat of the moment, or not been able to access the house’s Wi-Fi?
Whatever the cause, the effect was the same. The only safe thing to do was to presume the worst.
I checked my watch. It had already been ten minutes.
I had to go in there and get her out.
Heart thumping, I crept from the car.
Maybe I should just call the cops.
And say what? That I was an escort’s driver and I thought she might be having problems? At the very least, they’d take our details and my wife would be branded a prostitute forever. I decided to try to get a look at what was happening through a window. If they
were
arguing, maybe I could just quickly pull her out of there and we could walk away clean.
I stole silently around the side of the house, pushing through bushes. There were no side doors and the windows were dark. But then I heard voices coming from the rear. Happy voices.
I crept closer, crouching down so that I was hidden in the shadows and foliage. The house was built on a cliff top overlooking the city. At the rear, the ground dropped abruptly away, giving a spectacular view. There was a big deck with a barbeque...and a hot tub.
And in the hot tub were Jared and Ryan. I couldn’t see my wife, but they seemed to be speaking to her.
“C’mon,” said Jared. “It’s awesome. You’ll love it.”
“I don’t have anything to wear.” Harriet’s voice. Where was she? It sounded as if she was inside the house, but I didn’t dare peek around the corner to see.
“Wear your underwear,” said Ryan, smirking.
“It’ll get wet!”
“It’ll dry again.”
“And I’m not…” She broke off and I could imagine her blushing. “I’m not wearing a bra. You know that.” She sounded a little embarrassed, but a
lot
turned on.
“We know,” said Jared, chuckling. “C’mon, Kimberly. Get your ass in here.”
And then Harriet finally stepped into view. She’d been inside the house, looking out at the guys in the hot tub. As she emerged onto the deck, I saw that her dress was fully back in place and that she’d fixed her make-up. That must have been what took so long—she’d headed off to a bathroom as soon as they’d arrived to fix her face and calm down.
Maybe I’d overreacted. It had only been ten minutes. If we ever did this again, we needed to have a better system in place so that she could reassure me everything was okay. For now, everything was okay. I felt my heart rate start to slow.
Harriet peeled the black dress from her body, lifting it over her head. Her long legs came into view, then her flaring hips and pert ass. The dress clung to her as it slid up over her breasts and then they were bursting free, bouncing softly in the moonlight and the soft glow from the hot tub. God, she looked amazing. My wife was every bit as beautiful as a model and she was mine.
And tonight, theirs. My cock was hard as rock in my pants. It hit me that I had a perfect view. I could stay and watch.
Harriet bent and unfastened her heels. Then, in just a pair of skimpy black briefs, she stepped over to the hot tub. Steam was rising from the surface. She touched a toe to the water. “Ooh…” she said, smiling.
“C’mon,” said Ryan, reaching up and offering her his hand.
Harriet took it and climbed down into the tub. She wound up nestled between the two men, looking out over the city. “It’s amazing,” she said.
“Second best sight tonight,” said Ryan.
“Amen,” said Jared.
Harriet gave Ryan a look. “I bet you say that to all the girls you bring up here.”
“It’s true though,” said Ryan. “I’m going to kiss you now, Kimberly.”
Harriet just had time to nervously swallow before he was pressing himself to her, kissing her hungrily. Her arms slowly wrapped around him, stroking the muscles of his back. Now that I could see their bare arms and chest, the difference between the men and Harriet was even more apparent. Ryan, being of Irish roots, was fairer skinned than Jared. But both of them were still much more tanned than Harriet. She looked so soft and pale, pressed up against all that smooth, tan muscle. Then Jared started to stroke her shoulders with those big hands, and the picture was complete—a pale maiden, squeezed between two tanned warriors.
They slid a little lower in the tub—Ryan must have bent his knees—and my wife’s hair hit the water, forming a golden fan on the surface. She didn’t seem to care. The kiss was growing hotter and heavier, her hands running eagerly up and down over Ryan’s shoulders and arms. In turn, his hands went lower and lower, below the rim of the pool and out of my sight. I guessed he must be fondling her ass. Then, suddenly, he broke the kiss and pulled away just as Harriet gave a yelp of surprise.
Ryan held up something black and dripping wet. He’d slid her panties off underwater.
“Ryan!” snapped Harriet. But she was giggling as she said it.
Ryan tossed them out onto the deck. “Won’t be needing those.”
Harriet stood up in the tub, staring at the little scrap of wet fabric. I could tell from the delicious way her breasts moved that her breathing was getting faster and faster. She was sensing the change in mood, the way this was sliding inexorably towards sex.
Even as I thought it, Jared stood up behind her, and I saw that he was completely naked. He pressed himself up against my wife from behind, his arms wrapping around her, scooped up her breasts and squeezed them. She gasped.
Ryan, meanwhile, was eyeing her pussy. With her standing up, it was just about on the surface, half submerged and half exposed. “Now
that’s
beautiful, Kimberly,” he told her. “You’re gorgeous, there.”
Harriet sort of writhed, flushing with the shame of her body being so closely examined, but she smiled, too. “You guys….”
Ryan settled himself lower in the tub—I guess he got down on his knees—so that his head was at groin level. “I gotta taste it,” he told her.
Harriet tensed, but she didn’t protest. She glanced just once over her shoulder, maybe thinking of her phone, in her clutch bag. Worrying that she’d promised to let me watch, not realizing that their suggestion of a quick dip in the hot tub would spiral into sex so fast. But I knew that she couldn’t fix that now, or they’d get suspicious. And besides, I
was
watching—she just didn’t know it.
Ryan moved closer and I saw Harriet’s legs open as his shoulders pushed them apart. Then Harriet let out a high little cry as Ryan’s mouth touched her for the first time.
It was obvious immediately that he was an expert. This was clearly his thing, a skill that he’d practiced on many women. Harriet’s eyes turned bigger than I’ve ever seen them and I saw her whole body weaken as if her muscles were turning to warm mush. “Oh
goddd,”
she said. “What—God, what are you
doooing?!”
“Yeah,” said Jared as if from long experience. “That’s what they always say.”
The angle of Ryan’s head changed just a little and my wife groaned. Her hands were tangled in Ryan’s hair, now, urging him on. He must be good at holding his breath, because his mouth was underwater, his lips sealed tight against her pussy as his tongue explored her.
“Oh God,” panted my wife. “God!”
Jared, meanwhile, was stroking her breasts. Soon, she was writhing between the two of them, her knees bent and her legs quaking as Ryan’s mouth took her higher and higher towards her peak. I couldn’t see much of what he was doing because it was happening mostly underwater, but clearly it felt amazing.
I’m going to have to find out what he’s doing that’s so good,
I decided.
Harriet was grinding her hips in a way I’d never seen before, as if she was completely out of control. Jared, behind her, was grinning, clearly loving the way that ripe peach of an ass was rubbing against his groin. His hands were filled with her breasts, his thumbs rubbing over and over her nipples. She was writhing and bucking, her whole body whipping around as if there was a live electrical cable sparking into the tub. They almost had to restrain her between them.
“God!”
Harriet shouted it, and I couldn’t remember ever hearing her voice so loud during sex. Jared chuckled. “God!”
she shouted again, eyes screwed closed and mouth straining wide. “YES!”
And suddenly she was shuddering, gulping in huge mouthfuls of air as the orgasm exploded within her. She almost looked panicked, as if her own body was racing away with her. Her cheeks flushed red, her hands clenched tight around the fistfuls of Ryan’s hair she held, and her head ground back around Jared’s shoulder. I saw her back arch like a bow and her thighs squeeze together around Ryan’s head, so hard it almost must have been painful for him.
At last it was over and she slumped backwards against Jared, her legs opening. Jared actually had to support her—her knees had literally gone weak.
Ryan stood up, water sluicing down his body. He was gasping for air but grinning, too. Even from beneath the surface, he must have been able to sense how strong her orgasm had been. “Good?”
My wife staggered to one of the hot tub’s seats and sat down, leaning her head back against the rim of the tub. She sort of grunted, her mouth open in a big, wide grin. He’d rendered her incapable of speech. “You have no idea,” she managed to croak at last. “No idea.”
The two men looked down at her and it hit me that Ryan was just as naked as Jared. Two naked men, both standing there looking at my naked, panting wife as she sat there slumped and blissfully unaware. I saw the grin that passed between them and the way their half-hard cocks stiffened slowly to full erection. Harriet had closed her eyes by this point so wasn’t aware of the attention she was getting.
“How about we move this party inside?” said Ryan, his voice thick with lust.
“Mm-hmm,” agreed my wife.
Jared and Ryan put a gentle hand under my wife’s arms and lifted her up out of the tub. It was only when she was halfway out that she opened her eyes and saw the two thick, long cocks that were primed and ready for her, almost at face-height. “Oh,”
she said. “I see.” And she smiled. “Let me get a towel,” she said. “I’ll meet you upstairs.”
And she staggered indoors on legs that were still like jelly. A grinning Jared and Ryan followed behind.
Things were just getting started.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I hurried back to the car. There was no way I could watch from outside, not if they were going upstairs to a bedroom. I’d reassured myself that everything was okay—now, I just had to hope that Harriet could come through with the video call.
Only a few seconds after I shut myself in the car, my phone lit up. An incoming call from my wife—with video. Both our phones had locked on to Ryan’s Wi-Fi, so the picture, when it came, was beautifully clear.
I was looking at my wife’s face, with white tiles behind her. “Where are you?” I whispered.
“Bathroom,” she whispered back. “Upstairs”
“You okay?”
She nodded quickly and then grinned. “Oh my God. I have so much to tell you. We went out to the hot tub and—”
“I saw.”
“You
saw?!”
“I was around by the side of the house.”
She grinned. “Ryan is something else. That man can do things with his tongue no man should be capable of.”
“I’m going to have to learn that.”
“Damn straight you are! Now look, I’m going to keep the call going but mute your end, just in case you make a noise. I’ll try to put the phone somewhere where it can see what’s going on.”
“Gotcha.”
She bit her lip. God, I loved it when she did that. “You sure you’re okay with this. Two men?”
“You sure
you
are?”
She nodded.
“Then I am. Go have fun.”
She grinned wider than I’d ever seen her grin and hurried off. The next few seconds were a confusing blur of images as she walked with the phone down at her side. I could see glimpses of white fabric and I realized she’d found a bathrobe and slipped it on. I heard low voices that suddenly grew louder as she opened a door. Then Jared’s voice. “Well now.
There
she is.”
“Sorry,” said Harriet. “Just wanted to get dry.” I heard her shake out her hair. “Well, mostly dry.”
“Come here.” Ryan’s voice.
“Coming! Just let me put this down.”
My view spiraled for a second and then suddenly I had a view of what looked like a huge bed—king-size, at least, maybe bigger. Two tan forms were stretched out on it. Everything was a blur. I was crestfallen.
Well, at least I can hear.
Then the phone’s camera focused and things snapped into pin-sharp clarity. I could see Jared and Ryan half-lying on the bed, grinning at my wife as she stepped into view. They were naked and she was still in her bathrobe. This was great! I was going to be able to see everything!
“Take it off,” said Jared. Ryan repeated it, and it became a good-natured chant.
Harriet smiled and blushed and then slowly undid the belt of the robe and stripped it off. Her body was still just slightly damp, small beads of moisture clinging to the upper slopes of her breasts and the shapely form of her calves. As she dropped the robe to the floor and climbed onto the bed, her damp hair gleamed. She crawled towards them until she was near their feet and then knelt there, uncertain. She looked up at the two of them questioningly.
Both of them grinned. “How about you start by giving me a little of what I gave you outside?” asked Ryan.
Harriet drew in a long, slow breath. There was something about the scene that made the lust crackle and flare within me, shooting straight down to my cock. The way she was kneeling there on the bed, her gorgeous breasts hanging down, looking up at not one but two men, waiting to service them. I could tell that it was having the same effect on her—I could almost see it running through her mind:
I’m really here, this is really going to happen. Me and two men.
She smiled a cat-like smile and crawled forward on the bed, straddling Ryan’s legs. On all fours, she wrapped her hand around his shaft and lowered her mouth to the head of his throbbing cock.
I had time now to properly take in Ryan’s body. He wasn’t quite as big as Jared, but he was somehow harder, as if he was made entirely of lean, sculpted muscle. Tattoos covered most of one arm and some of his chest—spiraling bands and tribal symbols, mostly, but there were a couple of words I couldn’t make out, too. If I had to guess, I’d have put money on them being something about living life or seizing the day—that seemed to be Ryan’s thing. His chest was thickly muscled and his shoulders were wide, but it was his midsection that was really impressive. I’d never seen a guy with such lean, sculpted abs.
Damn, I need to up my program at the gym.
Clearly, Harriet liked it too, because she started to run her free hand over those ridges of muscle as she stroked his cock. She opened her mouth wide and took the thick, gray-purple head inside, sealing her lips around it. I saw her cheeks hollow as she started to suck and the tell-tale movements that told me her tongue was hard at work inside her mouth.
Ryan groaned in pleasure. “That’s it,” he told her. “Oh yeah.”
Harriet looked up at him and then shook her damp hair back so that she could maintain eye contact. She started to push her head lower on him, sliding her lips in a tight, red band around his shaft, taking more of him in, then drawing back. Meanwhile, her hand was like a slow, deliberate piston, working up and down. I could see Jared’s eyes locked on what she was doing, no doubt imagining it was
his
cock in her mouth.
My wife pushed a little further and now her mouth was entirely full on each inward stroke, the head of him right at the back of her throat. The room was quiet enough that I could hear the soft sounds of her mouth moving on him. And I could see his shaft begin to glisten as her mouth left it wet in its wake. Her hand stroked and twisted, coating him, lubricating him. She lifted her ass up high in the air, angling her head down lower. I realized with a shock that she was opening up her throat, getting ready to—
“Oh man,” said Jared as he realized it too. Ryan just grinned.
Harriet slid the cock from her mouth, took a deep breath...and then took him in deep, all the way into her throat. Ryan groaned and bucked his hips a little as he felt that hot tightness suddenly envelop him. My wife let out a noise like
mmff!
but kept going, pushing further until her lips were sealed around the base of his shaft. Her palms were flat on his abs, as if ready to push herself off him if he grew forceful or tried to hold her there.
But he didn’t. He’d obviously learned the rule that the best way to get a woman to deep throat is to let her build up to it in her own time. That, and give her a mind-blowing orgasm so that she’s feeling grateful. He just drew in a deep, shuddering breath and stared down at her, his eyes heavy-lidded with lust. And my wife stared up at him with exactly the same expression. She was meeting his challenge, I realized. Showing him that she didn’t need a bad boy to corrupt her. Showing that she was gloriously corrupted already.
She started to suck him like that, bobbing her head up and down his shaft, taking the head of his cock all the way from the tight suction of her throat to the softness of her mouth, where her tongue could lick and play with it. She didn’t need her hands anymore—she kept them planted on him, fingers spread along the lowest ridges of his abs, thumbs at the base of his cock. Her damp blonde hair shone in the room’s soft lights and the pale globes of her upraised ass and bouncing breasts gleamed with the last traces of moisture. She looked incredibly beautiful.
The sounds had become obscene: the soft suction of her mouth, the slither of her lips against his slickened shaft and the groans he made as she brought him closer and closer to the edge.  And underneath it all, I could just detect another sound—a low moan coming from Harriet as she got more and more turned on. It only increased when, tired of just watching, Jared shifted around on the bed and moved to sit beside her, so that he could run a hand over her bare, upraised ass. When he slid his hand down between her thighs and cupped her pussy, her moans turned to groans of need.
“She’s wet,” said Jared delightedly. “Man, she’s soaking. This is really turning you on, isn’t it, Kimberly?”
“Mm-hmm,”
my wife managed around the cock in her mouth.
“You’re going to fuck both of us, aren’t you, Kimberly?” said Ryan. “Both of us at the same time.”
I saw a tremble go through Harriet’s body. I think it was hearing the plan voiced so unequivocally. “Mm-hmm,”
she groaned again.
Ryan shook his head. “I can’t take anymore of this.”  He put a finger under Harriet’s chin and lifted her head off him. “Come here.”
Obediently, Harriet sat up. Ryan grabbed her under the arms and she found herself pulled hard up the bed towards him. She gave a delighted yelp of surprise as she slid up his body until she was straddling him, facing him.
He immediately palmed her breasts, rolling the soft flesh in his hands. “Man, you’ve gotta have the best boobs in the city,” he told her. “With your body, you were just born to do this. You’re made for sex.” He looked up at her face and cocked an eyebrow. “You’re not the kinda girl who’s gonna take offense at that, are you?”
“No,” she said with a quick shake of her head. I wondered how she really felt about it. All day, she was a high-powered advertising exec and it made her furious that men judged her based on her looks instead of her brain. But now, in this secret life she had, to hear that her body was perfect for sex...that was different. If I knew Harriet, it would be a turn on.
“Throw me a condom,” Ryan said to Jared. “Can’t wait any longer. I got to find out if Kimberly feels as good as she tastes.”
I saw Harriet flush and shudder at his directness...but it was a very particular kind of shudder. As Jared rummaged in the nightstand for a condom, I saw Ryan grin and lean in close to Harriet’s ear. He started to whisper, but I couldn’t hear what he said. Dammit! I turned the phone’s volume to maximum and strained my ears.
“—it when I talk like that, don’t you?” Ryan was whispering.
I saw Harriet nod. Ryan grinned wolfishly. Then his buddy was throwing him a condom and he was rolling it down his glistening length. He put his hands on Harriet’s waist, lifting her so that he could nestle his cock between the damp folds of her pussy. Both of them stared down at her entrance and then Harriet threw a quick glance over her shoulder at Jared. I knew what she was thinking:
this is just the beginning.
Eventually, she’d be taking him, as well.
“Don’t worry,” said Ryan. “We’ll start off slow.” And then he gripped her hips and pulled her down onto him in one long, slow movement. Harriet’s head rocked back as he plunged up into her, opening her up. And just like that, my wife had a new man inside her.
How many is that?
Ben, her first client. Matt. Jared, the first time. Then the apartment: Edward, Richard, Aaron. Seven. Ryan was her seventh new man, since we’d been married. Seven men, in just a few weeks. The thought should have horrified me. It did, in a way, a dark implosion of wrongness, deep in my stomach, the knowledge that we were doing something completely outside the normal rules of society. But the darkness was blazing hot, too, filling me with an energy I’d never felt until this adventure had started. The more clients she saw, the better it got. The knowledge that they all wanted her, lusted after her, spent money to get her...and she was mine.
I watched as Ryan lifted my wife, handling her weight easily. I saw her gasp as she slid up his cock...all
the way off, until the thick head of him actually slipped from her. There he stopped, holding her so that the tip just stroked her wet folds. She gasped and panted, looking down at him in surprise.
He grinned...and pushed her back down onto him again. And then I understood—he wanted that feeling of penetrating her again. He wanted to feel his cock spread her and open her up. Harriet’s eyes fluttered closed at the sensation of taking him again, and this time he pushed her down further, almost to the root. I saw her thighs open a little—God, she was actually trying to take him deeper! She was at least as eager to be fucked as these men were to fuck her.
Ryan leaned forward. This time, as he lifted her, he licked at her breast as it passed, making it bounce. Harriet gasped as his cock slipped from her again...and then groaned as she was plunged down onto him. This time, he pushed her all the way and I saw her knees slide along the bedspread as she opened herself wider. Inch after inch of that thick cock disappeared into her, until she threw her head back, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure, and her groin kissed his.
They stayed like that for a moment, completely joined. Ryan’s hands stroked up her folded legs, following the zig-zag from ankle to knee and back along to her hip, then up her sides to her shoulders and down to her breasts. “Damn,” he breathed. “You’re something else, Kimberly. Now...are you ready?”
I saw my wife swallow and glance around the room. First at Jared, who was waiting patiently behind the couple, watching the show. Then a quick glance right at the phone, at me. I loved her for that, for that little second of eye contact. I knew that she was still thinking of me, even with his cock buried inside her.
“Yes,” she said clearly.
Ryan grinned. “Then fuck me.”
This time, he let her do the work. She started slowly at first, using the strength of her legs to slide up his length and then drop herself back down. My eyes were locked on that glistening shaft and the way her pale breasts bounced with each movement.
Her steady rhythm began to grow and she planted her hands on Ryan’s hips to give herself more power. The bed began to rock with her movements, the whole room filling with the soft thump of her body against his. Ryan began to stroke her breasts, using just his fingertips to trace around and around the nipples until she grabbed his hands and crushed them hard to her, showing him how she wanted it. He squeezed and she moaned in pleasure.
Ryan used all those hard athlete’s muscles to lever himself up to sitting without using his hands, bringing their upper bodies close together. He began to whisper in her ear again and once again I maxed out the phone’s volume.
“—this, don’t you? You love fucking me like this?”
“Yes,” Harriet gasped.
“You’re my dirty little slut, aren’t you? You’ve needed that cock inside you all night, haven’t you?”
“Yesss!”
“You’re going to make yourself come, bouncing up and down on top of me, aren’t you? You’re going to squeeze my cock as you come your brains out?”
“Yes!”
I listened, turned on as hell but shocked at how he was talking to her. I knew she sometimes liked dirty talk, but I hadn’t figured on her going for
that.
This experience was teaching me all sorts of things about her.
“Go on, then. Tell me. Tell me how you need it and I’ll help you,” Ryan told her, squeezing her breasts a little as he said it.
“I—Hard. Hard, Ryan.”
“What do you need hard, Kimberly?”
She sounded almost annoyed at his teasing, but the anger was tinged with lust. “Oh! You.... Fucked! I need you to fuck me hard!”
Ryan grinned in victory and gripped her waist again. And now, with him lifting her and her powering herself with her legs and arms, they could go faster, rushing her towards her peak. She was going to get there before him...and I realized suddenly that that was what he wanted. He wanted her to come before he did.
She started to lean back, now, her body beginning to shine with the sweat of her exertion, her breasts magnificent as her back arched. She was gasping and panting as she rose and fell, her groin thumping against his as hard as the two of them could manage. I’d never seen her fuck with such frantic need. Maybe it was what he’d done to her in the hot tub, but she was turned on like never before.
“G—God,” she moaned. “I—I’m going to come. Don’t. Stop.”
Ryan almost growled and moved her even faster. Then he looked over her shoulder and jerked his head at Jared. I stiffened. Were they maneuvering to do it, now?
But Jared just shuffled forward on the bed and wrapped an arm around Harriet’s waist. I didn’t understand until his hand thrust between her thighs, one thick finger extended.
“OH JESUS!”
screamed Harriet. “GOD!”
Her hips became a frenzy, grinding and pushing, ramming herself down onto the cock that filled her. Ryan’s hands were squeezing her breasts, his thumbs stroking her nipples, and now she had a third hand deftly caressing her aching clit.
It took only a few seconds. She was already so close to coming, Jared only had to circle her clit a few times before the climax rushed through her and exploded, her whole body going stiff. Ryan groaned suddenly and I knew she must be spasming around his cock, massaging him with tight, liquid heat. From the look on his face, he was trying desperately not to come.
Jared leaned close and licked at Harriet’s earlobe as she writhed and bucked, her whole body straining. Then she collapsed atop Ryan, limp and panting.
I thought that they’d do it then, when she was still recovering and blissed out. But I’d underestimated the two of them. Ryan gently rolled onto his side, slipping his cock from her, and lay facing her, side by side. Jared lay down on the bed behind her and they let her rest for a few minutes, until her breathing slowed and her senses started to return.
“God,” she croaked at last. “It’s never been like
that
before.”
“We’re just getting started,” said Jared in a low rumble.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Harriet swallowed. “If that was one of you...I’m not sure I can handle two!”
Both men laughed. “You’ll be fine,” said Jared. “We’ll go real slow.”
Ryan looked seriously at her. “But you don’t have to,” he said quietly. “If you don’t want to, that’s fine. No one’s going to force you.” Then he leaned close and spoke to her in a low voice—but not quite the whisper he’d used before. He clearly wanted Jared to hear. “But I think you
do
want it, Kimberly. I think you want to know what it feels like, to have my cock and his cock inside you at the same time. I think you don’t want to walk away from here tonight knowing you’ve never tried it. Is that right?”
Harriet squirmed. I knew that squirm very well. “Yes,” she said in a low voice.
Ryan leaned closer still and cupped her head in his hands, his thumbs gently brushing her cheeks. He lowered his voice another notch. “You want us both to fuck you, don’t you, you little slut?”
Harriet bit her lip. “Yes,” she whispered.
Ryan smiled and winked at Jared over her shoulder. Then, to my surprise, they swapped sides—Ryan lay down behind her while Jared moved in front.
Jared gave her a big, heartfelt grin as they came face to face.  “Hi,” he said.
“H—Hi,” said Harriet, her eyes suddenly huge. I saw that her gaze kept flicking to the side, as if trying to look behind her without actually moving her head.
“Shh,” Jared told her. “Don’t be scared.” He swept his hand down her arm from shoulder to wrist—a gentle action, as if he was calming a nervous animal. Then he rolled a condom slowly down his shaft. I could see Harriet staring at his cock. I’d forgotten that Jared was bigger than Ryan. I knew now why they’d swapped sides.
Jared briefly cupped one of her breasts, relishing the feel of it. “Damn, I’ve been waiting to get my hands on these again,” he told her, and she giggled despite her nerves. Then his hand traced down her body and she gasped as he cupped her pussy. Two thick fingers plunged into her. “Man, you’re really wet. Ryan really did a number on you, didn’t he?” He was grinning as he said it. There was no jealousy between the two men. Harriet nodded.
Then Jared was brandishing his cock and moving in closer. He captured her upmost leg in one big hand and lifted it, opening her. She caught her breath as his cock brushed against her outer lips.
“Just relax,” he told her. And then he was sliding into her, her second man that night. She sucked in a long, slow breath as he filled her, her eyes never leaving his for a moment. It was an awkward position, lying on their sides, and he couldn’t enter her as deeply as he had done at the hotel. But given the size of him, he still filled her almost completely.
“God!”
she breathed. And I knew what she was thinking because, outside in the car, I was thinking it too:
that’s only one of them.
Behind her, Ryan was gently rubbing her ass cheeks. He hadn’t even moved in close yet—just like Jared, he was taking care not to spook her.  But I could see his cock was throbbing and ready.
Jared started to fuck her—short, slow strokes, rocking his body against hers so that he ground against her clit. She bit her lip and closed her eyes, her hands finding his shoulders. Her upper body pressed against his, her breasts mashing against those strong pecs. Soon, her arms were wrapped completely around him, pulling him to her, and her legs were hooking around him.
That was Ryan’s signal to start. I saw him squeeze a generous amount of lube onto his fingertips and then start to rub at her asshole. The first touch of his fingers made her jerk and her eyes fly open but, after a few seconds and a few calming whispers from Jared, she relaxed. Jared had slowed his fucking even more, now, and the two of them were moving in a gentle, hypnotic rhythm, bodies flexing and meeting, almost a dance.
Ryan slowly slid a thick finger into her ass and began to pump it in and out. Harriet tensed and then started to grind her hips a little, as if she found the sensation alien but not unpleasant. When he started to circle it as well, she began to writhe. As the minutes passed, he built up to two fingers. And then he lubed his cock.
Harriet’s eyes snapped wide as she felt Ryan’s weight shift on the bed and the touch of his hot, hard cock against her ass cheek. “I—God, I don’t know if I can,” she said suddenly.
“Shh,” Jared said again, brushing her cheek and slowing his thrusts. “You don’t have to.”
Ryan paused there, waiting, but let the head of his cock nestle against her lubed asshole. She gasped as she felt it there. After a few seconds, she began to grind back against it.
Jared looked at her questioningly.
She bit her lip.
“Do you?” Jared asked. “Do you want to?”
She hesitated...and then nodded, flushing.
Ryan grinned and moved in even closer. His cock nestled, then pushed...then
spread.
“God!” said Harriet, clutching at Jared’s arms. “I—I can feel him!”
Ryan gave another push with his hips. I could read his progress in my wife’s eyes.
Opening. Entering. Filling.
“God!”
panted Harriet. Her hands were grabbing at the muscles of Jared’s back, now. “He—He’s inside me—”
And then Ryan gave a push and he was sliding all the way into her, and Harriet’s eyes went wider than I’d ever seen them. And simultaneously, Jared pushed all the way into her from the front, using his hands on her waist to draw her in close, and then my wife was sandwiched between them, filled from both sides.
“Ah!”
she gasped. “God!”
The men waited.
“God...It’s...God, don’t move. Just let me-” She was panting, and I sensed she was rushing towards orgasm as quickly as if she was being fucked, just from her body clutching and squeezing at them. “Just let me...don’t move...God, it’s...good!”
Ryan smiled. “Good?”
“Wonderful. Scary. Don’t move.... Okay. Move. Slowly.”
And they began to fuck her—slowly, like she’d asked. And the sight of those two tan bodies, crushing my wife’s pale body between them, their two thick cocks sliding into her...that’s a sight I’ll never forget, as long as I live.
For the first few minutes, they kept it slow. But when they gradually began to build their pace and she didn’t protest, they got faster and faster. Soon their bodies were slapping together: Ryan against the pert globes of her ass, Jared between those perfect pale thighs. They took possession of a breast each, Ryan reaching around from behind, and held a hip each, to pin her in place.
Her mouth was open and gasping. Jared claimed it, kissing her deep and searching out her tongue with his. Ryan pulled her hair out of the way so that he could kiss her neck. Between them, my wife writhed and trembled, driven beyond all control. Her hands had relaxed on Jared’s back and she started to alternate between the two of them, reaching for Jared and then reaching back for Ryan, as if she couldn’t get enough of touching either one.
It was amazing. I’d never seen my wife lose herself so completely. She’d given herself up to her sexual urges. And either side of her, two prime alpha males, two guys who’d no doubt had hundreds of women each, who were unable to resist her.
My wife.
I’d never been prouder; I’d never been more turned on.
As the men’s thrusts built to a frenzy, their muscular bodies became brutal and machine-like in their power. With one on each side, I could only see glimpses of my wife between them: some blonde tresses, a pale leg, a breast. She was subsumed in hard male flesh, surrounded by it, crushed between them and lost in a world of sweat and pumping friction and dark, dark heat.
The men hung on as long as they could, their faces turning fierce, lips drawn back over their teeth as they struggled to hold back. It wasn’t until she came, legs kicking and fingers clawing at them, shouting
Jared
and then
Ryan
that they finally rammed deep inside her and held there, shooting thick streams of their seed. Their eruption inside her only intensified her orgasm. She flexed between them, crushing her sweat-damp breasts against Jared and then pushing back against Ryan, thrashing like a mermaid pinned by two sailors. She twisted her head around and Ryan kissed her hard and long, sucking on her lower lip, while Jared smothered her neck with kisses.
The three of them gradually wound down like a machine whose power has been cut. It was almost a minute before they lay completely still. As they lay there together, both men still inside her, the only sound was their labored breathing. Soon, even that had slowed to normal.
And then, as reality crept back in, Harriet’s face flushed.
“You okay?” asked Jared, pushing a few strands of sweat-soaked hair from her forehead.
She looked away, unable to meet his eyes.
“We didn’t hurt you, did we?” asked Ryan.
She shook her head quickly, but still looked troubled. I saw her glance down at herself. At the places where their bodies joined. She was ashamed, I think, and a little shocked at what she’d done. Their two cocks had brought her to an orgasm more intense than any I’d seen, but now the feel of them inside her was a reminder of just how far she’d traveled from what her respectable friends would call
normal.
My heart ached. I wished I was there to comfort her, to run in and tell her that it was all okay, that it didn’t make her a slut, or whatever other name she was calling herself inside her head. But I was outside in the car, cut off from her.
I needn’t have worried, though. Jared and Ryan were adept at this part, too.
Ryan went first. He lifted her hair away from her neck and kissed her right on her hairline, where the sensation made her squirm in delight. “You’re amazing,” he said sincerely. “I think you’re the sexiest damn woman I’ve ever been with.”
Jared kissed her softly. “Me too,” he said. “I’m really glad I ran into you today. And I’m glad you agreed to meet us and come here.”
Harriet nodded, but she was still blushing. “I can’t believe I did that,” she said in a small voice.
“You were
amazing,”
Jared told her solemnly. “Amazing.
Do you know how few women ever do that? How few ever experience what that feels like? Even if you never do it again, you’ve done it once.”
Harriet slowly nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “I guess I have.”
“But I hope you’ll do it again,” said Ryan. “I mean...you enjoyed it, right?”
She flushed again, but this time there was a smile on her lips. “Yes,” she said, nodding firmly.
“Attagirl!” They slowly withdrew from her—Jared and then Ryan, and the twin sensations made her gasp. Then she was getting up off the bed and heading for the shower.
I heard the distant sound of the spray starting a few seconds later. But the picture on my phone continued. I realized that Harriet had forgotten to end the call or take her phone with her into the bathroom. It was still sitting there in the bedroom, transmitting.
Jared stretched out on the bed, hands behind his head. “Man,”
he said. “I love that girl. I wasn’t sure she’d do it. I think she was telling the truth, y’know. I don’t think she ever had two guys before.”
Ryan started to dress. “I know.” He shook his head. “Something’s different about that one. She’s not like other escorts. She’s kind of...innocent.”
Jared grinned. “That’s what you like about her!”
Ryan laughed. “Maybe. Damn, she’s got a pussy on her. Tight...and so
wet.
And that rack. She’s got the full package.” He pulled his shirt on. “I’m gonna see her out to her car.”
Jared nodded. “My half of the money’s on the dresser. And my tip. Don’t stiff her on the tip, man.”
“Jesus, no. For
that?!
She’s getting double.”
Out in the car, I couldn’t help but grin. Hearing them talk about her was an unexpected bonus. Minutes later, Harriet returned from the shower and reclaimed her phone, ending the call. But not before she gave me a subtle wink.
I quickly put my phone away. When I saw the front door of the house open, I got out and stood ready at the car’s door like a diligent chauffeur. Ryan and Harriet stopped in the doorway.
“You take care,” Ryan said. “We have
got
to meet up again, sometime.”
Harriet was smiling and blushing. “Absolutely,” she said, and there was a noticeable tremor of excitement in her voice. When they kissed goodbye, it was a long, slow kiss, his mouth hungry on hers. And then he reached down and grabbed her ass with both hands one last time and she squealed in delight.
I held open her door for her while she got in. I was about to get in myself when Ryan walked over and offered me his hand. I held out mine, thinking he wanted to shake, only to realize he was holding something. A fifty dollar bill.
“Thanks for waiting, man,” he said. “I mean, I know she pays you, too, but I appreciate it. It’s gotta be a drag, sitting around out here.”
I tried not to grin. “No problem,” I said. “It was fine.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Back home, we barely got inside the house before I was tearing at her clothes. I got the dress up and over her head and then drank in the sight of her pale body. She hadn’t been wearing a bra and, although she’d reclaimed her panties, she’d left them off since they were still soaking wet. So I got to see her completely, gloriously naked, her full breasts bouncing, the small triangle of blonde hair between her thighs gleaming. She’d taken a shower since her session with Jared and Ryan, but their touch was still fresh on her. I could see the flush in her cheeks, the subtle red marks where they’d squeezed and groped her breasts.
I cupped her pussy and she groaned. Pushing her up against the living room wall, I gently slipped two fingers into her. God, she was wet. And so ready—not
looser,
exactly, but
opened.
Ready for action.
“Was it good?” I asked breathlessly. “Tell me.”
She grinned, her eyes searching my face, but didn’t speak.
“What?” I asked.
She shook her head slowly. “Nothing, just…” She flushed. “I was worried that you might...you know. See me differently, afterwards. But you don’t, do you? You’re turned on.”
“Are you kidding? Of course I’m turned on! That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!” I shook my head slowly. “And of
course
I don’t see you differently! I can’t believe you’d even think that!”
She swallowed. “It was just so intense. And it seemed so crazy. Two men”—she squirmed—“inside
me.”
“It was amazing, was what it was. Was it good? Tell me!”
“You saw it all!”
“I want to hear it from you!”
She smiled, relaxing, now. “It was fantastic,” she said. “Before Matt, I hadn’t even had anything”—she glanced behind her—“there, before. It’s a different kind of pleasure. Darker. Hotter, maybe. I’m glad it was Ryan, there.”
I smirked. “Because Jared’s bigger?”
Her eyes grew wide. “God, yes! I hadn’t even thought of that! I don’t think I could have taken Jared there. But no, I meant...Ryan’s sort of the bad boy. It sort of fitted that he’d do something….”
“...filthy?”
“filthy and wrong.” She squirmed. “Wrong in a good way.”
I still had two fingers inside her—unconsciously, I’d started to pump them slowly back and forth and she’d begun to grind her hips as we talked. I slid my other hand around behind her and cupped her ass, then moved my finger inward. She gasped as I touched her tight pucker. “So do you like it
here?
And did you like both at the same time?”
She nodded breathlessly. “I wasn’t sure at first. I was a little scared, but I wanted to try it. But then, when it started, it was great. I think because they went slow.” She smiled, remembering, and gripped my arm tight. “God, when they both moved into me...it was like being filled up, more than I’ve ever been before.”
I listened, her words burning in my ears and soaking into my brain. I gently pushed against her asshole. My finger penetrated her in one long, slow push and she groaned with need. I began to circle her clit with my thumb as I fucked her with my fingers. My cock was hard as steel. “Go on,” I hissed.
She pulled me close and panted her words into my ear. “When they went deep,” she told me, “I thought they were going to meet inside me.
So much of them,
all inside me.”
I moved my fingers faster inside her. Feeling the way her pussy was wet from her other lovers, the way her lips were plump and swollen from the fucking she’d received. “God,
yes!”
“They fucked me, Jack.” Her voice was shaky with excitement. “They fucked me and fucked me, two of them at once, right up inside me—”
I pulled my fingers from her and shoved my pants down my thighs. My cock in my fist, I rammed her back against the wall and muscled my way between her legs, rooting for her opening. She grabbed my ass with both hands. “God, yes,” she panted.
I plunged into her, feeling her hot wetness envelop me, spreading her just as her lovers had done. But they hadn’t taken her like
this,
bareback and raw, pushing right up into her—
“Jack!”
she gasped in ecstasy, eyes squeezed shut.
I growled and pulled myself from her. Plunged into her again, all the way. She gasped as I hit her limits and then wrapped her legs around me. I started to grunt as I fucked her up against the wall, inserting both hands between her ass cheeks and the wall so I could squeeze her there. I found her tight nether hole and thrust a finger deep, fucking her there, just as they had.
“You loved it, didn’t you?” I panted. “You loved getting fucked by two men.”
She had her head on my shoulder, her chin digging in almost painfully, she was clutching at me so hard. “Yes!”
My hips were driving hard into her, now, my groin grinding against her clit. I knew neither of us were going to last long. “You’re going to keep doing this, aren’t you?” I was barely even aware of what I was saying, lost in the heat of it. “Man after man between your legs. Anyone who pays to be there.”
“Yes!”
I growled and, just as I felt my seed boil and compress, ready to erupt, I felt her pussy squeeze me again and again, almost milking me. I pulled her tight to me and panted in her ear as the first thick jet fired out of me. “Take it!” I panted. “You’re mine!”
“Jack!”
she moaned, and pulled me to her while her pussy squeezed and clutched at me. I shot again and again, coating her, filling her.
When we’d finished, we found ourselves searching for the other’s lips, our mouths joining in a frantic dance. She was mine, and we loved each other more than ever.
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Sometimes, I wonder if it was deliberate. Maybe not consciously, maybe it was
subconscious, but I wonder if Harriet knew exactly what she was doing that night, when she got so drunk.
It was a couple of days after Jared and Ryan. We’d invited our friends, Tess and Stan, over to our house for dinner. We were hoping that a night away from their money problems might ease their stress, and we figured that it was better than a restaurant because there’d be no uncomfortable silences when it came time for the bill. Neither of us wanted to hurt their pride. We’d both tried, gently but persistently, to offer them money to help with their bills, and every time they’d refused.
In the last few days, Harriet and I had talked about it several times. Each time, she’d give me a look I recognized all too well. The one where she pleaded with me to let her tell Tess about the escorting, so that she could try it. And I’d always give her the same look back, the one that said
I’m sorry...but no.
And she’d sigh and nod. We got so good at it, we could do the whole thing without talking. It killed both of us to be so powerless to help our friends.
I’d made the mistake of going into the kitchen with Stan, sinking a beer with him while we cooked the steaks. It was a warm summer evening and none of us were in a particular hurry to eat, so we shot the breeze for a while before we even got around to introducing the meat to some heat. So Harriet and Tess chatted for a long time in the next room before we finally called them through to eat.
I didn’t realize anything was wrong, at first. In my defense, there was a lot to be distracted by. Harriet was wearing a blue and white summer dress and the soft, filmy fabric hugged every contour of her luscious body. With her pale skin and long, blonde hair, she looked like she should be standing on some Swiss mountain, seducing goat herders.
Next to her, Tess was just as alluring. Her dress was similar, but it was green and white, the green contrasting beautifully with her long auburn tresses. Neither of the dresses was all that long and there was far too much female leg on show for any male brain to function properly. I noticed Stan checking out Harriet’s legs as she sat down at the table.
It was only when the conversation started that I realized how tipsy Harriet was. Normally, it wouldn’t have worried me at all. She doesn’t drink often and she never gets mean or angry when she drinks. In fact, it’s usually fun when she drinks because she tends to get horny—just like at the hotel, when our whole adventure started.
But she also tends to get talkative. And I had a horrible feeling I knew where the conversation might veer, if I wasn’t very, very careful.
Even so, nothing bad happened until we were well into the meal. One of us asked a question—I can’t even remember which of us it was—and Tess and Stan exchanged awkward looks and then Stan sighed and put down his fork.
“We’re going to lose the house,” he said, spitting out the words. He drank some wine, as if to take the taste away.
“You’re
sure?!”
asked Harriet, leaning forward in her seat.
“It was a two-income mortgage,” said Tess despondently. “We could pay it for a while on one. But not forever.”
Harriet glanced at me in that way I knew so well, but there was something different, this time. An accusing edge in her glare.
I gave her the same look I always gave her, the one that said,
we can’t—
But she glanced instantly away, not meeting my eyes.
My stomach turned over.
Shit!
“I think we should talk,” Harriet said to Tess.
“Maybe not,” I said quickly.
“Talk?” Tess frowned. “Harriet, I know you want to help, but we’re not taking money from you.”
Harriet shook her head and stood up—slightly unsteadily—and grabbed Tess’s hand. “No arguments,” she told her friend. “Outside. Now.” And she led Tess towards the garden.
Stan shot me a questioning look. I shrugged, but I knew all too well what was going through Harriet’s mind. “Honey?” I said, “I really think...can we talk about this?”
Harriet shook her head. When she glanced back at me from the doorway, she didn’t look mad, just determined. “It’s my decision too,” she said. “And I’m taking it.”
Shit!
She was going to tell Tess! My eyes went from Harriet to Tess and back again, trying to work out how to plead with my wife without letting on what we were arguing about.
Too late. Harriet pulled Tess outside and down towards the end of the garden.
“What the hell’s going on?” asked Stan.
“Nothing! Harriet’s just had too much to drink.” I was babbling, now. “She’s probably just going to talk to Tess about taking on some consulting work on the side, or something.”
Or, you know, suggesting that Tess takes all her clothes off and puts her head between Harriet’s thighs while some multi-millionaire watches.
I felt ill. Everything was about to come spilling out and, if I raced out there and tried to reason with her, I had a feeling I was just going to make it happen faster. My only hope was that Harriet would come to her senses before she said anything.
I could see them through the kitchen window. Harriet had her arm around her friend’s shoulders and was talking to her in what looked like a low voice, maybe testing the waters. Maybe she’d realize what a bad idea this was. Maybe—
“I’m going out there,” said Stan, halfway to the door.
“No!” That was the last thing we needed. “It’s...you know. Girl stuff.”
Stan’s eyes narrowed. “Girl stuff?”
I shrugged awkwardly. “You know. Relationship stuff.”
“Relationship
stuff?” Stan looked aghast and I realized I’d just made it worse. “Is she...shit, is Tess cheating on me?!”
“No!”
Stan grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me up against the wall. I wasn’t in bad shape, but he had youth and muscle on his side. The guy’s biceps were like stone. “Tell me, man!” he snapped. “What is it? Is she seeing some other guy?” He glanced outside, his eyes wild, now. “Is Harriet telling her to leave me, because I’m not working right now? Telling her she’d be better off with someone else?”
“No! Jesus!” I managed to push him away. “Get a grip!”
He staggered away from me and seemed to relax a little. “Okay, okay. You just scared the crap out of me. You said
relationship stuff!”
“Okay, I’m sorry! You were pressuring me! I just meant”—I tried to think of something—”I just meant...money troubles can be tough on a couple, you know? Harriet’s probably just asking Tess if you two are okay. Like, does she need someone to talk to about it? That sort of stuff.”
Stan relaxed. “Oh. Really?”
“Yes!”
He looked abashed and I felt like a rat for lying to him. I punched him on the arm. “You moron. Tess wouldn’t cheat on you!”
He smiled a little. “Yeah. You’re right. Sorry. I guess I just get paranoid, you know? She’s so hot...guys look at her all the time. I get kinda jealous.”
My stomach twisted. God, he would be the worst
guy ever to be married to an escort. I really hoped Harriet had seen sense out there. But when I looked through the window again, Harriet had Tess’s hand in hers and was talking in a very serious way.
Uh-oh.
Suddenly, I saw Tess’s eyes go huge and she tore her hand from Harriet’s grip, clutching it to her chest. She stared at Harriet as if she was seeing her for the first time. And then she was running towards the house.
Oh shit. Oh God, no….
Tess burst into the kitchen and grabbed her husband’s hand. “We’re leaving,” she told him.
Stan gaped. “What? Why—”
She just shook her head and pulled him into the hallway and towards our front door.
“Tess!” I called after her. “Wait! Let’s talk!”
Harriet walked in, her face ashen, and shook her head grimly. A second later, I heard the front door open and slam, and our friends were gone.
Possibly forever.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I turned to Harriet. “What did you do?!”
Her face was still sickly pale. She just shook her head.
“You told her, didn’t you?” I was trying to keep calm, but I couldn’t hide my anger.
“I—I didn’t think she’d be so…” Harriet looked ill. “She just looked...disgusted,
Jack. Embarrassed for me.” She shook her head, almost in tears. “I just wanted to—I just wanted to
help her!”
I made shh-ing noises and gathered her into my arms. I could feel the crushing weight of what she’d done pressing down on both of us: the knowledge that our secret lives were about to be revealed to everyone we knew. Hell, maybe it would even come to the attention of the papers or the cops.
But none of that changed the fact that she was my wife, and she was upset. That was all that mattered. The rest, we’d deal with later.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered into my neck. I could feel her tears wet against my skin.
“It’s okay. You were trying to do a good thing.”
“I should have listened to you. You told me it was a stupid idea.”
I shook my head gently. “It’s okay.”
“I just needed...I needed to know I was
normal.”
She pulled out of my arms and stared at the floor, her face bitter. “Guess I know I’m not, now.” She turned away from me.
“Hey,” I said, grabbing her by the shoulders and pulling her back around. “Hey! You
are
normal!
Better
than normal!” I wrapped her into a hug. “So Tess is more uptight than you: so what?”
“Because that’s how women are meant to be!” Her voice was muffled by my chest. “It’s
men
who are meant to be horndogs. Women are supposed to want one man their whole lives and no one else.”
I brushed my fingers through her hair. When I spoke, it was low and solemn. “Harriet, I
like
the way you are. I
like
that you had plenty of men before me. I like that you want more men now. There’s nothing that turns me on more than thinking about you with another guy—or
seeing
you with another guy.”
There was a pause. “Really?” she asked. Her voice was still muffled. She was snuggled in really tight to my chest.
“Really.”
She moved back a little and looked up at me. Her tears were slowing.
“You
are
normal,” I said. “There’s nothing wrong with what we’re doing. If Tess can’t handle it then screw her. We’re not hurting anyone. Okay?”
She nodded hesitantly, then a little more decisively. “Okay.”
“Although...you
did
kind of accidentally kill that guy by fucking him.”
“Shut
up!”
She punched my arm. “He got better!”
I put my arms around her waist, picked her up, turned around and sat her on the edge of the table. “You okay?”
She swallowed and nodded. “Yeah. Thanks.” She stared at me. “You think she’ll tell Stan? You think they’ll tell other people?”
I shook my head. “I have no idea. They’re our friends. Even if she...disapproves, she should keep it to herself. That’s the girl code, right?”
“I don’t know if that applies when you find out your friend’s an escort. All bets may be off.” She sighed. “Shit. I’ve really messed things up. Do you think we’ll have to leave town? Change our names? What if it gets in the papers?”
I hugged her again. I could still feel the crushing weight of what she’d done pressing on us, but now it felt as if we could bear it, because we were on the same side again. “One thing at a time,” I told her.
“I should call her,” said Harriet. “I’ll call her.”
“No,”
I said firmly. “Listen to me—for once? Give her space.”
“But I can’t just sit here, not knowing if she’s going to tell everyone!”
I looked down at her. When I’d sat her on the table, I’d wound up sort of moving in between her legs. The hem of her dress had risen up around her thighs and her warm skin was pressing against my legs on either side. The house was suddenly very still and quiet.
She looked down at herself and then up at me, realizing what was on my mind. “Not
now!”
she said tersely. “I’m not in the mood! God, you’re an animal!”
I bent down and kissed the side of her neck.
“I’m all—” She indicated her tear-streaked face.
“You’re beautiful.”
“Seriously, Jack, I’m not in the mood. I’m too stressed.”
I brushed the hair away from the back of her neck and kissed her there.
She squirmed. “Jack….” Her full breasts rubbed against my chest.
I moved to the other side of her neck and kissed her again. She squirmed again, but this time she didn’t speak at all.
I let my hand fall gently onto her bare knee and started to rub slow circles up her leg. My lips moved down the length of her neck, all the way to her collarbone, and then back up. By the time I reached her mouth, she was panting. She stared up at me, eyes hazy with lust.
“Okay,” she said softly. “Maybe I am in the mood.” She lifted her arms and wrapped them around my neck and suddenly we were kissing, open-mouthed and hungry. Our tongues entwined and we kissed for long minutes, rubbing our bodies wantonly against one another, her breasts mashing against my chest.
She broke the kiss abruptly, pulling back from me and staring up at me with wide eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. “You were right. I shouldn’t have told her.”
“Shh,”
I told her, and kissed her again. She was all warm skin and fragrant sweetness, her body firm and soft in exactly the right places. My hands ran over her back, her sides, her hips, and then I was pushing her back on the table. Plates clinked and rattled. A wine glass fell over.
I hauled her dress up past her hips. She lifted her ass off the table to let me tug it up. I feasted my eyes on her smooth, pale thighs and the plain briefs that covered her. Blue, to match the dress. Not fancy, expensive lingerie like she’d wear for her clients, all lace and ribbons. Just her everyday underwear.
Somehow, that made it even hotter. It was a reminder that I was getting the real her, the one who no one else got. I pushed my hand up between her thighs, cupping her through the fabric, and she gasped. I could feel the heat throbbing from her.
She sat up, glancing around her. “We can’t,” she said, not very convincingly. “Not right on the table. There are dishes—”
“Fuck the dishes.” I grabbed the shoulder straps of her dress and jerked them brutally down her shoulders. One of them ripped a little. She gave a little shriek of surprise as the dress was yanked down past her breasts, her strapless bra coming with it. Her breasts popped free, full and perfect, and my mouth was on them instantly, tonguing and licking. She gave a groan of pure abandon and then tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling my head in tighter.
I captured a nipple in my mouth, feeling it harden against my tongue. My other hand was fondling her other breast, rubbing my thumb back and forth across the nipple, making her squirm and tremble. Then I was pushing her back down on the table, making the cutlery rattle.
I reached down and grabbed her briefs, then tore them off her. I ran a hand over her hip and across the lips of her pussy, finding it already sticky with moisture. She bucked her hips and opened her legs a little wider.
I unfastened my belt and let my pants fall around my ankles. My cock was already stiff and throbbing as it sprang free and brushed her inner thigh. I dragged her towards me so that her groin was right at the edge of the table and moved in closer. The head of my cock touched her moist folds and she groaned.
“Is this what you want?” I asked, running the tip over her lips. A jewel of pre-cum was shining at the end of my cock, smearing stickily over her ready opening. “Is this what you need? Up inside you?”
She groaned and bucked her hips again, straining up to meet me. “Yes! God, yes!”
I leaned over her, palming her breasts. I suddenly wanted to hear her say it. “Tell me!”
She panted. “I—I want your cock inside me! Fuck me!”
I couldn’t wait any longer. I drove into her, sliding up into her hot depths almost all the way on my first thrust, and she gave a long, keening cry of pleasure. I grabbed her hips and started to fuck her with long, slow thrusts, staring down into her eyes as I filled her again and again. She was satin-smooth and tight around me, her walls rippling as she squirmed and moved. She needed this as much as I did.
She lifted her legs and wrapped them around me, drawing me in, and I thrust deeper until our groins were tight together. We stared into each other’s eyes, both of us panting.
“I don’t care what happens,” I said. “I don’t care who finds out, or what they say about us. I’ll always love you.”
She answered by reaching up and grabbing my head and pulling me down for a kiss.
When she released me, I’d already started to move faster, unable to go slow anymore. I started to pound her, her heels drumming on my ass as I thrust into her tight perfection again and again. She ran her hands down over my shoulders and arms, tracing my muscles. My cock was slippery with her wetness, our bodies slapping together noisily as I thrust. I leaned down and kissed her neck again, then lightly nipped at her earlobe. She gasped.
My thrusts grew faster, harder, rocking the whole table as I slammed into her. Her breasts bounced and swayed as we moved. I suddenly realized that the blinds weren’t drawn and that we were doing all this with the lights blazing above us—anyone glancing in through a window could see. But both of us were too far gone to care. I could feel her getting close. I could hear it in her breathing, feel it in the spasms of her pussy around me.
But I wanted more. We both wanted more.
I pulled out of her suddenly and sat her up, then started to turn her over onto her stomach. Some of the plates were getting in the way, so I swept them off the table. They crashed to the floor with a noise like the end of the world. I pushed Harriet down and she bent over the table, her ass towards me, her stomach and breasts pressed against the wood.
I moved in behind her and thrust into her upraised pussy, filling her completely on the first thrust. I could go deeper, like this, and fuck her harder. She’d stretched her hands over her head, gripping the far side of the table, and I covered her hands with mine, knitting our fingers together. Then I started to fuck her harder than I’d ever fucked her in my life. Her pert, pale ass cheeks bounced against my thighs. Every thrust made her give a low moan. She ground herself against the table and I knew she was rubbing her nipples across the smooth wood to try to get friction there.
I reached down with one hand and started to circle her clit with a finger as I fucked her. She went nuts, humping back towards me, and grinding her hips.
“God!”
she breathed.
“This is all that matters,” I panted. “The two of us.” I had the hottest wife in the world and, after all the clients had gone home, I was the one who got to claim her and make her mine. I gritted my teeth, trying to hold back. My thrusts grew harder and harder, bottles rocking and then falling on the table. Mine.
Mine. Mine!
I felt her pussy clench and spasm around my cock, almost milking me as she came, and I finally lost control. I pushed all the way into her and shot in long, hot spurts inside her, marking her with my seed. She yelped and twitched and I knew she could feel it hitting every secret place.
We stayed there for a long time as we both got our breathing back under control. I leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. She slowly turned over. A wine bottle rolled off the table and shattered on the floor.
We both looked around at the devastation. We were going to have a
lot
of cleaning up to do.
But, together, we’d survive.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The next day at work, I was supposed to be figuring out the basement plans for some millionaire’s place. But I couldn’t concentrate. I kept thinking about Tess and what she might be telling all her friends. What would happen, if it came out?
My wife, the escort.
I’d gotten over my feelings of jealousy—well, mostly—but seeing it with an outsider’s eyes made everything different. Would they think I was less of a man for allowing other guys to bed my wife? Would people think that I hadn’t known, or that she’d done it without my consent? Would they think
I’d
pushed her into it, because we needed the money?
I sighed. I had a feeling that most people weren’t going to understand.
It didn’t help that Aaron was right there in the office with me. Every time I looked at him, it brought back memories of him fucking Harriet. Extremely
hot
memories. Despite the weirdness of that day, despite the fact he was a friend, the whole thing had still been hot as hell. He seemed to have gotten it out of his system—at least, he hadn’t booked “Kimberly” again. I wondered how often he looked at the naked photo of my wife on his phone, fantasizing that it was Harriet...without realizing that it actually was.
My phone rang and I grabbed it up. Harriet’s name was on the screen. My stomach plummeted down into the floor. That surely meant that our secret was out, that Tess had told everyone in my wife’s office.
“What happened?” I asked.
“I don’t know.” I’d never heard Harriet so tense. Forget biting her nails—it sounded as if she was ready to chew the edge of her desk. “Tess didn’t come into work today.”
“She
what?!”
The advertising firm where Harriet and Tess worked was a pretty full-on place. You didn’t stay home sick unless you’d lost at least two limbs.
“I know. I thought at first that maybe she was in the boss’s office, telling him he should fire me because of....you know. But no one’s seen her. Do you have any idea where she might be?”
And that’s when the door opened and Tess walked in, her eyes locked on me.
“I might have a theory,” I said in a weak voice.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I hung up on Harriet and jumped to my feet. Aaron was already glancing between Tess and me, wondering why the hell a stunning redhead had just showed up at our office. The last thing I needed was for those two to talk. One of them knew my wife was an escort; one of them was, unknowingly, one of her clients.
“We need to talk,” said Tess. I tried to gauge her tone. Angry? Hurt? Worried? All of those? She was tight-lipped and sort of glaring at me, but there was a hint of something else, too.
I glanced at Aaron. From behind her back, he mouthed,
who’s she?
“Let’s go for a walk,” I said. “Somewhere quiet.”
She nodded and I led her quickly out of the door. I knew Aaron would have questions when I got back, but one crisis at a time.
There’s a park not far from my office. It was only mid-morning, so the place was empty of kids and it was just us, a few joggers and a smattering of moms with strollers. It was a beautiful summer day, the sun reflecting off the water in the ornamental ponds and a light breeze rustling the leaves of the trees. It felt completely inappropriate for such a serious conversation.
Talking of
inappropriate...I tried, but I couldn’t quite get over how amazing Tess looked. I’d seen her hundreds of times before, and I’d even seen her in her sharply-cut black office suit with that white blouse. But there was something about seeing her in the summer sunlight with the breeze playing with all that red hair. And that tight skirt made it very difficult not to keep glancing at her legs and ass.  My wife had the edge, but Tess was goddamn beautiful.
It struck me that we’d never really been alone together, until now.
Focus!
I had enough problems without fantasizing about my wife’s friend.
“I couldn’t go to work,” said Tess as we walked. “I got up and got ready and drove to the office, but I couldn’t go in. I couldn’t face...her.
So I walked around and around and finally I figured I’d come and see you and get some answers.”
“O...kay....”
She turned suddenly to look at me and opened her mouth to ask a question, but she couldn’t get it out. “How did you—” She shook her head. “How did—” She sighed. “How
could
you?”
I winced. It was just as I’d feared all along. Harriet had assumed that Tess was somehow like her, that she was sexually open and adventurous, and that she’d be open to the same sort of journey we’d taken. I’d always known that was a long shot.
This
had always been much more likely.
This
being Tess thinking we were both perverts. Even so, the shock and pain in Tess’s eyes came as a real blow to me.
Sometimes, when you get into something sexual, you normalize it in your head. It doesn’t feel wrong and you aren’t hurting anyone, so you start to forget how everyone else will see it. Then, when someone finds out, their disgust is like a slap in the face.
And somehow, I had to make her understand...at least enough that she didn’t feel the need to spill our secrets all over town. Assuming she already hadn’t.
I took a deep breath. “What did she tell you, exactly?”
Tess crossed her arms defensively over her chest. “That she was working as an escort,” she whispered. “That maybe
I
should try it, to make money. So that we could keep our house.”
I winced again. I could see the conversation in my head, my wife blurting it out because of her own embarrassment when it needed to be done ultra-gently. In a way, it was my fault. If I hadn’t been so adamant that she shouldn’t tell Tess, maybe she wouldn’t have gotten drunk and rushed into it. “It’s not like that,” I said.
I started at the beginning. I went all the way back to that first night in the hotel and the champagne and talking about Harriet’s past boyfriends.
“She was with a
biker?!”
Tess asked. “Really?”
I told her about Harriet getting mistaken for an escort and then the sex we’d had afterwards. I could feel my face going red as I described how hot it had been. “I realized that it didn’t make me angry, the idea of her with other men,” I said. “I mean, it sort of did...but it turned me on as well. Much more than it made me angry.”
Tess nodded, her eyes huge.
I told her about how we’d decided to do it for the first time. “It was just a game!” I said quickly. “We weren’t even thinking about the money!” I described the first client and how I’d watched them together.
“You were in the same room?!” asked Tess. “You were right there with her?”
“Well, yes. In the closet, but in the same room.” I frowned. “Didn’t Harriet tell you that?”
She shook her head. It seemed like that part was important to her—maybe it was a female thing.
I told her about the second client and how he’d talked about her. How it had felt to watch my wife lusted after, and how he’d gotten her age wrong. Tess actually smiled for an instant at that part.
Then I reached the part about what the guy had wanted. Tess clapped her hands over her mouth. “She took him...up the ass?!”
I nodded. Then I added, because I felt I should, “It was her first time. She never did it before this.”
“Oh!” Tess suddenly flushed red. “I mean, yeah. Me neither.” She looked very intently at a patch of grass a few feet away.
Wow. My mind was spinning. So unlike my wife, Tess
had
had anal sex. Maybe more than once. Probably with Stan. His muscled bulk thrusting into her from behind as she arched her back and—
Focus, Jack!
I told her about the celebrity footballer, though I didn’t give his name—I figured we were in enough trouble already. I told her about the hotel security guy and setting Harriet up as an escort in the apartment.
“So she’s out there? On the web? I mean, people can just go and see her?” Tess asked, incredulously.
“Well, not under her real name, obviously. She uses a fake name.”
“Like a stage name?” It hit me that Tess didn’t sound quite as horrified as she had when I’d started the story.
“I guess.” I told her about Edward and the other clients, glossing over the fact that one of them was my friend from work. That situation was far too complicated already, without letting another person in on the subterfuge.
“Anyway,” I said, “this Edward guy—he asked Harriet if she’d bring another woman to bed with them, and Harriet thought of you.” I took Tess’s hand and looked right into her eyes. “Tess, she was just trying to help you guys. She didn’t...mean
anything by it.” I swallowed.
Shit, I wish I was better at this stuff.
“She wasn’t implying anything, by suggesting it.”
Tess nodded. Her cheeks were flushing again. God, how could Harriet have thought, even for a second, that this shy creature could be as sexually free as her?
“Did you tell Stan?” I asked gently.
She shook her head silently.
I braced myself. “Did you tell anyone else?”
She shook her head again.
My heart leapt. Maybe, just maybe, we could keep this thing contained. “Tess,” I said slowly, “I know this has been a shock, but I need to ask you to please keep this—”
“I didn’t tell Stan because I wanted to talk to you first, to understand,” blurted Tess.
I stared at her, a little thrown. “Okay….Well, sure. I could see that. That’s fine. I’m glad you came to me. I’m sorry that you were so shocked by it, and...upset.”
She nodded and looked away, flushing again. God, this whole thing must really disgust her.
Harriet, you idiot!
Of all the people she’d had to tell, she’d chosen this poor, inexperienced—
“What if I wasn’t...shocked?” said Tess suddenly. And she looked me in the eye, blushing furiously.
And, suddenly, a lot of things dropped into place.
My wife wasn’t an idiot. And Tess wasn’t blushing because she found the idea of being an escort shocking. She was blushing because it turned her on.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Oh. My. God.
“You want to do it,” I said. I was in a state of shock.
“No!” She hesitated. “I mean, not necessarily. Probably not. I don’t know.”
I looked at her carefully. “Tess...one thing you have to understand about this: Harriet and I got into this for fun...not for money. The money’s a bonus. Doing what Harriet’s doing because you want to, that’s one thing. Doing it because you’re feeling pressured into because of the money...that’s very different. Don’t do something you’ll regret. You know we’ll help you out with your mortgage.”
Tess looked at the ground and muttered, almost too quietly to hear. “I understand.” She squirmed, glanced at me, then looked away. “It’s not about the money.”
I blinked at her. God, this was
Tess.
I mean, I’d fantasized about her plenty of times—I may be married, but I’m still a man. But I’d always pegged her as pretty innocent and conservative. I’d never dreamed she’d be up for something like this and—”What about Stan?” I said it out loud even as I thought it.
“I haven’t told him anything,” she said.
“But you have to talk to him now,” I said. I was still trying to take it all in. “If you’re really going to do this, the two of you need to talk about it. Talk about it
a lot.”
She nodded hesitantly. I didn’t blame her for being nervous. Stan’s a great guy, but he’s not what you’d call level-headed. And, as I’d seen last time I’d talked to him, he could get jealous very easily.
Eesh.
That conversation was going to be...interesting.
“You should talk to Harriet, too,” I said. “Patch things up. Right now, she thinks you hate her.”
Tess looked aghast. “Hate
her?!”
“She said you looked disgusted. Embarrassed for her. Even if you decide not to do this, maybe you could let her know that...you know. That you two are still friends.”
Tess’s shoulders slumped. “I wasn’t disgusted by
her,”
she said in an agonized tone. “It was
me.
I was embarrassed about how I reacted. When she told me about escorting, I just…” She pressed her lips tight together, as if to stop any more words spilling out. But I saw the way she unconsciously pressed her thighs together, too. I knew exactly what she wanted to say: that the whole thing had turned her on. And that’s what had freaked her out.
I took her hands. “We’ll figure this out,” I said. “You talk to Harriet. And definitely talk to Stan. And then...well, I guess we go from there.”
She nodded, looking down at our joined hands. And then looked up at me with a guilty smile.
 
***
 
Tess wanted to tell Stan that night, at our place. “So that he can ask you guys questions,” she’d claimed—but I suspected she wanted some moral support. I thought it was a bad idea. The last thing we needed was to get caught in the middle of a fight. But Harriet sided with Tess so I was outnumbered. I almost felt bad when I called up Stan and asked him to come over after work. He had no idea what he was walking into.
In the living room, Harriet and Tess had been in hushed discussion for nearly an hour. I’d been relegated to the kitchen so that they could talk freely about what it had been like for Harriet. The snatches of conversation I heard brought home to me just how weird the whole situation was.
My wife. An escort.
And now we were getting another couple entangled in our world. What if it all went wrong? What if we wrecked their relationship?
When Stan walked in, the conversation stopped dead. Everyone looked at him.
“What is this?” he asked. “An intervention?”
“Maybe we should fix some more drinks,” said Harriet. “While you two talk. We’ll be right in the next room if you need us.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me into the kitchen.
From the kitchen, Tess and Stan’s voices were a low murmur. We could make out the words only if they shouted.
“You
sure
this is a good idea?” I whispered as we poured more wine. “Stan’s going to go nuclear when he finds out.”
Harriet shook her head. “It’s with another woman—me,”
she said. “That’s not the same as another man. It’ll be a fantasy for him.”
“How do you know Stan has that fantasy?”
“Every man has that fantasy—right?”
I thought about it. She had a point...pretty much every guy I’d ever met
did
dream of seeing his girlfriend or wife getting it on with another woman. But not for money. Not while another man was watching. Not when he wasn’t allowed to join in. What happened if Stan got annoyed? We could lose him as a friend—and through him, Tess, too. What if he spilled our secret to everyone we knew out of anger and spite?
I grabbed Harriet’s hand and squeezed it as we listened.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We heard Tess’s voice, too low to make out the words. She spoke slowly and softly, laying things out point by point.
Stan’s voice, confused. He didn’t understand.
Her explaining.
Then the first words we could properly hear. Stan’s voice. “They’re
swingers?”
We heard her
shh
him. And then explain more clearly.
Silence. Then Stan burst out laughing. He thought she was kidding.
She spoke again, putting him straight.
“Are you fucking kidding me?!”
yelled Stan. In the kitchen, Harriet and I both winced.
Tess spoke again for a long time. We heard, from Stan, “What?” and then “What?”
and finally, “WHAT?!”
And then footsteps marching towards us and suddenly Stan was there, bursting into the kitchen. “What the
fuck?!”
he yelled. “You’re trying to pimp out my
wife?!”
“No!” said Harriet, holding up her hands. “It’s not like that!”
Tess grabbed Stan from behind, trying to pull him back. “Come back in here! We need to talk!”
Stan spun to face me. “How could you, man? Jesus, other
guys?!
With your
wife?!
What’s wrong with you?!”
Raw anger rushed up inside me, magma-hot. And at the same time, shame. Was he right? Had I done something wrong? Had I cheapened our marriage, somehow, by sharing her?
Tess grappled her husband around the shoulders. “Stan!
Come on!” And this time, she succeeded in pulling him back out of the kitchen. As she hauled him off to the living room, she gave us an apologetic look over her shoulder.
I felt Harriet take my hand again as I stared after her. “There’s
nothing
wrong with you,” she said firmly.
I think I nodded...but I didn’t feel any better. Harriet moved around behind me and hugged me from behind, her breasts squashing against my back. That helped a little, but didn’t stop the burning sting of Stan’s words. It was a thousand times worse because it had come from a friend.
I could hear Tess trying to reason with Stan in the living room but their voices had dropped too low to hear. Her tone was pleading and frustrated. His was sour and defensive.
An arm wrapped around me from behind, holding a glass of wine. I took it gratefully and we stood there, Harriet pressed tight to my back, and sipped nervously as we listened.
It lasted a good half hour. We caught, “But I didn’t know you even liked girls!”
and
“Is this something I’m not giving you? Am I not enough for you?!”
Money came up more than once. Just like me, Stan was asking if she was doing it for the money...and he was just as shocked as me when he realized she wasn’t.
Gradually, Stan’s tone softened. Now and again, he sounded surprised. And then we heard him sit down on the couch and he started to sound apologetic.
Harriet squeezed my hand hopefully. I squeezed back.
The couch creaked as Tess joined him on it. Straining our ears, we heard sighs and then the sound of kissing. We looked at each other and breathed long sighs of relief.
A few minutes later, Stan and Tess came back into the kitchen, hand in hand. Stan alternated between looking at the floor and embarrassed glances at the two of us. “Sorry, you guys,” he muttered. “I was out of line.”
It wasn’t often that Stan apologized. I felt my anger cool, and some of the hurt dissolve. I nodded.
“Tess and I have had a talk,” Stan said. “And...well, this is all kinda new to me. But I think—maybe—I’m okay with it. Her and”—he glanced at Harriet and flushed—”you.”
That was another first—I’d never seen Stan blush before, either. Not surprising—he was talking to Harriet while imagining her naked. But it was more than that—I could see it in his eyes.
He was attracted to her. He was attracted to Harriet just as I was attracted to Tess. I blinked. I hadn’t realized that before. I’d been so busy feeling kind of guilty that I liked Tess and kind of turned on that Harriet liked Stan, I’d never thought about our feelings being reciprocated.
The only odd one out was Tess. I mean, I liked her but no way would she have a thing for me. I was older than Stan. She wouldn’t go for me.
Would she?!
“I got some rules, though,” said Stan, glancing around at all of us. “Can we sit down and talk?”
Nodding gratefully we all trooped through to the living room. I handed Stan a cold beer. He looked as if he needed one.
“This guy. This...Edward.
He won’t touch Tess, right?” said Stan.
Harriet quickly shook her head. “That’s fine. I’ll agree that with him. The only person touching Tess will be me.” She looked across at Tess and smiled nervously, and both women flushed. But we were all immediately aware of something else going on, a crackling tension between the two of them. I wondered how long this had been building, without Stan or me being aware of it. Had they
always
liked each other? Had they had some drunken conversation one night after too many after-work cocktails? Maybe even a drunken fumbling that they’d never shared with us?
“I’ll be there to make sure nothing happens,” I told Stan.
“How?” he asked, frowning. “I thought this Edward guy didn’t know Harriet was married.”
“He won’t see me. I’ll be in the next room—there’s a one-way mirror.”
Stan’s eyes widened. “You
watch?!”
Clearly, Tess hadn’t explained that part. “Well, yeah.”
“You get to watch...Tess?”
I tried, but I couldn’t stop my eyes twitching towards where Tess sat, perched on Stan’s muscled knee. God, she was beautiful.
And I’m going to see her naked. Writhing around with Harriet.
I flushed and swallowed. “Um...yep.” Tess was blushing, too.
“Dude...that’s my
wife!”
Stan said, horrified.
I completely hadn’t thought about that part. Now I came to think about it, it
was
kind of a big deal. I mean, Edward was a stranger but in some ways that made it easier. One of his friends watching his wife naked...that was a whole other ball game. ‘It’s just to make sure nothing happens,” I said.
“Well, I’m watching too,” he said firmly.
“What?!” I said.
He crossed his arms. “I want to be there.”
The bombshell exploded in my mind.
He’d get to see Harriet.
I looked at Tess. Of course, she’d been assuming that she’d have the protection of her husband watching over her, but hadn’t really thought about the fact
I’d
be there. I looked at Harriet.
She’d
no doubt been thinking of me being there, but not about being watched by Stan. This was a shock to all of us.
Harriet recovered first. “Stan has a point,” she said quietly. “It
is
only fair.”
“But—” All sorts of objections were flooding through my head. Another guy seeing my wife naked—was that hot, or weird? I couldn’t decide. And I realized guiltily that I’d been sort of looking forward to seeing Tess naked...on my own.
With Stan there, it would be different. What was I meant to do: avert my eyes? What if I got a hard-on, watching her? Jesus, this was complicated. “There’s not a lot of room,” I said weakly.
“We’ll manage,” said Stan.
I looked around the room—and this time, caught Tess’s eye, just for a second. Like the rest of us, she was blushing...but I could see a sudden gleam in her eye. Was she getting turned on at the thought of being watched? Was she getting turned on
at the thought of me watching her?!
“Okay,” I said. “Okay, fine. We’ll
both
watch. What else?”
Harriet spoke up. “Tess will need an escorting name—”
“Scarlett,” said Tess.
Everyone stared at her.
“I just thought of it,” she said.
Not one of us looked as if we believed her.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
“So they’ll be lying right here?” Stan asked.
It was the night of Edward’s appointment and I was sitting in the observation room, watching through the mirror as Stan wandered around the bedroom. Harriet and Tess were in the bathroom, doing their hair and make-up with the seriousness of a NASA launch-prep. I was shifting around in my seat, antsy as hell. “Yes,” I said, speaking loudly so he could hear me through the mirror. “Now come in here. Edward will be here any minute.”
But Stan just stood there, running his hands over the bedspread. “Man. He’s just going to pay his money and he gets to sit here and watch while they...Jesus, while
my wife—”
I squirmed in my seat again.
Shit.
Maybe this was a really, really, bad idea. For the umpteenth time, I wished Harriet had never talked to Tess. Everything had been so simple, before.
…
Okay, maybe not
simple.
But predictable. Now, anything could happen. I remembered how it had been for me, that first time, watching from the closet as Ben fucked Harriet. I’d barely been able to keep my jealousy in check, and I was a lot more chilled-out than Stan. What if he stormed in there and ruined everything? Hell, I wasn’t even sure how he felt about this whole thing. Did it turn him on, the way it turned me on?
“Come on!” I called again.
He reluctantly strolled out of the bedroom and joined me in the viewing room. I closed the door behind him and turned out the light.
“Are we gonna be able to talk?” he asked.
“Not much. Not once Edward’s here.” I nodded at the mirror. “Maybe whispering. I don’t
know.
It’s not soundproof. It’s usually just me here, so it doesn’t matter.”
Stan stared through the mirror at the empty bed. Without looking at me, he said, “I’m sorry, man. About what I said.”
I nodded. “That’s okay.”
He was still too embarrassed to meet my eyes. “I guess I was just shaken up. And kinda...I don’t know...weirded out.” He paused. “Does this make us weird? I mean, that we’re okay with this?”
“Are
you okay with it?” I asked. “Are you sure?”
“No. I mean, not
sure.” He sighed. “I don’t know. It’s kind of...it’s kind of a turn on, you know? But then I’m mad about it, too. Do you know what I mean?”
I nodded thankfully. “Yes.
I know exactly what you mean.” He
was
the same as me. And suddenly, I understood what Harriet had been meaning, all that time she’d wanted to talk to Tess. I hadn’t realized how much I’d needed to know that I wasn’t alone.
“So that’s normal?” he asked.
I shrugged. “I think it’s as normal as this stuff gets,” I said. We exchanged nervous smiles.
Then he noticed the camera. “What’s with
that?!”
“Oh! Sometimes I take photos.”
He looked at me warningly.
“But not tonight. Obviously. I wouldn’t take photos of Tess.”
Photos of Tess and her lithe body crushing up against Harriet’s—I flushed.
He nodded, still watching me carefully.
Get a grip!
I told myself angrily.
She’s his wife! Of course you shouldn’t be lusting after her!
And then we heard the buzzer for the door go and quick, light footsteps as Harriet and Tess hurried down the hallway to answer it. There was a giggle as they passed our door and I could imagine them holding hands as they went, like a couple of teenagers on their way to a double date.
Low voices in the living room as they showed Edward in. Next to me, Stan twisted in his chair and stared over his shoulder, as if wishing for x-ray vision. Then we heard three sets of footsteps approaching the bedroom.
Showtime.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
They were leading Edward by his outstretched hands, drawing him into the bedroom like a couple of sirens tempting a sailor. Both of them were smiling and giggling, high on excitement.
Edward was dressed in his usual expensive suit. He was saying something as they entered, but I didn’t catch it. All my attention was on the women...and what they were wearing.
Ohmygod.
They’d gone for matching outfits. Shining, towering black heels that turned every step into a strutting, sexy delight. Smooth, smoky-gray hold-up stockings that accentuated every curve of their legs. A tiny pair of black panties, the fabric opaque but gossamer-thin. Then an elegant half-cup bra, also in black, with silken ruffles leading the eye up to mostly-exposed breasts, the nipples only just covered.
Both of them had soft, pale skin. Both of them were about the same height. The effect was stunning—they looked like a matching pair, and yet their similarities also accentuated the beauty of their differences.
Harriet’s hair fell in soft, blonde waves down her back. Tess had tonged hers into a straight, shimmering curtain, its vivid auburn tone breathtaking against the black and white. Harriet’s breasts were bigger, her hips and ass more generously curved. Tess’s breasts were perfect but delicate, her thighs shapely but slender. My wife looked like the goddess of sex; Tess looked like the goddess of love. Just looking at her, I could feel my heart quickening. I would never, ever cheat on Harriet, of course. But
damn, Tess was gorgeous.
Next to me, Stan was having a similar reaction as he gazed upon the two women. “Wow,”
he croaked out loud, before catching himself. Luckily, no one in the bedroom heard. “Wow,”
he repeated, remembering to whisper, this time.
I glanced across at him. He was transfixed. I tried to remember what it had been like for me, that first time in the hotel. The sudden reality of it, the shock I felt when I realized
this is really happening.
It all seemed so long ago, now.
“So this is Scarlett,” said Harriet, putting her hand on Tess’s shoulder. “She’s very new. Only I’m to touch her.”
Edward’s eyes were gleaming. I saw his gaze rake down Tess’s body and, in response, I saw her flush and stiffen, her eyes widening. It was probably the first time in years she’d been in her underwear in front of someone other than Stan.
“That seems a pity,” said Edward. He smiled at Tess. “Won’t you reconsider?”
Next to me, Stan bristled. “Who the hell does this guy think he is?!”
I put a hand on his shoulder to reassure him.
Shit!
I hadn’t thought of this. Like an idiot, I’d presumed Edward would just go along with the
no touching
rule. Of course he wouldn’t. He was an arrogant, alpha male millionaire. When they saw something they wanted, they went right after it.
Tess shook her head. “No thank you.”
Edward smiled again. He stepped closer to her. He didn’t touch her, but he moved right up until his chest was less than an inch from touching her bra-clad breasts. “You’re
sure?”
he asked. “I’ll pay extra. You’re already getting the same as Kimberly, here: three thousand dollars. I could make it six.” His voice was slow and melodious, almost hypnotic.
Stan gave a low growl and stepped forward. He looked ready to smash his way right through the mirror.
Tess gulped and opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Her lips worked slackly. Shit, was she going to agree to it?
But then Tess shook her head as if to clear it and said, “No.”
And Harriet stepped almost between them, giving Edward a look that said
back off.
Edward took it in his stride. He gave Tess a quick little smile. “As you wish.”
“As you wish,”
Stan mimicked under his breath. “This guy definitely has a stick up his ass.”
I nodded. My jealousy of Edward had gone, but the guy
did
take himself too seriously. He seemed different, tonight, though. Still ultra-serious and commanding, but he hadn’t gone into full-on dominant mode. Maybe because tonight was about regular sex, not BDSM, or maybe he didn’t want to scare off Tess.
Edward stepped back and then sat on the bed. He was holding a glass of something—bourbon, from the looks of it. He got himself comfortable and then indicated that the two women should move to stand in front of him. “Now,” he said. “Why don’t you start off with some dancing?” He looked at Harriet. “Perhaps some music?”
Harriet nodded and hurried over to the iPod dock.
I exchanged glances with Stan.
Dancing?
Neither of us had figured on that. We’d assumed he’d want them to...well...get it on
together. Watch as the two of them enjoyed each other. This was different. This was entertainment, as if the two of them were strippers or something. I didn’t know whether to be angry or turned on.
As soon as it started, though, it was obvious:
Turned on.
Harriet walked up to Tess and the two of them stared at each other nervously. Harriet put her hand on Tess’s shoulder and that made her jump with nervous tension. They both giggled, at that, and that seemed to help.
They began to sway to the music. At first, they weren’t even in time with each other but, as they gradually relaxed, the moves came more easily. Their hips started to circle as one, their backs arching and their breasts thrusting out, almost touching. The gap between them closed inch by tantalizing inch.
Edward sat on the bed and watched. His expression was halfway between curious
and predatory lust. He looked as if he was ready to pounce on both of them. I just hoped he limited himself to Harriet, or things were going to get messy.
Wait—what was I saying? That everything was okay, as long as it was only
my
wife he fucked? How had this become so normal, so quickly? And yet somehow, it just felt right.
The deep bass of the music throbbed through the room, almost seeming to control the women, their bodies now moving in graceful, sinuous arcs as they twisted and swayed. Tess locked eyes with Harriet and something seemed to pass between them, the mood shifting. Then Tess was turning around, her back towards Harriet, stepping back towards her—
I gasped as Tess started to rub herself against my wife, pressing her back against those soft breasts. Her pert little ass pushed back against Harriet’s groin and I saw my wife gasp and stiffen....then relax into the dance. In seconds, the two of them were moving as one, their bodies never losing contact. Then Harriet slowly put her palms on Tess’s bare thighs.
I heard Stan catch his breath. It was the first time they’d really touched, and it was as electrifying for me as it was for him.
God, how far are they going to go? Kissing? Fingers? Mouths?
Harriet slid her hands slowly up her friend’s legs and over her hips. Her painted nails played with the waistband of Tess’s panties for a second, then continued upward. I was already wowed by that graceful, pale body, but seeing my wife’s hands on it made it snap to vivid life. I could see the softness of her skin and the firmness of her body beneath it. I could imagine exactly what it would be like to run my own hands up her sides.
Harriet’s hands slid around to the front and continued upward. I caught my breath as she cupped Tess’s breasts and gently squeezed them, drawing a soft moan from Tess’s lips. The pale flesh bulged, her nipples almost escaping from the bra.
God!
Tess leaned back against my wife, her head on her shoulder and her long, red hair cascading like a waterfall down her arm.
I saw Edward lick his lips. “Now—” he began.
But they were way ahead of him. Before he could even finish speaking, Tess had closed her eyes and parted her lips. Harriet moved her head down towards her friend’s, hesitated for a second...and then kissed her.
They say the sight of two women kissing is an incredibly beautiful thing. That it’s elegant and sensuous in a way a man kissing a woman can never be.
They’re right.
I think Stan and I both stopped breathing for several seconds when our wives kissed. We watched as their tongues danced together, their lips gradually opening. Both of them had their eyes closed. Their bodies ground and rubbed together as they kissed, parted, and kissed again, the sound of their quickened breathing rising over the music.
Tess slowly twisted, turning to face Harriet. The two of them wound their arms around each other, their breasts rubbing together. Their lips met again and this time the kiss was deeper and slower. Tess took my wife’s head between her hands and I saw her groin push hard against Harriet’s leg.
God!
When the kiss finally ended, Stan and I both let out a long, trembling breath. Then we watched as both women opened their eyes and looked straight at Edward.
Awaiting his instructions.
“You can both get undressed, now,” he told them.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Harriet went first. Which was as it should be—she had much more experience than Tess when it came to undressing in front of other men, plus she’d been with Edward twice before. It made sense.
But it meant that my friend was about to get his first ever look at my wife, naked.
As Harriet raised her hands to her bra, I turned and looked at Stan. He’d got up out of his chair and was standing silently, eyes fixed on her. From the look on his face, he’d fantasized about this moment more than once. He
did
have a thing for her, just as she had a thing for him.
And then Harriet glanced over her shoulder, just once. Edward probably thought she was just trying to locate the clasp of her bra, but she looked right at the mirror, right at both of us. Her message was clear:
I know you’re watching.
She removed her bra and I caught my breath as her full, pale breasts bobbed free. Tess was watching, her lips pressed tight together, her breathing getting faster and faster. From nerves, knowing she’d be doing the same thing in just a few minutes? Or from desire?
Harriet bent at the hips, keeping her legs straight, and slipped her panties down her legs. Her ass was towards us and we had a perfect view of the twin, satin-smooth globes and, beneath them, the soft pink lips of her pussy. I heard Stan’s breath catch as he stared at it. The inherent wrongness of what we were doing burned through me. This was my
friend!
He shouldn’t be looking at my wife like this! And yet, at the same time, the thought sent a ripple of raw heat through me. He was looking at her, lusting after her, just like every other man. But she was mine.
Harriet straightened, now in just her hold-up stockings and heels. Her full breasts swayed as she turned slightly, looking towards Tess. She gave the other woman an encouraging smile.
I could see Tess’s hands shake as she lifted them to her bra. Then they were popping the clasp and she was shrugging out of the shoulder straps—
“This is wrong,” muttered Stan beside me.
I realized I’d leaned right forward in my chair. I sat back guiltily, but my eyes were locked on Tess’s chest. She lifted the bra away and I got my first look at her breasts. Bigger than I’d thought. Her nipples were small and a beautiful rose pink. Seeing her breasts forced me to admit just how many times I’d imagined them. God, but I’d lusted after this woman.
She wasn’t as slick at removing her panties as Harriet. I saw Edward lean forward, just as I’d done—perhaps in delight at the idea that she really was inexperienced. She rolled her panties down her thighs and awkwardly stepped out of them, displaying her pert white ass. She was absolutely gorgeous...and, suddenly, I was desperate to see her from the front. She was almost side-on to me, enough to show her breasts but not enough to get a good look at her pussy. I had to see it. I had to know if she had the same auburn hair there, or if she was shaved or..... Suddenly, it was the most important question in the world.
I became aware of a noise to my side. Stan, clenching and unclenching his fists. When I looked up at him, he was glaring down at me.
Shit!
“This isn’t right!” he said. “Don’t—don’t look at her!” But he looked more desperate than angry. I knew he was battling the same emotions I had, my first time. Jealousy. Fear. Doubt.
I got to my feet and put a hand on his back. “It’s okay,” I whispered, looking him right in the eye. “Look at her. Go on, look at Tess.”
Reluctantly, he turned to look at his wife.
“She’s beautiful,” I whispered. “And she’s yours. Not Edward’s. Not mine. No one else’s but yours. No one’s going to take her away from you.”
Stan stared at her for a long time, watching as she turned this way and that, shyly displaying herself. Edward was giving her time to get used to her nudity before he asked for anything more. He must have been able to see how nervous she was. As she turned, I caught a glimpse of her pussy and—God!—it was perfect. A small triangle of lush, auburn hair pointing down to waxed-smooth pussy lips a shade darker than her nipples.
Stan shook his head. “I don’t know. I want to, but—we’re married!”
Maybe unconsciously, he rubbed his wedding band with his thumb. He’d put Tess’s band and engagement ring on a leather thong round his neck. Then he looked at Harriet. “Jesus, Harriet’s hot.” For a second, I thought he’d relaxed. But suddenly, he snapped. “Don’t you
mind?”
he hissed. “Don’t you mind me looking at her? What’s the matter with you?”
It was a small room and he was a pretty well-built guy. The need to be quiet only made the situation more stressful. I could feel the anger building and building inside me, but I knew that if one of us even raised his voice, the whole adventure would come to an instant end. God knows what Edward would do if he found out we’d been watching the whole time. I stared at my friend, fuming.
What’s the matter with you?
He kept saying that.
And then I realized what was really going on. He was spoiling for a fight because it was an easy way out of the situation. And he wasn’t really asking what the matter with
me
was. He was wondering what was wrong with
him.
He was embarrassed at what he was feeling.
I took a deep breath and reigned in my temper. “No,” I whispered. “No, I don’t mind. I
like
you looking at her. I like you thinking about her. I like that you’ll jerk off to her.”
Stan’s head snapped around and he stared at me.
“And I think you like it, too. I think you like me looking at Tess. You just don’t want to admit it. But it’s okay, Stan. It’s all okay.”
He stared at me for another long moment, and I wasn’t sure if he was about to punch me. But then he slumped in relief.
“Thank God,” he whispered. “I thought it was just me.”
I relaxed, too. I’d been worried that we’d been leading the couple astray, when they weren’t really into this. Now I knew they were just fighting their own insecurities, as we had.
Edward’s voice jerked my attention back to the bedroom. “Play with her breasts,” he said to Harriet.
I saw Harriet swallow. She turned to face her friend, eyeing her breasts with something between trepidation and lust. Then she cupped them, looking down at her hands in wonder as she did it. I think she was numb with the same sense of disbelief we were feeling. This was the woman she’d worked next to every day for years, who she’d shared cocktails and gossip and baking tips with...and now she had her warm, quivering breasts in her hands.
We watched as my wife drew circles around Tess’s nipples with her thumbs, not quite daring to touch the soft buds themselves. Tess stood there with her back ramrod-straight, staring into her friend’s face. We could hear the breath hissing between her lips as she trembled on the very edge between giving into the sensations and stopping them. As my wife’s thumbs moved further and further inward, Tess’s hands started to rise up from her sides...and her nipples grew harder and harder. Just as Harriet was about to finally reach the nipple. Tess grabbed Harriet’s wrists. “H—” she started.
I tensed. Was she about to say
Harriet
and give away her real name?
But Tess caught herself in time. She choked back the word and just stared at her friend. And something passed between the two women—some promise. That there was nothing to be scared of. That everything between them would still be okay, afterwards.
Tess slowly nodded...and lowered her hands. And then groaned out loud as my wife started to rub both nipples in a slow, insistent rhythm. We saw Tess grind her thighs together in response.
Harriet stepped closer and suddenly their breasts were touching, squashing against each other, hardened nipples dragging across soft flesh. Without even realizing I was going to do it, I grabbed Stan’s arm. “Did you ever,” I whispered, “see anything like that?”
He shook his head in wonder.
Harriet wrapped one arm around Tess’s back and drew her even closer, pulling her into a kiss. Now their groins were rubbing together, too and, to my surprise, it was Tess who thrust her leg between Harriet’s and started to wantonly grind her pussy against her thigh. Their hands explored each other, roaming up their backs and then down to their asses, smoothing over the skin and cupping the cheeks.
Edward had been silent through all of this. He sat back on the bed like a king on his throne, sipping his bourbon and drinking in the sight in front of him. It was the ultimate in live entertainment: Two gorgeous women at his beck and call.
Harriet kissed Tess again, her hand on her cheek. Then she slid the hand down Tess’s body, over her breast and between their bodies, down between Tess’s legs. Tess gave a yelp of surprise as my wife cupped her pussy...then began grinding against the hand, urging her on. We couldn’t see everything that happened because they were so tightly pressed together, but Tess’s moans told us exactly when Harriet slid in the first finger, and when her thumb found her clit.
Edward stood up. He walked around them for a moment, viewing the action from every angle. Harriet and Tess seemed to have almost forgotten him, they were so completely into each other. Their bodies twisted and mashed together, breasts rubbing and legs scissored desperately together. Their kisses were open-mouthed and panting, their hair tangled round each other’s fingers.
“Stop,” said Edward.
They broke the kiss, both gasping for air.
“Get on the bed,” said Edward. “On your back.”
Obediently, Harriet took a step towards the bed.
“No,” said Edward. “Not you.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
In the viewing room, Stan shook his head. On the other side of the mirror, Tess was mimicking him. “N—No,” she stammered. “We said...we agreed you wouldn’t—” She swallowed. “I’m not doing that.”
Stan took a step toward the door. I barely had time to react before he grabbed the handle. “Wait!”
I hissed. “I know this guy! He keeps his word! Just wait!”
Stan stopped, his hand on the door handle. He turned and glared at me...but then looked towards the mirror to see what was happening.
Edward nodded slowly. Then he looked at Harriet. “She really
is
inexperienced, isn’t she?”
Harriet slipped her arm around Tess’s waist and pulled her tight in to her side. “You said you wanted someone like that,” she said defensively. Her eyes were flashing with anger.
Leave my friend alone!
Edward smiled. “Indeed I did.” He leaned close to Tess. “And don’t worry—I’m not going to fuck you. I would never take a woman who didn’t want it.”
Tess visibly relaxed.
“Now,” said Edward. “Onto the bed.”
A little uncertainly, Tess climbed onto the bed on her back. Harriet held her hand until she had to release it, giving it a little reassuring squeeze.
“Spread your legs,” said Edward.
Stan let out something that was almost a growl. “No way!” he muttered.
I grabbed his upper arm. I trusted Edward to keep to his word. And, I’ll admit, I didn’t want Stan to interrupt because I wanted to see whatever came next for myself.
Tess slowly spread her legs. We had a much better view of her, now, and the sight of those soft white thighs parting to reveal the delicate pink folds between them, topped with their little triangle of auburn hair...it made my head swim.
Imagine if that guy had never approached Harriet at the hotel bar,
I thought. This whole adventure would never have started. Now I was standing there watching my friend’s wife spread her legs.
Edward nodded at Harriet. Then at the space between Tess’s open legs.
All of us drew in our breath at the implication. I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. God, we were actually going to see—I looked across at Stan and he was staring back at me. When I glanced down, his cock was tenting the front of his pants just as mine was.
Harriet climbed onto the bed, kneeling between Tess’s legs. We could see her breasts rising and falling as she breathed, almost panting. Her eyes were locked on her friend’s pussy.
“Now,” said Edward. “Begin.”
Harriet leaned forward, plating her hands either side of Tess’s body. Tess lay there with her auburn hair fanned out around her, an innocent, fallen maiden awaiting ravishment. Her firm breasts jutted up, nipples pointing at the ceiling. I could see quite clearly that they were rock hard.
Harriet leaned down, moving her mouth slowly towards Tess’s breast. Tess’s breathing notched faster with each inch she approached. Then, as she finally stuck out her tongue and lapped at the erect nipple, Tess closed her eyes and groaned, clawing at the covers with her fingers.
I could see every detail. The way my wife’s tongue dragged Tess’s breast to the side a little as she lapped across the nipple. The way the nipple shone wetly in the soft lamplight as Harriet moved back a little, then bent again to take it between her lips. The tiny smears of lipstick she left behind as she used her teeth, cushioned by her lips, to bite at it, making Tess cry out and arch her back in pleasure.
Harriet started to work at Tess’s other breast with her hand, fondling it and squeezing it. It surprised me how firm she was. I’d always imagined that women making love would be fingertips and barely-there kisses, but this was as hot and heavy as any man would do it—and Tess seemed to be loving it. Harriet seemed to be learning as she went, gauging what to do based on Tess’s moans. And the heat of it was getting to her, too. She was grinding her groin against the bed, almost like a cat on heat.
Edward had been watching from behind. Now he walked around to the side and crouched down. “Is she wet?” he asked Harriet.
Harriet looked deep into Tess’s eyes and then reached down with one hand. This time, we could see her fingers part those soft folds and plunge inside. Tess gasped. Harriet glanced at Edward and nodded, her cheeks flushed.
“Show me,” said Edward.
Harriet withdrew her fingers and held them out to Edward. All three of them stared at the fingers, sticky with Tess’s juices. Then Edward, looking right into Tess’s eyes, leaned forward...and licked at the fingers, tasting her. The two of them stared at each other, the sexual tension between them almost palpable.
Beside me, I heard Stan tense. But when I looked round at him, he didn’t look as if he was about to march in there and kill Edward. He looked entranced, and I knew that expression well. He was running it through in his mind.
What if? What if he actually fucked her, and I watched?
They weren’t ready for it yet. But for the first time, it seemed like it might actually be a possibility in the future. Stan might actually share her with other men.
Edward started to unbuckle his belt. “Continue,” he told the two women. “Make her come. But do it with your mouth between her legs.”
Tess drew in her breath at the bluntness of it. Harriet sat back on her haunches and looked at her friend...then lowered her face between those pale thighs. Behind her, Edward climbed onto the bed, shoving his pants down his legs and rolling on a condom. I realized what he planned to do.
Harriet’s mouth made first contact with the dewy petals of Tess’s pussy, and Tess’s head came up off the bed in shock, gulping in air. Almost at the same instant, Edward gripped Harriet’s hips and drew her up onto her knees so that her ass was thrust into her air, her shoulders down low on the bed. His knees nudged her legs apart and we saw her soft pink pussy flower open.
“Jesus,” croaked Stan, next to me.
My eyes were locked on that soft, dark line that divided Harriet’s pussy lips. I could see the moisture that gleamed on them. She was soaking.
Stan’s voice again, but I was barely aware of it. “You’re really going to let him—Jesus, he’s going to—”
I didn’t even nod.
Yes, he’s going to. He’s going to thrust right up into her. He’s going to savor that warm wetness...because he’s paid for her.
And then Edward was doing it, the tip of his cock nudging her folds apart. He teased her with it and I heard her almost sob with need. She rocked her hips back towards him, circling them a little, unashamed of how much she wanted it. At the same time, she reached up with both hands and pushed Tess down onto the bed by her breasts, anchoring her there.
Almost immediately, the reason for it became clear. As soon as Harriet started to lick, Tess gasped and tried to move—would have done, if Harriet hadn’t been holding her. She wasn’t trying to escape, or to get closer. It was almost a spasm, raw and untamed, like a startled mare. “God!”
Tess panted. “God! Y—Yes!”
Harriet pushed her face closer, burying her head between Tess’s smooth thighs. We saw her tongue lash out, quick and pink, and drag slowly along the length of Tess’s lips, all the way from top to bottom. Next to me, Stan leaned closer, and I could tell his gaze was locked on that spot. Such a familiar part of Tess’s body. He’d never even dreamed he’d see it this way, with a gorgeous blonde lapping at it. I knew exactly what was going through his head, because the same thing was going through mine.
Has she always wanted this? Has she always needed another woman?
It was something we couldn’t give our wives, however hard we tried.  Something that maybe neither woman would have ever dared explore, if Edward hadn’t given them the opportunity by making his request.
Edward started to just barely penetrate my wife, holding just the head of his cock inside the clinging mouth of her pussy and circling it slowly. Harriet mimicked his movements with her tongue, parting Tess’s folds and pushing it inside, opening her up. Tess moaned and threw her head back, bucking and arching her back, and only Harriet’s hands on her breasts kept her in place.
I saw Edward smile at the sight. And then he was moving his hips, finding exactly the right angle. I braced myself….
There!
He lunged forward with his hips, a slow, sure movement, and I watched as the full length of his cock slid into my wife. He made it right to the root without stopping—God, she must be soaking! Harriet let out a low groan of pleasure and put one hand down between her thighs, unable to stop herself from rubbing at her clit. That left one of Tess’s breasts exposed and I stared at it—milky-white flesh and that small, delicate nipple, now rock hard. God, how many times had I seen Tess’s breasts under a tight sweater or in her white work blouse and wondered what they must look like? And now she was lying there squirming and shuddering, her body starting to shine with sweat as she neared her peak.
Edward began to thrust, gently at first, giving Harriet time to brace herself so that she didn’t topple forwards onto Tess. But, as soon as she’d steadied herself, he began to ram into her, his groin slapping against her upraised ass, his cock plunging between her spread thighs. Harriet lifted her head so that she could pant.
“No,” Edward told her immediately. “Keep your face there. I want her to know when you come. I want you to pant it right into her.”
Harriet drew in a shuddering breath at the words. Then she nodded submissively and started to lower her head again. I saw her look up at Tess and the women exchanged a tentative, disbelieving smile. Then Tess closed her eyes and rocked her head back once more as her friend’s lips found her again.
“God!”
Edward began to fuck my wife hard, his powerful thighs slapping against her upraised ass cheeks. Every thrust made her mouth press against Tess’s pussy, drawing a moan from her. Stan and I could see her quick, pink tongue working frantically at her friend’s sopping folds, lashing over the slickened lips and plunging between them. Harriet’s upper lip was rubbing back and forth on Tess’s clit, now, and every contact with that tiny bud made Tess grind her hips, pushing them up to meet Harriet’s face. God, this was
Tess and Harriet!
Our
wives!
A week ago, they’d been baking cookies together!
Edward stared down at Tess. “You like this?” he asked, the lust thick in his voice. “You like seeing your friend being ridden hard like this?”
Tess’s eyes had fluttered closed. Now they opened and she focused on Edward...then on Harriet’s naked body. “Y—Yes,” she groaned.
“I’ve fucked her like this more than once,” Edward told her. “Last time, it was with a plug up her ass and a gag in her mouth.”
There was a shocked little intake of air from Tess, but I didn’t miss the way her hips gave an extra little jerk. At the same time, Harriet shuddered—with shame? Or with arousal, at hearing him so casually discuss her?
Tess flushed and glanced to the side, breaking eye contact, and Edward let just a hint of a smile play across his lips before he upped his speed, fucking Harriet even harder. Each thrust brought a high little cry from Harriet. He was deep into her, right up to the root, and pounding her as hard as he could, his hands hard on her hips. The sort of fucking that would leave her utterly satisfied, but pleasantly sore, afterwards. The idea made my cock throb.
“God,” moaned Harriet. “I’m going to come.”
Tess reacted to that, tensing and arching her back. She was getting close, too. Harriet still had one hand on Tess’s breast and had begun to squeeze it in rhythm with Edward’s thrusts, either unconsciously or by design. Her other hand was down between her own thighs, teasing her clit. “Ngghhh,”
grated Harriet, pushing her face even harder against Tess’s pussy. “God!”
“Come for me,” said Edward, snapping the words out like an order. “Come for me right now!”
It started with a tremble in Harriet’s legs, building in magnitude as it reached her ass and hips then exploding into violent waves as it hit her pussy. She let out a squeal, barely muffled by the soft folds that pressed against her lips, and her whole body went rigid. The vibrations sent Tess over the edge. She bent like a bow, thrusting her groin towards her friend’s face and then jerking it there as she spasmed. Watching the two women come together, bucking and writhing, their pleasure evident in their mingled cries, was incredible. Stan went completely motionless, staring at his wife and mine.
Edward groaned and came as well, his ass clenching as he shot long ropes of cum into my wife, his potent seed held back by only the flimsiest rubber barrier. But his orgasm was just a sideshow. It was the gasping, moaning finale of Tess and Harriet that had our attention.
The ecstasy rolled through them in waves, making them buck against one another, lips against clit and tongue against folds, until they finally lay still. Edward withdrew from Harriet with a soft sucking sound and she almost fell onto her friend, their legs scissoring together, blonde and auburn hair mixed together on the pillow.
Stan turned and stared at me. His face betrayed a lot of things in that moment: his doubts, his fears, his anger at Edward for even thinking about fucking Tess. But more powerful than any of those was what he voiced to me. “Thank you,” he whispered sincerely. “Jesus. Thank you.”
I nodded silently. We watched as the women slowly roused themselves and Harriet kissed Edward goodbye with a long, deep kiss.
 
***
 
Stan and Tess left soon afterward. There were a lot of awkward looks and fearful glances. I knew that, when they got home, they might well have a row about it. I wasn’t sure that was entirely a bad thing—they needed to get the anger and jealousy out of their systems, just as we’d had to. What reassured me was that I could see something else in both their eyes: lust. They might argue but, as soon as they were done arguing, they were going to fuck the hell out of each other.
“You think she’ll want to do it again?” asked Harriet. We’d run a bath and climbed into the tub together—it was becoming a tradition.
“I don’t know,” I said, lazily sliding my hands over her wet body. “Maybe. I think it opened her eyes a lot. But I don’t think she’ll be comfortable with fucking other men—not for a while, at least.”
Harriet looked glum. “I was hoping this was going to be the start of something.”
I found her hands and interlaced my fingers with hers. “It can be. I think they’ll do more, in their own time. Maybe it won’t be escorting. Maybe they’ll just swap, or something. But I don’t think they’re going to go back to a vanilla sex life after this. And she walked away with three thousand dollars.”
“Six thousand. I gave her my half, too. Since I want to keep Edward sweet and I couldn’t have done it without her.”
I stared at her in surprise for a second but then nodded, pleased. “And you two can at least talk about stuff now.”
Harriet looked doubtful. “But if she isn’t going to sleep with guys—”
I turned her face towards me so that I could look into her eyes. “Harriet, trust me. She might not do it herself, but she at least understands. She’s not going to think you’re a slut. Okay?”
Harriet looked abashed. “Okay. Yeah, you’re right.” Then her eyes widened. “God, can you believe I...with
Tess!”
“As I said, they had their eyes opened. Now they need to figure it out for themselves. Maybe they go further, maybe not. We should back off and give them some room. The important thing is, you have someone to talk to about it, now, and we haven’t lost them as friends.”
She nodded. “You’re right. And I’m sorry about how it all happened.”
I hugged her. “You can make up for it,” I said, “by telling me
exactly
what Tess’s pussy tastes like.” I could feel my cock growing hard against her ass.
My wife giggled, turned around to fully face me and started to tell me.
We didn’t get out of the bath for almost an hour, by which time most of the water was on the floor.
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
It had been two days since Tess and Harriet. Since my wife had taken that bombshell redhead to the bed and—
Yeah. I was still thinking about it. I was thinking about nothing else. I stared at my monitor, looking at blueprints of a new shopping mall, but all I could see were the glistening folds of Tess’s pussy and the flame-colored hair above them. I put on headphones and cranked up some music, but all I could hear were the soft moans my wife had traded with Tess as she’d tongued and licked her.
When Harriet’s phone call came, late in the afternoon, it was a relief. I hurried into the kitchen area to take it.
“A booking?” I asked.
“Sort of. It’s not for tonight. It’s tomorrow. Daytime.”
“Daytime?!”
“It’s kind of two appointments. He wants to meet me in the morning, just to talk, and then if things work out he wants to see me again at one. I said I’d check my diary and call him back. We’d both have to take a day off work. But he’ll pay one and a half thousand, since it’s sort of two appointments.”
One and a half thousand dollars for maybe one and a half hour’s work. It seemed like easy money. What I couldn’t figure out was why he wanted to meet her first, then come back later for the main event. Maybe he was nervous, and needed to work up to the sex.
Neither of us guessed that this was about something completely different.
 
***
 
The natural place for the two of them to chat would have been the living room—but then I wouldn’t be able to watch. So we dressed the bedroom up a little, setting out coffee things and a few magazines, putting the emphasis on the small seating area rather than on the bed itself.
“I feel weird, dressed like this,” said Harriet, looking down at herself. She was in shining black pumps, stockings and a deep blue dress that hugged her hips and ass before finishing with a scoop neck that displayed a generous scoop of cleavage. She looked out of the window. “These are not daytime clothes. It’s not even nine, yet! This is practically a breakfast meeting!”
I shrugged. “I guess that’s just part of this job—you’ve got to be ready when they’re ready and guys can want sex any time. It’s like those strip clubs near airports that are open all day because guys fall off flights from some other time zone—to them, it’s 2am and they’re horny. Or maybe it’s the only time this guy had free. Maybe that’s why he’s doing it as two appointments. He could be one of those hyper-busy guys and he just has ten minutes here, ten minutes there.”
Harriet wrinkled her nose. “I’m not sure I like that. I don’t want to be fitted into someone’s day!”
I grinned. “I’d love to see the entry in his diary.”
The buzzer sounded. I kissed my wife and ran for the viewing room. Moments later, she led him through to the bedroom and sat him down in one of the armchairs, taking the other one for herself. We hadn’t used the chairs much, so far. I couldn’t help but think of the last guy who’d sat there, and how Harriet had lap-danced for him and then fucked him right there in his seat.
The guy’s name was Laurence. Slender and just a little shorter than me, with hair cut in long, foppish waves. He had delicate features and big, dark green eyes. He was handsome in a way that suggested he might be fourteenth in line to some throne somewhere.
His jeans and jacket looked expensive and, when he spoke, his voice was at least as posh as Edward’s. “This won’t work,” he said, eyeing my wife.
“Oh.” She looked understandably thrown. “I’m not...what you expected from my photos?”
He shook his head. “I’m sorry. I’m being rude, aren’t I? I’m not good at this...talking to women. You’re lovely. But your clothes—we’ll need to change your clothes.”
“Oh!” She brightened. “That I can do. Would you like me to put on lingerie? Or maybe nothing at all?” Then she must have remembered Aaron. “Or maybe jeans?”
Laurence shook his head again. “No. I need you to dress in something more...demure.
I need to take you out to lunch, later today, and you’ll be on show.”
My wife nodded. “I see. That’s why you wanted two appointments. You want me to pretend to be your date.”
“I want you to pretend to be my fiancé.”
“Your—what?!”
“For my mother.”
“What?!”
“That’s who we’re having lunch with.”
My wife’s eyes bugged out. “I can’t—what?!—” She shook her head. “I can’t pretend to be your fiancé!”
“Why not? It’s just some acting. An hour of lunch. Good food. It must be easier than....”—he cast his eyes around the bedroom—”what you usually do.”
My wife blushed. “But...just for
today?!
How does that work? How do we keep it up?”
He shook his head. “We don’t. This is a one-time thing. Look: my mother’s been wanting me to meet someone for years and it’s getting unbearable. She lives on the other side of the country. She visits once a year and we go to lunch. If I show her, this time, that I’ve gotten engaged, she’ll finally leave me alone. Then, before next year, I’ll say we broke up. That’ll buy me another few years before she starts hassling me again.”
Harriet leaned forward in her seat and touched his hand. “That’s
terrible!”
she said. “That you have to lie to her.”
Laurence shook his head bitterly. “It’s not her fault,” he said. “She’s just very traditional, you know?”
Harriet nodded sadly. “I understand.” Behind the mirror, I was nodding in sympathy, too.
It was a few seconds before Laurence glanced up and saw her expression. “Oh, I’m not
gay!”
he said in horror.
“It’s okay,” said Harriet quickly. “I understand. It can be tough, coming out. Parents—”
“No!” he said urgently. “Really! I’m not! I just…”—he twisted his hands together—”I’m no good at talking to women,” he said. “I’m shy.”
“Sure,” Harriet said quickly. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have presumed.” She smiled reassuringly at him. I could tell that she didn’t buy his denial at all. She grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “Don’t panic. I’ll be the best fiancé
ever.”
He nodded determinedly. “I’ll need to know some things about you. Your job, for example. A made-up job, obviously.”
“Obviously,” said my wife archly.
“Something high-powered, I think,” said Laurence. “An executive position. But not anything in banking or finance. My mother doesn’t think women can be trusted with money.”
I saw Harriet wince. I was grinning, enjoying myself. This whole thing might go right or very, very wrong but, either way, it was going to be fun to watch.
“How about advertising?” asked Harriet. “An advertising executive?”
Laurence furrowed his brow. “I don’t know...do you think you can pull that off?”
I could see Harriet trying hard not to bristle. “Yes,” she said firmly. “I, um...shared an apartment with a woman who worked in advertising. I know all the terminology.”
He nodded slowly. “Okay. And let’s say we met a year ago at...the ballet.”
Something in the way he said it—the ba-lay!—made Harriet giggle. Laurence rolled his eyes. “This is a very serious matter!” he said.
“Sorry. The ballet. And now we’re seeing each other...am I living with you?”
His eyes went wide. “What,
living in sin?
God, no! She’d have a heart attack. And you must be the right sort of girl.”
“The right sort of girl?” Harriet echoed.
“Yes. Summers in the Hamptons. Tennis and riding lessons. You know—normal stuff.” Then he had the decency to flush. “Normal for...me.”
Harriet nodded. “Got it.”
“And we’ll have to change your name.
Kimberly
won’t do. It needs to be something elegant and classic.”
“How about…” Harriet pretended to think. “Harriet?”
Laurence thought about it. “That would work. Are you sure you can remember it?”
“Trust me.”
 
***
 
When he’d gone, I emerged from the viewing room. I had to walk slowly because I was doubled up with laughter.
“Stop it!” said Harriet. “This is a very serious matter!” Then
she
started laughing.
“Poor guy,” I said when I’d gotten myself under control. “He’s obviously gay.”
Harriet nodded. “Denial is
not
a river in Africa. But hey, at least we can help him.” She bit her lip. “This is going to be weird—pretending to be attached.”
I sat down on the bed and stroked her back, enjoying her warmth. “You have no problem pretending to be single.”
“Pretending to be attached to
someone else.”
She looked down at her empty finger. Then she took out a ring box. “He left me this. Didn’t even show it to me, just told me to wear it for the restaurant. Isn’t that sad? I mean, buying a ring for a girl should be a big deal.”
I nodded. “It was for me,” I said truthfully.
She opened the box and gasped. “Jesus.
That’s—”
I stared at the diamond ring. “You can say it—it’s bigger than your real one.”
She gave me a look. “It doesn’t mean anything, you know. It’ll be going back to the shop this afternoon.”
“I know! Relax. I’m fine with it. If there’s one person I’m not going to be jealous of, it’s Laurence.”
She slipped the ring experimentally onto her finger. “God, that feels weird.”
I stared at it and then smiled.
She caught my expression. “What?”
“It’s kind of...I don’t know. I know it should bother me, but it’s kind of...hot.
It’s like you’re engaged to someone else. Some other guy’s property.” I let my hand roam lower, over her ass. “I might have to ravage you.”
“You’re insatiable. But I guess we have time before—”
The cell phone we’d dedicated to her escorting work rang. She frowned and grabbed it. “Hello?”
I kept stroking her ass and back as I waited. She listened to the person on the other end for a long time. I knew I had to stay quiet, but I couldn’t resist running first one hand and then both hands down her sides and over those perfect, stockinged legs...then back up her thighs. She knocked my hands away, winking at me, before I could reach her pussy. “Okay,” she said at last. “Let me check.”
She put the call on hold. “A guy wants to book me
now,”
she said.
“Now?”
“Now.
Like, he’s five minutes away.” She looked at her watch. “We have hours before I have to leave for the restaurant. We could fit him in.”
“But we were just about to—”
She smirked, tilting her head to one side. “Money is money.” I knew it wasn’t really about the money. She was horny at the idea of another client...especially since Laurence’s booking clearly wasn’t going to involve sex. We
had
taken the whole day off work—we might as well earn some money. “Okay,” I said with a sigh. “But I’m still going to ravage you later.”
“I’ll hold you to that,” she told me. And told the caller to come straight over.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The guy’s name was Harry and he wasn’t kidding about being five minutes away. I barely had time to grab a drink and shut myself in the viewing room before I heard the buzzer. Harriet led him into the bedroom. Short and stocky, he had curly dark hair and a deep tan. He looked to be in good shape and was dressed in a business suit.
And he was carrying a garment bag.
“I didn’t mention this on the phone,” he said, “but I was wondering if you’d mind wearing this.”
Harriet stared at him for a second. I knew what was going through her head:
Why is no one happy with my dress, today?!
But then she caught herself and smiled warmly. When you’re an escort, the customer is always right. She took the garment bag from him and unzipped it to reveal...a stewardess’s uniform. Not some cheap costume hire version but what looked to be a genuine jacket, blouse and skirt.
“The airline are pretty strict about people selling them,” said Harry. “Security and so on. And I guess they don’t want their airline brought into...ah...disrepute. I had to buy this one off an actual member of the cabin crew—she told them she lost it, and I paid the bill for a replacement and more besides.”
Harriet took out the jacket, examining it.
“I think it’ll fit you,” said Harry. “Don’t worry if it’s a little tight.” From the way he said it,
tight
would be a good thing.
“Okay....” said Harriet.
“And then maybe if you could put your hair up?” asked Harry. “And, um...I could sit there, in that armchair, and you could bring me a Scotch? I mean, if you’ve got Scotch.”
Harriet nodded absently. “I have Scotch.” I could see that she was turning things over in her mind. One of the many things I loved about my wife was that she took pride in things. When she’d made cookies for the bake sale with Tess, they’d been the best damn cookies with the prettiest damn icing you’ve ever seen. And now, if this client wanted her to be an air stewardess? Well, she’d be the best air stewardess he’d ever had. “I got it,” she said. “Why don’t you wait in the living room while I get changed?”
Harry nodded and left. She closed the door behind him and leaned against it for a second, still thinking. Then she began to undress.
It was strange, watching her get ready. Normally, she did it before the client got there, before I went into the viewing room. Watching her was like being a Peeping Tom, spying on her in her bedroom. Wrong...and very, very hot. She’d done it before, when we’d played the game with the mirror, but this was for real. She really was getting ready for some other guy.
She stripped off the dress, leaving on her black panties and bra. Then she pulled on the white blouse he’d given her. It
was
too tight, even for a fitted blouse, the thin fabric stretching tight over her full breasts. Plus, the black bra showed through the white material. I knew that was deliberate on Harriet’s part.
Next came the skirt. That, too, was tight—and, when she’d wriggled it up her hips, I saw that it only came down to mid-thigh. Damn, I’d forgotten how sexy that airline’s uniforms were. I was going to have to make sure I flew with them, next time we travelled. Combined with the black hold-ups she was wearing and the high heels, the journey my eyes took from the floor up to her waist was one long rollercoaster of mouthwatering curves. Then came the jacket with its badges and logo.
Wow.
She looked just like the real thing except, with the jacket being slightly too small, her breasts were a little more unsubtly displayed than usual. She’d left a couple of buttons unfastened on the blouse and it was possible to look down the front of her jacket to a heavenly valley of soft, pale cleavage. I couldn’t stop myself groaning when she bent over and I saw it for the first time.
Next, she touched up her lipstick and pinned her hair up, transforming herself into that delicious combination of sexy and buttoned-down formality that makes stewardesses such a common male fantasy. Then she turned and looked at the bedroom. She frowned and started moving things around, putting the two armchairs one in front of the other, facing in the same direction. She looked at the room again and then nodded her approval. Finally, she opened the door and called for Harry to come in.
When he entered, he gaped at the transformation, then grinned so wide I thought his head would split in two. He glanced toward the bed and I nodded to myself. That’s all he expected—that she’d dress up in the outfit, he’d take her to bed and it would all be over.
He didn’t know Harriet. She didn’t just dress up. She got into character.
“Welcome aboard, sir,” she told him with a smile. “I’m Kimberly and I’ll be looking after the first class cabin today. Do you have any luggage you’d like me to stow for you?”
“Uh...no,” said Harry, amazed but delighted.
“Okay, then. If you’d like to take your seat for take-off….”
Harry quickly sat down on the rearmost seat. Harriet strutted quickly to the front of the “plane,” her heels and long legs making every step an event. She turned. “Ladies and gentlemen, if I can please have your attention for the safety briefing? Emergency exits are located
here, here
and
here.
Please take the time to locate the exit nearest to you, remembering that your nearest exit may be behind you. In the unlikely event of an emergency….”
She ran through the whole thing: oxygen masks, lifejackets, even the no smoking sign. The demonstration required her to bend forward several times, showing off that delicious scoop of cleavage, and to turn her back and show off her equally wonderful rump under the tight skirt. By the end of it, Harry and I had matching bulges in our pants.
But whereas I’d have to wait to get any relief, I knew that he was about to have the flight of his life.
“Sir,” Harriet asked him, “now that we’re airborne, would you like a drink?”
He was grinning. Clearly, this was the best escort experience
ever.
“I’ll take a Scotch,” he said. “On the rocks.”
“Certainly, sir,” she said with a flirty wink. And she left him there and went off to the kitchen to fetch it.
When she’d left, Harry looked around the room, shaking his head in admiration at the trouble she was going to. Then he got up from his seat and wandered over to the mirror. Eyeing his own reflection—and not realizing he was looking straight at me—he muttered to himself as he straightened his tie. “Goddamn, but she has an ass on her you could bounce a quarter off.” He looked down at the obvious bulge in his pants—from the shape of it, he was well hung. “Man, I’m going to give it to her so hard….”
I grinned at his words, my own cock throbbing in my pants.
Harry sat down as he heard Harriet approaching. She opened the door with a broad smile and served him his drink. She’d even gone to the trouble of serving it airline-style, on a tray with a napkin under the glass. “There we go, sir,” she said. “Now, will there be anything else?”
I saw the lust flare in his eyes. I figured he probably flew a lot and fantasized about fucking the stewardesses he met—but of course, he’d never go as far as to proposition one of them. He didn’t want to get laughed at, or have his face slapped, or be told his advance was inappropriate.
With Harriet, though, his fantasies could come true. He downed his drink in one swallow. “Maybe you could make me more comfortable?” he suggested.
She smiled at him and inserted herself just in front of his legs, facing him. Now I saw why she’d created the two “rows” of seats—it meant that she had an excuse to get close to him. She bent at the hips so that she could lean close and speak in his ear, which just happened to give him a perfect view down her blouse. “I
am
here to serve.”
Harry growled and pulled her close. She straddled his lap and the action of spreading her legs made the tight skirt slide up her thighs. His big, meaty hand slapped down on one nylon-covered thigh and squeezed—exactly what he’d always dreamed of doing. And then he was kissing her, his hard, male mouth savage at her soft, painted one, his free hand wrapping around her upper back to pull her into him more. I saw the moment when his tongue slipped into her mouth and heard the moan he gave as he entered that sweet, fragrant cavern. I saw her nestle herself further into his lap, grinding her crotch salaciously against the bulge in his pants, and the way his whole body tensed in response.
She broke the kiss, panting. “Sir!” she said as if pleasantly surprised. She ran her hand down over his groin, tracing the shape of the bulge. “Is this something I can assist you with?” She batted her eyelashes at him. He nodded, eyes half-closed in lust.
She slid from his lap and knelt in front of his seat. There was so little space that she had to insert her feet under the chair in front. She could have easily pushed it aside to make herself more comfortable, but this wasn’t about being comfortable. This was about giving him the flight he’d always fantasized about.
She unzipped his pants and freed his cock, guiding it carefully out of his shorts. He was already erect and, as I’d guessed, he was larger than average. Harriet eyed his erection with eager anticipation. That was one thing I loved about this whole adventure—she was more enthusiastic about sex than I’d ever seen her, both with clients and with me. Making sex into work had, perversely, made it more fun.
She leaned low over his lap and opened her mouth into a red-ringed “O,” but she didn’t take him in quite yet. Instead, she dipped her head so that her lips were just shy of the throbbing, gray-purple head and exhaled, drenching it in warm, moist air. He groaned and she looked up at him, playful lust dancing in her eyes.
She stuck out her tongue and licked the very tip of him, tasting his pre-cum. She started to kiss him, soft little presses of her lipsticked lips against his hard shaft, leaving imprints of her lips there. Then she went a little lower, angling her head to the side, and began to lick, watching his reaction as her lithe pink tongue darted out again and again. He stiffened in his seat and groaned, staring down at the angel in uniform.
She deftly held him in place with one hand and went to work, using slow, careful strokes of her tongue to cover every part of him, not stopping until every inch of the head and shaft were shining. By now, Harry was moaning and straining, desperate for her to take him in.
Only then did she finally open her mouth again and descend, taking the head and the first inch of the shaft and closing around them. Her lips sealed tight around the shaft and her cheeks hollowed as she began to suck. Her hand began to stroke, slow and steady, and soon he was breathing in time with her insistent rhythm. I saw the tell-tale movement in her cheeks as her tongue went into action and I knew she was lashing it over and over the head, caressing it with just the right combination of slippery hotness and expert pressure. She began to bob her head, sliding her lips a few inches down his shaft before returning, and suddenly his hand was on the back of her head, urging her on. He didn’t push, which made him more polite than many men, but he indicated what he wanted.
He wanted her to go deep.
She obeyed.
The next time she rose up on his shaft, I saw her nostrils move as she sucked in a deep breath. Then she was pushing herself down, down...and...there,
I saw the little jerk as he angled into her throat and she swallowed his thickness into the tight place. Her eyes bulged a little but she kept gamely on, pushing down his spit-slick shaft until her lips bumped against the material of his pants. She stopped there for a second, adjusting to the feel of him. Harry stared down at her and then stared up at the ceiling, panting, and I could tell that he was trying to stop himself from coming too soon. Just the feel of my wife’s hot, tight throat was threatening to send him over the edge.
She slowly glided up his shaft and there was an audible gulping noise as he withdrew into her mouth. Then down again, and an equal noise as she swallowed him again. God, the noises alone had me rock-hard in my pants. I remembered the camera and grabbed it up, firing off shot after shot of my wife, the escort, down on her knees and servicing a customer. In the uniform, she was the perfect vision of the sexy stewardess—short skirt hiked up her thighs, long legs gleaming in their stockings, jacket displaying a tempting slice of cleavage and her lips wrapped around a thick cock.
She began to fuck him with her mouth, bobbing her head up and down him faster and faster, lashing her tongue around the head when it entered her mouth, squeezing it with her throat each time it entered that tight passage. It was quiet in the room and the sounds carried even through the mirror, obscene and wonderful: the swallowing noise as she took him down, the wet slide as he emerged, the panting of their heated breathing. The sound of my wife, sucking another man.
Suddenly, he reached down and guided her mouth off him, shaking his head. “I need to fuck you,” he said simply.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
She nodded and stood, and I could tell by the way her breasts rose and fell under that tight jacket that her breathing was labored, that she was at least as turned on as he was. “Take off my panties,” she told him.
He growled with lust at that idea and reached quickly up under her skirt. Skimming the black panties down her thighs took only seconds, and then she was stepping out of them. She went to toss them away, but he grabbed her hand. “I want to keep them,” he said. “I’ll pay.”
She nodded, and he shoved them into his pocket. Meanwhile, she was taking a condom from the pocket of her jacket, tearing off the wrapper and rolling it down his throbbing cock.
Bending her knees, she went to straddle him again, facing him. But he shook his head. “Turn around. I want to see your ass while I fuck you.”
The crudeness seemed to inflame her. She turned her back to him and bent her knees again. He flicked up her skirt and groaned as he saw her naked ass descending towards him. She looked down, adjusting herself, guiding his cock to her waiting pussy lips. At the first touch of him against her, they both gasped.
She started to lower herself, but only by an inch or so at first. He was big and it was an awkward position and not one she’d ever tried before. She squatted just low enough that the head spread her opening wide. She panted, flexing her thighs, moving up and down in a slow rhythm.
I’m not sure if she was trying to ready herself for him or trying to tease him, but I could see his cock stiffen even more, throbbing angrily through the thin rubber. His hands cupped her ass and squeezed, but he stopped short of pulling her down onto him. He let her take her time, adjusting, even though it was driving him wild.
Only when she opened her knees wider and began to sink down, taking him into her heated depths, did he move his hands to her waist and help her. She took him nearly all the way on her first stroke, sinking down until only an inch or two of his shaft remained outside her. The sight of his veined cock spearing up between her spread thighs to penetrate her is one I’ll never forget.
She began to move, using the back of the seat in front of her for leverage. Lifting herself off him, she rose almost to the point where he’d escape her, then slid back down his length. Again. Again, and this time she took him right to the root, a low cry escaping her as he hit her very limits. I stared at the thick base of his cock, framed by her open legs, imagining the shape of him up inside her as if I had X-ray vision. God, the head of him must be stretching her, right up against her cervix. My wife was utterly filled by another man and the thought burned down through me, turning to black, potent heat in my cock. I snapped picture after picture of that thick length buried in her.
She lowered her head and began to fuck him in earnest, riding him hard. I could see how his cock was already shining with her juices each time it emerged from her, and her arousal showed in her face, too, in the flush of her cheeks and in her heavy-lidded eyes. Harry’s hands came around her and groped for her breasts, squeezing the soft orbs. Then he was fumbling for the buttons of the jacket and roughly pulling it open. The buttons of the blouse were too small, too fiddly, so he simply ripped them, exposing her pale breasts and the black bra. He growled at the sight of her in the mirror and crushed her breasts in his big hands, and she moaned in response.
I could have watched those stockinged legs flex and squat forever, the wicked combination of perfect feminine shape and desperate, lustful energy. She was going at a fast pace, but she didn’t seem to be able to go any faster—it was an awkward position and she was tiring. I could tell she couldn’t quite get the speed she needed to reach her climax and I could see the frustration building in her eyes.
Harry, meanwhile, was groaning and filling his hands with her breasts, jerking his hips up to meet her as she rammed herself down onto him. His head was thrown back, his eyes half-closed in ecstasy. But as his lust rose to a peak, he wanted more.
He suddenly stood, lifting her with him, his desire lending him strength. He slammed her up against the seat in front of them and almost threw her over it, bending her at the hips. Harriet cried out in surprise and momentary panic, her heels scrabbling for purchase. He’d lifted her slightly and her feet were actually just shy of reaching the floor, her weight resting on her groin and grinding it against the firm leather at the top of the seat back. Her ass was upraised to him, her pale ass cheeks perfectly displayed beneath the flipped-up skirt. Her long legs kicked in their stockings. “S—Sir!” she panted, feeling her sudden vulnerability. But her voice was filled with lust, not fear.
He growled and lunged into her, clinging to her hips to stop her tumbling forward over the seat. She cried out again in surprise and pleasure as he filled her. In this position, he was in control, and he could fuck her as hard and as fast as he liked. She’d been tiring, but he still had his full reserves and he put every ounce of power he had into it, hammering his cock into her. Harriet’s eyes snapped wide, gaping at the mirror—at me. But to my relief, she didn’t look angry or upset, just shocked at the sudden turning of the tables. And that shock changed in seconds to lust as she felt herself fucked in exactly the way she needed it.
His hands scooped under her bra and pried it up off her breasts so that he could fondle her soft flesh, pinching her nipples between finger and thumb. She groaned and ground her hips back to meet him. She quickly discovered that she could now rub her clit against the seat back and her cries grew steadily higher and higher as Harry pumped his hips into her. She closed her eyes, her hands clutching at the edges of the seat back for support. “S—Sir!” she managed. “F—Fuck me! Take me!”
Those words sent Harry over the edge. With a last hard lunge of his hips, he filled her completely and jetted his seed in long, shuddering spurts, his groin right up against that perfect ass. She came as she felt his release, the orgasm washing through her body in a series of long tremors that he must have been able to feel.
When he eventually withdrew from her and she stood up on shaking legs, she looked...ravaged.  Her jacket was open and her blouse was missing several buttons. Her bra had been pushed up over her breasts and her breasts themselves bore fresh finger marks where he’d squeezed her. Her skirt was up around her hips and her panties were missing, her pussy lips puffy and shining with moisture. Her stockings were laddered where her client’s legs had rubbed against them during the hard fucking and torn in one place where his fingers had gripped too hard. Her lipstick was smeared from his cock and her careful updo was coming loose, strands of hair escaping to stick to her damp forehead.
She’d never looked sexier.
“Are you...okay?” Harry asked, concerned.
She was gazing at herself in the mirror, grinning both to herself and me. “Oh yes,” she croaked, still coming down from her orgasm. “Just fine, sir.”



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Harry had paid—leaving a big tip—and we were straightening out the room when it happened. Well, when I say
straightening out the room...we were
meant
to be straightening out the room.
I’d actually stopped to put my arms around my wife from behind, pulling her close so that her ass was against my groin.
“I want to fuck you,” I whispered in her ear. “Right now.”
“I’ve already
been
fucked,” she said, gazing down at herself.
“I know. That’s what makes it such a turn on.”
She giggled and put her arms around my neck, pulling me down for a kiss.
That’s when the fire alarm went off.
We’d never heard it before, so for a few seconds we just stood there staring at each other. Then we realized it was coming from the hallway outside the apartment. And we could hear doors opening and feet hurrying down the stairs.
“Shit,” said Harriet. She looked down at herself.
“Shit!”
She started trying to button her blouse, but half the buttons were missing. She fastened the jacket over it instead and pulled her skirt back into place. “Where are my panties?!”
Then she remembered that Harry had them in his pocket.
I grabbed her arm and hauled her to the door. Outside, the hallway was full of people heading for the stairwell. It was the middle of the day, so most people were out at work but there were still enough people around to make things crowded. Harriet’s outfit started to get a lot of attention. Everyone recognized what she was.
Thank God Harry was a stickler for realism! What if it had been a latex stewardess’s uniform? Or a maid’s outfit?
We moved en masse down the stairs and out into the parking lot. Luckily, the apartments were across town from our house and no one there really knew us—we’d bought the apartments, including this one, as investments, not as somewhere to live. But we still felt horribly exposed, out there in broad daylight with Harriet in the uniform. And she must have felt even more uncomfortable, standing there with no panties on.
We presumed at first that it was just a false alarm and we’d be allowed back into the building after a few minutes. But the building super told us we had to wait for the fire department to check and clear the place. Harriet checked the time and bit her lip. “If we don’t go soon,” she said, “we’re not going to make it to meet Laurence.”
I nodded and squeezed her hand.
The fire department showed up and several big, muscled firefighters trudged inside and started checking each apartment in turn. It was a beautiful day, there was no actual danger and no one seemed to be in a particular hurry. No one except us.
After a half hour, the firefighters came trudging out and the alarm finally ceased. People cheered. Everyone stepped forward to go back in, with us spearheading the crowd.
“Hold it, folks,” said the firefighter in charge. “Problem with the furnace in the basement. Probably nothing, but we can’t let anyone in until it’s been fixed. Regulations. Might be an hour or two.”
Harriet checked the time again and made a face. She hated to be late for anything. “Please,” she said to the guy, “I
have
to get back in to my apartment. I have to get changed.”
The firefighter, six foot something of sun-kissed muscle and tousled black hair, looked down at her. “Sorry,” he grinned. “No exceptions.”
“Please!” And then she did something I’d never seen before, or at least not so blatantly. She let her eyes go big and round and she looked imploringly up at him in a way that would make any man’s cock hard. “I’ve got to get to my other job. I can’t show up like this.”
The firefighter glanced at me. I was standing close behind Harriet, but so were lots of other people. “He with you?”
Harriet turned around and did a good job of looking blankly at me. “No,” she said airily. Then she gave him a thousand-watt smile. “I’m, uh...single right now, actually.” And she did a sort of breathy giggle.
The firefighter smirked. “Okay, okay. Five minutes. I’ll have to take you up myself.”
And they walked inside the building, leaving me with my jaw hanging open. The last view I had of my wife was her pert ass under that too-tight skirt, and the firefighter’s meaty hand on her back just above it.
Five minutes later, she came almost skipping out of the door. No one but me would have recognized her. Her heels were lower, she was in a smart gray skirt that came down over her knees and a red sweater demurely covered her chest right up to her neck. She’d pinned her hair up again but left a curl dangling down on each side. The finishing touch was a pair of black-rimmed glasses I hadn’t even known she’d owned. She looked...well, like a slightly more demure version of the real Harriet. A sensible, clean-living account executive.
“What happened?” I demanded as we got into the car. “Tell me you didn’t fuck him!”
She stared at me. “What do you think I am?! I just went in there and got changed, while he waited.”
I pulled out of the parking lot.
“He did watch me get changed, though,” Harriet said.
I nearly swerved into a lamppost.
“Not right there in the room,” she said quickly. “He waited in the hallway, just outside. But the door was open a crack. Well, more than a crack. I could see him watching in the mirror.”
I stared at her incredulously...and then laughed. “You’re unbelievable. And you told him you were single!”
“Well it wouldn’t have worked if I’d been married. You should thank me. I was putting the business first.”
“Oh, is that what it was? A supreme sacrifice?”
She flushed. “He
was
quite hot.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We made it to the restaurant with just a few minutes to spare. Harriet went in first while I parked. Then I followed and asked for a table for one. It was a fairly stuffy place, all white linen and vases of flowers—exactly the sort of place you’d take a visiting mother to. I had no control over where the waiter seated me but, luckily, I wound up only one table away.
Laurence and his mother had just arrived. He was in a suit, while she—
I couldn’t even focus on her appearance. I was too distracted by the dog.
It was the size of a large rat, but looked to be less personable. One of those breeds with bulging eyes and almost no fur. It was sitting in a white leather purse and there was a definite scent of perfume coming from it.
Laurence’s mother looked like
exactly
the sort of woman who’d spritz her dog with perfume. She was somewhere between sixty and eighty, but the make-up and dyed black hair made it difficult to tell which end. She had an almost completely flat profile—no bust and no ass. As I sat down, she was drawing Harriet into a stiff little hug. “So
pleased to meet you,” she was saying. “So
glad Laurence has met someone at last.” She said it as if she would have accepted her son marrying a badger, at this point, and Harriet took the implied insult for exactly what it was. “Let me see the ring. Oh! Showy and a little excessive. That’s so like Laurence.”
Harriet gave a polite smile and sat down. I could tell she hated her mother-in-law-to-be already.
“Shall we order?” asked Laurence.
“What is it you do?” his mother asked Harriet, ignoring him completely.
“Harriet’s an advertising account executive,” said Laurence excitedly.
His mother wrinkled her nose. “Selling people things they don’t need. Well, at least there’s money in it, I suppose. How old are you?”
“Mother!” Laurence sounded shocked.
“No, that’s alright, darling,” my wife said. She made a show of putting her hand on top of Laurence’s and squeezing it. “I’m twenty-eight.” She was thirty.
The mother sniffed. “High time you were thinking about a family,” she said. “You’re not one of these career women who put it off, are you?”
“No,” said Harriet. “I’d love to start a family.”
It felt weird, hearing her say it. She was just acting, of course, telling the mother what she wanted to hear. No way were we ready for kids.
“Good,” said the mother. “I think two is a good number. One seems like you’re not really trying and more seems vulgar.”
To my surprise, Harriet nodded. “Ideally, a boy and a girl.”
The mother let out a sharp laugh. “Forget the boy.” She looked pointedly at her son. “Boys are nothing but trouble. I have two and I have no one to go shopping with.”
Harriet put a hand on the mother’s arm. “I’d
love
to go shopping with you.”
I lifted my menu to hide my chuckling. Harriet could ingratiate herself with anyone.
Laurence’s mother lowered her voice, but only a little. “It’s a relief, to be frank with you. I’d started to presume he was gay.”
“Mother!”
Laurence flushed down to his collar.
“But…” She cast a quick glance down the length of Harriet’s body. “It’s obvious he likes the female form.” She might as well have said,
well, clearly he likes you for your boobs.
“Thank you,” said Harriet with a tight smile.
“I hope that you’ll keep yourself in shape, once you’ve given him a few children. It’s easy for you more, ah...ample
women to let things slide. Especially when they start to slide
south.
You won’t be breastfeeding, will you?”
Harriet stiffened. “Actually, yes, I had planned to.”
I frowned. Where had
that
come from? Why didn’t she just lie to keep the old crow happy?
“It’s a silly, hippy idea,” the mother sniffed.
“It’s better for the child,” said Harriet, glowering.
What the hell is going on?
The mother shook her head. “You’ll droop.”
“I’ll work out,” said Harriet tightly.
“I’m going to have the seabass,” said Laurence hopefully. Everyone ignored him.
The mother sat back and folded her hands primly in her lap. “Well. I can see my son’s at least found himself someone with a little fire in her belly, even if she’s got cotton wool between the ears. Don’t come running to me when he starts pulling his secretary into the stationary cupboard because you’ve become some big-uddered milkmaid.” She stood up. “Laurence, I’m heading to the airport. You stay here and enjoy your lunch with your...fiancé.”
And with that, she turned and stalked out. The dog turned its head to glare at Harriet from the purse.
“Wow,” said Laurence in the silence that followed. “She must really like you. She’s never normally that nice.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
There followed a very pleasant lunch. It felt weird, eating on my own, but I had the best show on earth to watch. It’s not often that you get to look at your partner from a distance, without them turning to smile at you. It’s nice, sometimes, to see them as other people see them—as a stranger, almost. It went beyond just the sexual thrill of seeing her with another man, because obviously nothing was going to happen with Laurence. It was as if I was rediscovering her, remembering all the things that had first attracted me to her and finding all sorts of new ones.
I loved the glasses. I had no idea where they’d come from, but they drew my attention to her gorgeous eyes in a whole new way. I loved those two curls of blonde hair that spilled forward to dangle in front of her face. And the sweater introduced a new area of delicious mystery and promise, her breasts rising in soft peaks below its clinging surface. It was sexier, in some ways, than one of her low-cut dresses.
I spent a whole hour just listening to the sound of her laugh, watching the way she listened and nodded and cared about his problems, even though they’d only just met. And I kept thinking,
I’m married to that woman.
It was the best feeling in the world.
A waitress brought the check. It was only when I was paying it that I realized she was looking at me sort of sadly.
Lonely guy, eating all by himself in a restaurant filled with couples.
She probably couldn’t understand why I kept grinning.
“Well,” said Laurence, standing and straightening his jacket. “I suppose this is goodbye. Thank you. You’ve really gotten her off my back.”
“No problem,” said Harriet. “But...look, I know it’s not really my business...but don’t you think you should be honest with her?”
Laurence frowned. “Honest?”
Harriet put a comforting hand on his arm. “Laurence,
it’s okay!
It’s the twenty-first century. You don’t have to lie anymore. You can get out there, meet a great guy—”
Laurence’s jaw dropped. “I’m not
gay!” he told her. “I already told you that.”
“Sure,” said Harriet weakly. “But—”
“I’m
not!”
said Laurence, raising himself up to his full height. He sounded different, all of a sudden.
But Harriet didn’t seem to pick up on it. “It’s
okay,”
she said again.
He put a finger to her lips and she went quiet. This time, when he spoke, there was a commanding tone to his voice. “I’ve paid for your time, and that includes bedding you—correct?”
Harriet gulped and I saw her press her thighs together in that tell-tale way. “Y—Yes.”
He grabbed her wrist and dragged her towards the restrooms. As they passed me, Harriet gave me a disbelieving look, then a grin.
I hurried after them. He took her into the men’s bathroom and I waited outside for a few seconds, then crept in.
They were in a cubicle. I could hear the muffled thumps against the partition as Laurence pushed my wife up against the wall. I heard the rasp of wool on wool and pictured him pulling her sweater up over her breasts.
I sneaked into the cubicle next to theirs and closed the door. They were less than a foot from me, on the other side of the thin partition. Looking down, I could see her feet up against the wall and his, almost between them.
I could hear them kissing, the soft sound of lips on lips and the labored breathing as their mouths met and parted and met again. Another rustle of fabric and then a surprised cry from Harriet. I wondered what he was doing to her.
“Gay, am I? Feel me. Can you feel how much I want you?”
“Oh...wow.
God, you really do, don’t you?”
“I’ve been wanting you ever since I saw your pictures on the website. I just can’t talk to women, that’s all!” A moan from Harriet. “And you want it too, don’t you? You’re soaking!”
I could visualize them perfectly: his hand up her skirt, hers tracing the bulge in his pants.
“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes, I want you.”
The sound of her skirt being wrenched up to her hips. My only view of my wife was from the ankles down, beneath the partition wall. I saw her panties drop down her legs and hit the floor. She stepped out of them. Then her feet stepped wider apart.
The rattle of a belt buckle opening. Then, “Here. Is this what you want?” His feet stepped even closer between hers.
“W—Wait!” she gasped. “Condom!”
“I don’t have one.”
“I don’t either! I thought we were just having lunch!”
A second’s pause.
“The hell with it,” said Laurence. “You’re on the pill, right?”
“Yes—”
His feet stepped right up between hers. She gasped, and I realized he was nestling his cock right at the spread lips of her pussy, pushing for entrance. “Let’s just do it,” he panted.
And for a second, she said nothing. I froze. God, she wasn’t really going to let him do it, was she?
Then I saw her feet step sideways, away from him. “There’ll be a machine, outside. Wait here.”
The door of their cubicle opened. I opened mine, too, and leaned out. I was just in time to see my wife, her sweater up around her neck and her skirt up around her hips, hurry across the room and slam coins into the condom machine. It was only when she turned to run back across to their cubicle that she saw me. We stood there staring at one another for a moment. Then we grinned.
“Is everything okay?” Laurence’s voice, from their cubicle.
“Got them!” Harriet told him. She hurried back into their cubicle and closed the door. I saw her feet resume their position and knew that she’d braced herself up against the wall. I heard the foil condom wrapper tearing and then the rubber sound of it being rolled down his cock. Then panting and—
“Ahh!”
From the sound of her cry, Laurence was well hung. I imagined that thick cock plunging between her thighs, spreading her lips wide.
“There!” he growled. “There
and
there!”
“Ohhh!
God...Laurence!”
He started to fuck her with hard strokes that made the partition shake. “Is that how you need it?” His crude words burned into my brain, all the hotter, somehow, because of his posh accent. “You need it hard, don’t you?”
“Y—Yes! Hard!”
I heard the snap of elastic and then the sound of fingers on soft flesh. He must have pushed her bra up off her breasts and now he was squeezing them. His thrusts grew even harder. Not fast—from the way she was moaning, he was too thick, too tight inside her, to go fast. But he was driving into her with thrusts powerful enough to make the partition creak. “God,” he panted. “You’re beautiful. I should have—left—the condom—off. Given you a—baby.”
“Yes!” Harriet’s voice went suddenly high and I realized she was close to coming. “Yes!”
“Take it, then!” The wall banged and shook as he hammered at her. “Take it all—ah!”
Harriet drew in a quick, deep breath and then let out a long, high moan. I knew she was coming, despite—or maybe because—the whole thing having happened so quickly.
I saw him go up on tiptoes, his ankles twitching as he emptied his balls into her. My eyes were wide, mind blazing from what I’d heard. In some ways, just hearing it was better than seeing it.
They stayed like that for a moment, panting and recovering. Then I saw his feet step back and the wet suck of him leaving her. Now that it was over, he went back to being the Laurence we knew. “Sorry,” he muttered. “I just get a little...frustrated with people thinking I’m gay. Not that there’s anything wrong with being gay. I’m just
shy!”
“Laurence, how about you come back to me some time and I can teach you how to talk to women. How to approach them and ask them out, how to come across more...well, more like the
you
of a few minutes ago.”
“You’d do that?”
“I won’t even charge you.”
 
***
 
As we drove home, I turned things over in my mind. The argument she’d had with Laurence’s mother. They way she’d come so hard when Laurence talked about making a baby. “Do you want kids?” I blurted.
She went quiet, which told me I was right.
“Do you want kids...now?”
I asked.
She shrugged. “I don’t know.”
“But you’ve been thinking about it.”
“All women think about it.”
Now
I
went quiet for a moment. “We never talked about it. But we should.”
“I didn’t mean it to come out like this,” she said. “I mean, it’s not like a big deal, right now. Just something for...you know, soon.”
I nodded. “It’s good it has come out, though.” I meant it, too. What would have happened if she hadn’t pretended to be Laurence’s fiancé? How long would I have carried on oblivious? Until it had become something we argued about, instead of discussed?
“I do want kids,” she said. “And I
do
want to breastfeed.”
I held up my hands defensively. “No arguments here.”
“Not yet, though,” she said. “Maybe in a couple of years.”
“And not with Laurence,” I deadpanned, thinking of how she’d hesitated over the condom.
She flushed. “That was different! I just got a little carried away, just for a second. All that talk about having kids and then, when I saw his cock all naked and ready, about to go up inside me...I don’t know. For a second, something just connected in my brain and I wanted it.”
“Wanted
him?”
I was teasing. Mostly.
“I think I wanted any man, right at that moment. Any man who’d fuck me.” She shook her head. “I think his mother just started something ticking. Don’t worry. It’ll stop again in a few hours.”
I put my hand on her thigh. “But it’s still ticking for now,” I said. “And we have the rest of the day off. How about, when we get home…”
“I don’t want to actually get pregnant,” she said firmly. “Not yet. It was just the thought of it, for a second.”
“I know,” I said. “But with me, we don’t need a condom. I’d be naked inside you.”
She squirmed in her seat. “Drive faster.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
At our house, I grabbed her as soon as she got out of the car, scooped her up and carried her in my arms over the threshold. I carried her like that all the way to our bedroom, then dropped her in a giggling heap on the bed. She reached for me, but I shook my head. “Something we need to do first,” I told her.
I dug in her purse and found her wedding band and engagement ring. I went to slip them onto their rightful place on her finger—and we both froze. She clapped her hand over her mouth.
She was still wearing the engagement ring from Laurence.
“I completely forgot,” she whispered. “It was the sex—it just turned my mind to cheese.”
I slipped it off and put it carefully in her purse. “He’s rich. Maybe he’ll let you keep it as an extra tip.”
“What the hell am I going to do with a second engagement ring?”
“I don’t care. As long as you wear this one.” And I slid her proper one onto her finger, followed by her wedding band. “And now, my wife, let’s get you knocked up.”
I actually saw her squirm at those two words. She fell back on the bed and I hiked her skirt up to reveal her stockings. I grabbed hold of her panties and tore them off her thighs.
“God, yes!” she panted.
I pushed her legs apart. I could see the lips of her pussy glistening with her moisture. God, all that talk of it in the car had really turned her on. How had I not known that this was on her mind? If it hadn’t been for the escorting, I never would have known at all.
I pushed my pants down my thighs and freed my cock. “You want this?” I said, rubbing the swollen head against her opening. “Right up inside you?”
She ground her pussy against it. “God, yes. Fill me up, Jack.”
I bore her down on the bed and thrust up into her. She was hot and wet and perfect, still slick from her lover. But Laurence hadn’t gotten to take her like this, bareback. I yelled as I slid deep inside her, unable to stop myself. It just felt so damn good.
Underneath me, Harriet was arching her back, pushing her breasts up to meet me. She was still completely dressed above the waist. “God!” she said. “I can feel it!”
I pulled out, then thrust in even deeper, until I could feel the throbbing head brushing against the softness of her cervix. My balls had never felt more heavily loaded. Maybe it was just all the talk, but I felt super-potent, ready to go. If Harriet’s birth control had had some kind of magical off switch, I would have flipped it, right then, and I think she would have, too.
I began to fuck her, luxuriating in the silken stretch of her around me, the perfection of that slippery heat. She had her eyes closed, now, and was thrashing her head and moaning. I looked down and the sight of my hips between her stockinged thighs almost sent me over the edge.
I bent and kissed her and she met my lips with a fierce urgency, biting at my lip and sucking it into her mouth. “Fuck me,” she panted as she broke the kiss. “Really hard.”
I didn’t need telling twice. I pinned her to the bed, spread her legs wide and started to really hammer at her, our groins slapping together, my naked cock shining with her wetness. My upper body rubbed against her breasts through the sweater and she groaned. I felt her legs wrap around me and cross behind me, locking me in place. “Yes,” she moaned. “God, yes, fuck me!”
Her eyes were still closed. “Who are you thinking of?” I whispered. I thought she’d say Jared, or maybe Ryan, or even Edward.
Her eyes flew open. “You,” she said. “I’m thinking about making a baby with you!”
I felt my chest swell with pride. I’d been getting off so much on the thought of her with other men that I’d forgotten how good statements like that made me feel. I began to pump at her faster and harder, burying the full length of my cock in her with each thrust. I’d never felt her so wet, and my cock had never felt so primed and ready. “God,” I said. “I’m going to—Going...to—”
She grabbed my face between her hands, suddenly ultra-serious. “Do it!” she gasped. “Do it, fill me up!”
The look in her eyes took me over the edge. I lunged deep inside her and blasted my load into her, long hot streams of cum that sprayed thickly over her walls. The feeling triggered her own climax—she started to buck and shriek under me, writhing so hard that she nearly threw me off. But her legs clamped even tighter behind my ass, making sure I stayed in place.
I bent down and kissed her again and again as we both shuddered and groaned. Eventually, our movements slowed and stopped, but the kisses continued.
“I love you,” I told her.
“I love you, too.” She stared up at me and smiled, running her fingers through my hair.
“If you want to do it for real, we can,” I told her. “We could start trying today. Stop the whole escorting thing and just go back to normal, and start a family.” I kissed her again. “Whatever you want.”
She shook her head. “Not
quite
yet. In a year or two.” She grinned. “I’m having too much fun at the moment.”
We both chuckled and I rolled us over on the bed so that she was on top. I figured I’d be ready for another round pretty soon.
We were happy. But if we’d known how disastrously wrong things were about to go with Edward, our mood would have been quite different.
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
A package arrived the next morning, one day before Edward’s next appointment. As before, I had to drive out to the depot to pick it up because there’d been no one at the apartment to receive it. It was inefficient, but it was the price of maintaining the illusion—we couldn’t tell Edward that Harriet didn’t really live at the apartment.
I waited until we got the box back to our house that evening before opening it. Harriet was beside herself with excitement. After the corset, she was desperate to see what else Edward had bought her. I think she was hoping for more of the killer heels.
Inside the box was another box and a note. Harriet unfolded it and read Edward’s elegant, looping script. “Please have someone install this in the bedroom,” she read. She eyed the box. “Install?
What the hell is it?”
“A water bed?” I guessed.
Harriet bit her lip. “Something to do with bondage. Stocks!”
I imagined Harriet bent over, her head and arms locked into holes, and felt my cock swell. “Or one of those X-shaped crosses they tie people to.”
“Or a spanking bench.”
I raised an eyebrow.
She flushed. “I read about them...somewhere. Let’s open it!”
We lifted the lid of the box together and saw strips of black, rubbery material. At first, I thought it was an outfit for her to wear. It was only when we saw the picture on the instruction booklet that it made sense.
“A sex swing,” Harriet said in wonder.
Edward was due at the apartment the next evening and we both had to go to work the next day. We figured our neighbors at the apartment would rather we hammer and drill now, in the late evening, rather than early the next morning before work, so we decided to head over there right away to set it up.
It was normally a quick journey across town. That night, though, there was construction on one of the main routes and we sat stationary in traffic for almost twenty minutes.
“The hell with this,” I said at last. “We’ll skirt round the outside.”
That meant driving through some of the less salubrious areas of town. And, as it happened, through the red light district.
The area had been known for its streetwalkers for a decade or more. Then, a few years ago, the police started a policy of turning a blind eye to prostitution as long as it stayed within a few streets they designated. It worked in terms of containing things, but it also concentrated them.
Now, as we drove through, I found myself gawping at women in everything from leather to latex, most in towering heels, some in knee-high boots.
“Jesus,” said Harriet from the passenger seat.
None of the women were anywhere near as beautiful as her. This was the other end of the sex trade, where the risks were high and the prices were low.
She swallowed. “God, they look so...vulnerable, out here.”
I nodded sadly.
“This is nothing like what we’re doing,” she said stiffly, as if trying to reassure herself. “I mean, I can turn down a booking and never even meet the guy. I have you watching from the next room. I don’t have some pimp taking my money or threatening to beat me up.”
I nodded again. “Different world.”
We drove past a willowy redhead in a short black leather skirt who looked a little like Tess. I felt my cock swell. “Although…”
Harriet’s head snapped around. “What? What, you don’t seriously find this a turn on, do you?”
“No! Of course not. None of them are a patch on you anyway. It’s not hot in reality.” I turned down the next street. It was difficult to focus on the road—the sidewalks were filled with a hypnotic parade of long, bare legs and exposed cleavage. “But...you know.”
“What?” Her voice was terse, but I could hear a hint of something underneath. I knew her too well to be fooled.
“It’s not hot in reality. but the idea of it.... I mean, a woman out here in one of those outfits.
Exposed.
Anyone can see her. Just drive by and take a look.”
“That’s horrible,” said Harriet. “Like being in a shop window.”
She pressed her thighs together.
“That’s right,” I said. “Like being in a shop window. Man, anyone could drive past. Businessmen. A car full of college frat boys. Your boss. And you’d be right there in a short skirt, feeling their eyes on you.”
“Wait—when did we switch to it being
me
out there?”
“Anyone could just drive up,” I continued, “and offer you...oh, fifty bucks? And just buy you, just like that, and you’d have to climb into their car with them and then they’d park in a dark alley.”
“Stop,” said Harriet in a voice that meant
don’t stop.
“...and you’d have to lean over them and slip their cock into your mouth and suck them off, and then climb on top of them and fuck them—”
“Jesus—” said Harriet in a strangled voice.
“And ten minutes later you’d be back on the street, waiting to be picked up again.”
She suddenly grabbed me and kissed me hard, running her hand over my thigh and then over the bulge in my pants. I nearly swerved into a lamppost—luckily, the only one on the street with no one leaning against it. She released me and I chuckled.
“That’s horrible and depraved and not a turn on at all,” she said primly. She stared fixedly out of the window, her face flushed.
“Indeed,” I said. I could see her expression reflected in the glass. She was grinning.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Installing Edward’s present wasn’t as hard as I’d feared. I just had to get up on a chair, bolt a strong iron ring into the ceiling joist, and make sure it was secure. Then the swing simply hooked on and, once we’d untangled it, we were done.
Harriet gave it an experimental push with her finger. It swung. “Ooh…” she murmured.
I’d installed it right in front of the mirror—my view was going to be fantastic. “You think we should try it out?” I asked. I was already imagining Harriet on her back in the thing, legs spread either side of me.
Harriet tilted her head to one side. “Seems wrong,” she said. “It
is
his. He paid for it. He should get first turn.”
I grinned at her. “That’s what I love about you. You’re a prostitute with strong morals.”
 
***
 
We spent a little time making sure the place was tidy and then prepared to head out. Just as we were about to leave, I said innocently, “Why don’t you put on something else for the drive back?”
She looked down at herself. She was still in her work outfit of blouse and skirt. “Why?” she asked blankly. Then she saw my expression and her eyes grew big—a
you can’t be serious
look. Then she saw I
was
serious and I saw her breathing quicken.
“What did you have in mind?” she asked.
I went to the closet. She’d started to leave more and more of her clothes at the apartment. I picked out a very short black skirt.
“That?
I normally wear that with leggings. You mean with leggings, right?”
I just looked at her.
“You don’t mean with leggings, do you?”
I threw her the skirt. “And you’ll need a top,” I said, thinking out loud. “Something slutty.”
“I don’t
own
anything ‘slutty’!”
“Something that
could be
slutty, if it was, um...adjusted.” I found a white vest top and held it up.
“That’s for layering,” she said in a small voice. “With a blouse or a—You don’t mean layer it, do you?”
I shook my head. I could feel my cock like hot iron against my thigh. “And no bra.”
“No
bra?!
Are you
insane?!”
“Are we doing this or aren’t we doing this?”
“I don’t know!” I could see the lust in her eyes, but she was nervous. “This is nuts!” She bit her lip. “It could be really dangerous.”
“Not if we’re quick.”
 
***
 
A half hour later, we were driving towards the red light district again. Except, this time, I had a streetwalker in my car.
She certainly
looked
like a streetwalker. Long blonde hair. Heavy make-up, with smoky eyeshadow and scarlet, glossed lips. A white vest top that was molded to the shape of her full breasts, the dark shadow of her nipples clearly visible through it. A ridiculously short black skirt that finished well up her thigh, leaving a breathtaking length of bare leg exposed. And, finally, the shining black heels that Edward had bought her.
The shoes and make-up had been Harriet’s idea.
If we’re going to do it, we’re going to do it right,
she’d said.
“This is ridiculous,” she said, tugging at her skirt. “This is basically a belt.”
“Still time to change your mind,” I told her.
“I mean, I can’t seriously just stand out there and let you drive around the block and then pick me up.”
“Still time to change your mind,” I repeated.
“What if something goes wrong? What if someone
else
stops? What if the cops come?”
“Still time to—”
She put a finger to my lips. Her eyes were huge and scared, but I recognized the look. She was wired on raw adrenaline. She wanted to do it even though she was scared. She wanted to do it because it was scary.
Now that it was a little later, the streets were even busier. I picked a spot in what seemed to be the center of the action and pulled up.
Harriet stayed in her seat for a moment, frozen. “Oh God this is crazy—I can’t do this—This is
nuts—”
“Do you want to just forget it and go home?” I asked.
She took a deep breath...and climbed out.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
My heart wasn’t just thumping—it was pounding like it wanted to break through my ribs. I could feel the sweat breaking out on my brow and it had nothing to do with the summer evening. Jesus, what had I done? I’d just left my wife in the middle of the red light district!
I nearly turned around, but told myself that it would be nearly as fast to stick to the plan and drive around the block. She’d wanted this as much as I had. Nothing would go wrong. I’d be back there in a few minutes and then—
My cock throbbed. I’d realized that evening, as I’d stood on the chair installing the swing, that the one thing I’d never done was to hire my wife myself. Not since that very first night in the hotel when we’d played around with the idea and had amazing sex. I’d never felt the thrill of putting down money and buying her services.
I rounded the next corner. I wanted to hit the gas to get back to her fast, but there were lots of other cars, all moving slowly as their drivers checked out the girls.
At least they’ll have plenty of customers,
I thought.
Then it hit me: what if one of these guys had pulled up next to my wife, on the other side of the block? What if he was talking to her right now asking
how much?
Just like Harriet, I was scared and excited at the same time. I pulled out around the guy in front and tried to get past him, but one of the hookers strolled out almost in front of me and I had to stop. Shit! This street was busier and more chaotic than the one I’d left Harriet on. I was soon crawling along, threading my way through the women as they edged out into the street to attract attention. Some of them even knocked on my window.
This was taking longer than I’d expected. What if Harriet was getting propositioned? What if something happened to her?
I finally lost my patience, honked my horn, and accelerated down the street, drawing angry yells from the hookers. I rounded the corner and sped down the next street, then turned onto the street where I’d left Harriet.
She wasn’t there.



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Cold fear slammed through me, every vein suddenly filled with ice water. This had seemed like a fun game, but now I was horrified that I’d put her in danger. What had I been thinking?!
I crawled forward down the street, searching faces, checking doorways. There were plenty of blondes, but none of them were in a black skirt and white top.
Shit!
I found the exact spot where she’d got out of the car. There was no one there at all.
FUCK!
I imagined a car pulling up, two thuggish guys pulling her inside. Or a pimp who thought she was encroaching on his turf. Was she in an alley somewhere, being beaten up?
I was almost hysterical, now. I found the nearest hooker—a blonde in a bright red leather jacket and a black skirt. “HEY!” I yelled. “Hey, excuse me! Have you seen—”
She turned around. It was Harriet.
I was leaning out of the car window. I felt as if I was going to slump over it like a melting ice sculpture. I’d seen this “hooker” and looked right past her at least three times.
She strolled over. She was chewing gum. Harriet
never
chewed gum.
“What’s up?” she drawled. “Looking for some fun?” Her eyes were bright with excitement—and, I saw, a little relief.
“Where the hell,” I said weakly, “did you get that jacket?”
“Oh, this? I was feeling a little over-exposed with my boobs on show. Marcy—that’s the girl on the next lamppost—she sold me this for thirty bucks.” She fingered it. “I’m not entirely sure it’s real leather.”
My gorgeous, resourceful wife. I wanted to kiss her and scream at her and laugh, all at the same time. “Get in the car,” I croaked.
She cocked an eyebrow at me. “You better have some money to back up that order, mister, or I ain’t going nowhere.” She’d even perfected that blend of sleazy charm and jaded cynicism.
I dug in my pocket. “I got fifty bucks,” I said, and held up the bills. They were a little crumpled and grubby, which seemed oddly appropriate.
“Oh! Fifty bucks?” She caught her breath. “Sure. That’s okay.” I could see the thought oozing darkly through her mind.
He has the money. I have to go with him. I HAVE to.
She stepped towards the car and I could already see how her braless breasts were rising and falling under the jacket as she breathed faster. “Let’s go.”
“Wait,” I said. Now that the danger was past, I was getting back into the fantasy. “What do I get, for fifty bucks?”
She was right up to the window, now. The way her eyes got big and her fingers squeezed hard on the door sill told me I’d got it right. “What do you get?” she wheedled. “Well, uh...what is it you want?”
I considered. “I want you to suck my cock, right here in the car,” I said, looking her in the eye.
She gulped and I saw the tremor run through her body. She was almost rubbing herself against the car in anticipation. “O—Okay. I guess.” She went to open the door again.
“Wait. Something else. I want you to ride me like a slut. And I want to come right inside you.”
“You have to wear a condom,” she said quickly. I could hear the hitch in her voice. She knew what was coming.
“No condom,” I said. “Bareback.”
“I—I don’t do that,” she said.
I added another twenty dollar bill to the pile in my hand. “Now you do.”
She got such a look of dark, helpless lust on her face, I actually thought she was going to faint. She bit her lip...and nodded.
“Get in the car,” I told her.
She practically clawed her way in through the door, she was so turned on. As soon as she was in, I sped off down the street.
“Home?” she asked breathlessly. “Or to the apartment? Which is closer?” She was actually panting.
“Neither,” I said. And pulled into an alley.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The alley was a dead-end, littered with discarded cardboard cartons and lit only by the glow of the street. Perfect for what I had in mind.
I stopped the car. Then I sat back in my seat and almost licked my lips. I was deliberately playing it up a little—I wanted her to feel like I was a rough, uncaring customer. But I didn’t have to fake the raw lust in my voice. “Let’s see those tits,” I said.
Her jaw dropped and I saw anger flush her cheeks. But her breathing hitched again and her breasts thrust forward as her spine arched, her body tight with arousal. She wordlessly lifted her vest top up over her breasts. God, she was beautiful. A fallen angel, golden hair gleaming in the streetlights, the cheap leather jacket unable to disguise her perfection. Her breasts were easily the best pair I’d ever seen—full and yet pert, the skin pale and breathtakingly smooth. Her nipples were just starting to become erect, their sudden exposure coaxing them to crinkle and rise.
“Nice,” I said. God, I wanted to touch them. And then I remembered that I’d paid, and so I could. I reached for them and she gasped, but didn’t try to move away. I rolled them in my hands, using my palms against her nipples as I’d learned she loved. I felt the little nubs harden and she caught her breath. I squeezed, filling my hands with her softness, and she moaned again.
I looked down at my lap, not letting go of her breasts. “Go to work,” I told her, deliberately making it coarse.
She looked horrified at how crudely I’d put it, but I saw just a hint of a delighted smile underneath. This was part of the experience, for her—the crudity, the speed of it all. She looked around at the alley, not quite believing that she was about to do it. Then she leaned over and sank her head down to my lap.
I stared down at her soft, golden hair as she unfastened my pants and drew out my cock. Her beauty was only enhanced by the sleazy setting. As she opened her lips and took me in, I groaned at the sight of her. That made her look up and the sight of her big eyes staring up at me, while my cock parted her lips, almost made me lose it right there.
She began to suck, drawing me deeper in, and then started to bob her head up and down on my cock. I pushed her hair to one side so that I could see her hollowed cheeks and the tight red band of her lips.
God….
She sped up, using her hand as well, twisting her fingers around my spit-wet shaft, and I felt the heat start to rise. Another few seconds….
She looked up at me as she sucked and there were so many things in those big, liquid eyes. The hooker, sizing up her customer, wondering if he’s about to come. The demure, respectable account executive, shocked at how this rough man was treating her. And my kinky, sex-loving wife, loving every second of it.
I quickly pushed her mouth from my cock. “I want to fuck you,” I told her. “Ride me.”
She looked down at my glistening, rock-hard cock. “Please,” she said plaintively, “can’t we use a condom? I always use condoms.”
“Not with me,” I told her. “Not if you want to earn that extra twenty bucks.” I deliberately emphasized the money and saw her eyes cloud with lust in response.
She slipped off her panties and tossed them on the seat, then swung herself astride me. The skirt was so short that she didn’t even have to push it out of the way. I could see, in the glow from the streetlights, that her lips were already moist. I ran two fingers over her and she gasped.
With a knee on the seat each side of me, she lowered herself until her pussy brushed the head of my cock. She looked down at the naked, bulbous shape of it, the way it was perfectly sculpted to split her pussy and fill her. She ran a fingertip over my heavy, loaded balls and I saw her go weak.
“Do it,” I said. “Earn your money.”
With a low moan, she sank down onto me. I threw my head back against the seat and groaned as I slipped into her velvety wetness. She was so tight, so smoothly perfect. All of her adventures hadn’t changed her one bit, except to make her even more damn sexy. I grabbed her bare hips and pulled her down hard, thrusting up with my own hips at the same time and filling her. She cried out as I hit her limits, her climax already starting to build.
I picked up the money I’d counted out and ran the bills down her cheek. “Do it,” I said again. “Fuck me. Earn it.”
She put her hands on my shoulders. When she opened her eyes, the look there was like nothing I’d ever seen. Absolute, blazing hot lust. I’d taken her whole fantasy of sex for money and reduced it to its lowest, basest form. She wouldn’t have dared do this for real, or even played at it with any of her other customers—not even Edward. But she’d do it with me, her husband. And she was loving it.
She flexed her thighs and rose up, making me groan as her tightness stroked along my length. I moved my hands to her ass, squeezing gently. She gave a little shimmy of her hips, twisting around on the head of my cock, and I nearly hit the ceiling—God, where had she learned
that?!
Then she was slamming her hips down onto me again, filling herself, her head going back and her eyes fluttering closed. She started to fuck me hard and I stared at her in wonder. Every ascent was a ballet of smoothly flexing leg and bouncing breast; every descent was a hot rush of tightness around my cock followed by the warm press of her body against mine.
I began to pound up into her as hard as she was pushing down onto me. The car began to rock on its suspension. It was the first time it had seen action like this in—hell, we’d
never
had sex in this car. What had we been doing, all those years?!
She was gasping, now, and I could hear the tell-tale little moans that meant she was getting close. Her pussy was heavenly around my naked cock: wet, tight and slippery-smooth. She put her head close to mine, eyes closed, and panted into my ear.
“That’s good,” I told her. I was getting close, too, the orgasm flooding upward like hot lava, ready to erupt. “Gonna come in you. Gonna come inside you.”
“God—” she said in a tight little whisper. She bucked her hips even faster. I grabbed her ass hard and lunged upward with my hips, burying myself deep again and again.
“I love you,” she gasped, and came. Her pussy spasmed around me, a fluttering of muscles that was unmistakable. It almost milked me and I growled and responded, my own climax exploding. I pushed all the way into her and shot and shot, painting her slickened walls with long ropes of my seed. I kept tight hold of her panting, thrashing body until I’d completely finished. Then we slumped together in the seat.
It was long minutes before she rolled off me and fell onto the passenger seat, her vest top still up over her breasts. “We should get out of here,” she croaked.
I nodded and fastened my pants. “We should do this again, someday. Next time, I’ll give you an extra ten dollars if you let me do you up the ass.”
She punched me in the arm, looking mock-annoyed. Then we looked at each other and laughed, and pulled each other into a long kiss.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The next evening, Edward showed up exactly on time as always. I kissed Harriet as we waited for him to climb the stairs. “Be good,” I whispered. “Be safe.”
She hugged me and I felt the warm press of her body through the thin black robe. As before, she was completely naked beneath. Since Edward hadn’t instructed her to wear anything in particular, this time, she’d assumed he’d want her body naked...and unmarked. All she was wearing were the heels he’d bought her.
She grabbed my ass and then spun me around and gave me a playful slap there to send me on my way. I headed off to the viewing room. Seconds later, I heard Edward’s knock at the door. He walked straight through into the bedroom to inspect his new purchase. “Excellent,” he said, examining it. “It doesn’t have to stay up all the time, of course. You can take it down and just leave the ceiling ring, when I’m not here. It folds up quite small.”
“Can I use it with my...other clients?” asked Harriet. I sensed that she’d nearly said
husband.
“Of course,” said Edward stiffly. I felt just a hint of my old concern float to the surface. He sounded jealous, as if he’d really rather she didn’t have any other clients. That BDSM thing again, the notion that she was
his
and no one else’s. I told myself that that didn’t matter, that it didn’t affect
our
relationship. But that didn’t remove the lingering worry—not completely.
“So, do you want me...naked?” asked Harriet. Her breathing was speeding up already, her eyes bright with anticipation.
“Of course,” said Edward. It was only then that I realized something was missing—he hadn’t brought his usual leather bag of tricks. Did he just want normal sex, for once?
Harriet slowly unfastened her robe and let it drop to the floor. I watched as the thin silk caressed her breasts, sliding over their curves and catching on her nipples for a second before whispering down her body to pool at her feet. She was perfect: long golden hair, full yet firm breasts, gorgeous pale skin, and that small triangle of blonde thatch just above her pouting pussy lips.
Edward stared at her for a long time. I could see the bulge in his pants grow. Harriet’s eyes were locked on it, too, and she actually seemed to become weak at the sight of it, her eyes growing larger, and her legs trembling. But there was something else, too. I’d seen plenty of men stare at my wife since this thing had started and I’d gotten used to that look of lust.
This wasn’t that.
This was a different look entirely. There was something else, mixed in with the arousal. Something that came from a much deeper place. My unease twisted and knotted in my stomach. Then Edward cleared his throat and blinked, and the look was gone, concealed once more behind that cold, dominant manner. But I swore I’d seen it.
“Get on the swing, Kimberly,” Edward told her.
She slowly climbed in. First, she sat her ass on the seat part, gasping as the cold straps touched her bare rump. Then she grabbed hold of the hanging straps and lifted her legs in, gulping as she let go of the floor with the final foot and the swing started to gently sway. Edward directed her to put her feet into two ankle loops. That left her legs spread and her knees raised—the perfect position to be fucked in. Next, he helped her lie back and directed her hands to waiting hand loops. Now she was lying on her back in the air, arms outstretched in a “Y” shape, legs bent and open, ready for her lover.
He reached down and buckled two restraining straps over her wrists. Now she was bound there. He repeated the process with her ankles, leaving her feet free to kick in the air.
My wife now hung at hip height—perfect for penetration. But it seemed that that wasn’t what he had in mind because the first thing he did was to drop to his knees between her thighs. I saw Harriet swallow as she realized what he was planning.
He shuffled forward on his knees until his face was a few inches from her waiting pussy and then stopped. For a while, he just knelt there, examining her. From that distance, I knew he’d be able to savor the sweet, musky scent of her arousal. He breathed on her, in the way that she sometimes breathed on her client’s cocks, and I saw her gasp and tense as she felt the warm currents of air toy with the soft hair and tease the moist softness of her lips.
Only then did he place his palms under the swing, cupping her ass cheeks through the straps, and lift her gently towards him. It took almost no effort to swing her forward to his waiting mouth. She was completely under his control.
She cried out as his lips met her pussy. At first, he was content to simply cover it with kisses—every little fold, from the hood of her clit to the lowermost creases. Then his tongue began to lash over her, stroking her softness, encouraging it to swell and fill with blood, tempting the petals to open and reveal the hidden cavern within. My wife began to writhe in the swing, her moans turning into a wordless litany, but there was nothing she could do—she had no leverage, in the swing. She was unable to scooch away from him up the bed when the sensations got too strong. She couldn’t close her legs or grind her clit against anything.
So she lay there, suspended in mid air, arching her back and grinding her ass into his palms as he licked and licked. There was something magical about seeing her displayed like that. She was side on to me, at the moment, although the swing was free to rotate any way it wanted. The straps that made up the swing were black and they blended into the room’s shadows so that her pale body appeared to be supported by nothing at all. Her head was on the swing, but her long hair was free to hang down and it trailed almost to the floor. It looked like my wife had fallen under the spell of some Victorian sorcerer, and that he’d levitated her nude body so that he might have his way with her.
As the teasing pleasure continued, Harriet did everything she could to try to inch herself closer to Edward’s mouth. She humped her groin, tensed her legs, and danced her feet in the air, nearly losing a shoe at one point. But none of it worked. Suspended as she was, she just had to wait there...and take it.
When she was a gasping, moaning wreck, Edward smirked and relented. He stuck his tongue out and would have plunged straight into her depths...but he deliberately released his hands and let her swing back out of the way, almost as if pushed by his tongue. She groaned and nearly cursed.
I found myself holding my breath as she swung back to meet him. He simply held his tongue extended, trusting the swing to bring her back exactly to where she’d been, and it did. She cried out in shock as his tongue stabbed between her slickened, ready lips and then was gone again as she swung away.
Edward simply stayed there, tongue outstretched, waiting for that beautiful, helpless pussy to come to him. With each swing, she was penetrated, his tongue thrust up high inside her, her silken walls contracting around him. Then she was pulled from him once more. She began to groan with each loss, and give a high, sharp cry at each exquisite entry of his tongue. I could see the pleasure building and building—but with it, the frustration.
The mechanical nature of the swing had a cruel twist, I realized: the pace never changed. However much she writhed and humped her groin, she couldn’t get it to speed up. She had to lie there and wait for each penetration, and her entire being became focused on that one brief instant. Eyes tight shut, she must have felt as if she was flying through a void, his touch the only solid thing.
Then he began to use his fingers, and to lick at her clit, and she went nuts. I could imagine her pussy growing super-sensitized, her orgasm lashing and straining at its moorings but not quite free to soar skywards. Soon she was begging, promising him anything if he’d only go faster. Most of all, she just wanted him to leave his tongue in her, to keep thrusting into her depths and take her past the brink.
He made it last for another ten full minutes. By that point, she was a babbling, gasping wreck. He stopped the swing with the tip of one finger and then let go entirely. “Tell me.”
“Please!”
she begged. The swing had started a slow spin. As she rotated, I had a fantastic view between her spread thighs, her sopping pussy glistening and slightly open. “F—Fuck me, Edward! Your tongue! Your cock! Anything!”
Edward smiled. That was what he’d been waiting for all along. She was his.
He lazily unfastened his pants and let them fall to his thighs. He walked around between her legs as he rolled on the condom, his cock now at exactly the right height to fuck her. Because the swing had rotated, he was facing away from me, his ass and her feet towards the mirror.
He pushed the swing gently away, lined her up with the head of his cock and—
She cried out in release as he finally plunged deep inside her. I’d never seen a man enter her so easily—her tightness had been negated by how wet he’d made her. He took hold of her hips and began to swing her back and forth. Almost no effort was needed, because she was suspended. And that meant he could fuck her very, very hard.
I think she started to come as soon as his cock entered her, which must have been his plan. That meant that the fast fucking he gave her became one long, drawn-out orgasm, a sweating, thrashing frenzy of sensation as his body slammed between her pale thighs again and again. He stood there like a statue, his body hard as rock as he pulled her against him. He spoke and his voice was tight from holding back his own release.
“You’re mine, Kimberly,”
“Yes!”
She was gasping through her climax—one that would roll on and on and only reach its true peak when he came, as well.
“I own you. No one else.”
I felt that twinge of doubt again. She’d reassured me that it was just about the sex, that it only applied when she was with him. But it didn’t
sound
like that, when he said it.
“Yes!”
she gasped.
He leaned forward and cupped her breasts, then slid his hands all the way down her body to her inner thighs. “You’re amazing,” he muttered. “My beautiful, sweet submissive.”
“Yes!”
He fucked her even faster. His pumping, muscled ass was slamming his cock up into her, and her pale legs were spread wide, either side of his body. Her feet were dancing in the air now with the intensity of her orgasm, one shoe shaken almost off.
“You…”
he began, his teeth gritted,
“belong….to me!”
“Yes! Yes, yes, YES!”
He groaned and I saw his ass contract as he shot and shot inside her. She arched her back and cried out long and hard as the orgasm finally took complete control of her. Her hands clutched at the air, her feet kicked wildly—
I had time to see the shoe come off and fly directly at my head.
And then the mirror was shattering, falling in a thousand gleaming fragments, and Edward was turning and staring me right in the face.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I remember swallowing. I thought I was going to be sick.
Edward stared at me in total disbelief for a few seconds. Then the anger took over. He yanked off the condom and pulled up his pants. I looked across at Harriet, who was still tied into the swing. We exchanged horrified glances.
When I looked back at Edward, he was striding towards the mirror, pure fury on his face. He crunched across the mirror fragments, reached through the hole in the wall and grabbed something off the floor.
Shit. The camera.
He turned and hurled it at the bedroom wall. It disintegrated with the crunch of broken glass and shattered plastic. “Who are you?!”
he yelled. “Press? Private eye?”
He didn’t give me a chance to answer. He reached through the hole and pulled me through into the bedroom.
I was bigger than him, with more muscle. But he had rage on his side and I was still in shock, plus I had to twist awkwardly to avoid being cut by the remaining pieces of glass in the frame. I staggered into the bedroom, grabbing for his hands to pull them off me. “Listen—” I managed.
Edward switched his grip to my throat and began to choke me, anger lending him strength. My eyes bulged and I clawed at his hands. Behind him, Harriet was struggling to free herself from the swing but the straps he’d used to secure her weren’t toys. “Edward!” she yelled. “Stop!”
I used my weight to spin us around and we staggered into the bed. That didn’t shake him loose, though, and the world was turning black around the edges. I managed to punch him in the side of the head. He didn’t release his grip. I punched him again, and this time he reeled a little, but he was still throttling me and I was starting to feel woozy….
“He’s my husband!” yelled Harriet.
Edward stared at me for another few seconds...and then released my throat and stepped back. I gulped in sweet, sweet air.
“What the hell is this?” yelled Edward
Harriet was staring up at him, her face white. “Untie me!”
“Tell me what’s going on!” he shouted.
“I will! But I’m not doing it like—this!”
She was half-angry, half tearful.
Edward blinked at her tone, and looked down at her spread legs. I think he finally realized how vulnerable she must feel and he nodded, suddenly ashamed of how he’d left her like that. He quickly freed her wrists and then her ankles.
Meanwhile, I sat on the bed, getting my breath back. I wasn’t sure if it was all over or if I was about to tussle with Edward again.
Finally free, Harriet jumped up and grabbed her robe. She pulled it on with shaking hands. Then we all looked at one another.
“We’re married,” Harriet said. “It was a game. I mean, it started as a game.” She looked at me. “Jack is my husband. He likes to watch me with other guys.”
Edward stared at me suspiciously. I took a deep breath and stared right back at him. Shame was flooding through me, humiliation at my secret being revealed. But I wasn’t trying to fool him, and maybe he could see that, because he finally gave a tiny nod. “And the camera?” he asked.
I put my hands up defensively. “That was just for me. Nothing more.” I remembered the whole speech he’d given Harriet about discretion, the first time he’d booked her. “No one knows you’re here,” I said. “There’s no press. No blackmail or anything.”
He stared at me, trying to work out if I was telling the truth or not, and decided I was. “Why this?” he asked Harriet. “Why an escort? Why the money?”
Harriet flushed. “When you asked me why I became an escort, I was telling the truth. I like it. The money’s a bonus. We needed it at the start, but not so much now. Plus...the money part is a turn on.”
Edward cocked his head to one side. “And do you really enjoy it, when I tie you up? Or was that just faked?”
Harriet lifted her chin and looked right into his eyes. “You
saw it in
me,
remember? No, it wasn’t faked. I was new to it, just like I told you. And I love it.” She strode across the room to me and sat down beside me on the bed, slipping her arm around my waist. “And I love my husband.”
Edward nodded, mollified and a little chastened. “Okay,” he said. Then, “Jesus.” He looked around the room for a moment, thinking, and then met my eyes. “Sorry about choking you,” he muttered.
“Sorry about punching you,” I said automatically.
There was silence for a moment.
“Where do we go from here?” Harriet asked.
I took a deep breath. “I’m not sure,” I said. “But let’s start with a drink.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Alcohol helped. I broke out the good Scotch and we sat in the living room as we told our story.
We told him about how we’d gotten started, about how we’d wound up in the apartment and about our marriage. He nodded solemnly, then looked at Harriet. “Now I know why you seemed different,” he said. “And who was Scarlett? Another escort?”
Harriet and I exchanged glances. “A friend,” said Harriet. “She’d never done anything like that before.”
“Not married, I assume?” said Edward.
I slowly nodded. “Her husband was with me, behind the mirror. I had to stop him marching in there a few times.”
For the first time, Edward and I smiled at each other.
“So,” I said, echoing my wife. “Where do we go from here?”
Edward swirled the Scotch in his glass. “Well...one way is that we just walk away from this whole thing. I never book your wife again. You delete those photos.”
I nodded. “I should never have taken them in the first place.”
We all stared at one another again.
“Or….”
said Edward, and left it hanging.
“What?” asked Harriet. “How can there be an
or?
Don’t you hate me, now?” She suddenly looked as if she was about to start crying, and I realized she’d been holding it back.
Edward shook his head firmly and instinctively leaned forward to comfort her. Then he remembered me and froze, shooting me a questioning glance.
I nodded my approval.
He put his hand on her cheek and rubbed her skin softly with his thumb. “Kimberly,” he said, “I could never hate you. I hate that you lied to me...but I’m not stupid. I understand why you did it.”
Their eyes met and they stared at one another for a long moment.
“Harriet,” said my wife. “My name’s Harriet.”
Edward slowly nodded. “Harriet,” he said, as if tasting the word. “It suits you.”
Harriet sniffed and smiled hopefully. “So what’s the
or?”
Edward pressed his palms together. “The other way is that we keep going. I keep booking Ki—Harriet,
just as before. I pay the same. And…”—he looked at me—“I guess you’d still want to watch.”
Harriet and I nodded in unison. “That’s a dealbreaker,” said my wife. I wanted to hug her.
Edward nodded. “That’ll take some getting used to,” he said. “I’m used to my privacy. But okay.”
I felt like I had to speak up. I’d learned the hard way that, when it comes to this stuff, the worst thing you can do is bury your concerns. “There’s something else,” I said. “The two of you...this thing you have. Dominant and submissive, or master and slave, or whatever you want to call it. It’s caused us some problems.”
Edward looked at me levelly. “Like what?” he asked.
“Like I thought, at first, that Harriet might get too close to you, and run off with you.”
Harriet grabbed my hand.
Edward nodded. “And are you still worried about that?”
“No.” I squeezed Harriet’s hand and glanced across at her. “We talked about it. She’s not going to run off with you—ever. But
you
didn’t know that and I figured you should. I wanted you to know that there’s no chance—ever—that she’s going to be your woman—your girlfriend or your wife or whatever.”
I paused. I was hoping he’d say something, but he stayed silent. We stared at each other and I willed him to come clean so that I didn’t have to expose him, but that cold, emotionless mask stayed in place.
Harriet was shaking her head, trying to quiet me. “It’s okay! He
knows.
He knows I don’t have feelings for him.”
Her words made the difference. Edward lowered his eyes to the floor.
“It’s not your feelings that are the problem,” I said quietly.
“What?” Harriet asked blankly.
Edward slowly lifted his gaze to meet hers. “Your husband’s right.”
Harriet suddenly got it. She put a hand to her mouth. “What?!”
He stared at her. “I had some...notion.
Some romantic idea about rescuing you.”
“Rescuing me?!”
He stood up. “I thought you were an escort! I thought you were single, and doing it for money! I thought, eventually, over time, maybe….”
“You were falling in love with her,” I said quietly.
He stared at me. But he didn’t deny it.
Harriet had gone pale. “I—I mean, I—I like you and I love what you do to me but—”
“I need to leave,” said Edward suddenly, and stalked out.
“Edward! Wait!” Harriet jumped up, but he was already slamming the door behind him.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I stared at my wife and then folded her into my arms. We stood there pressed together as her cheeks grew wet with tears. I rubbed her back and stared over her shoulder. Down the hallway, I could see through the open door to the bedroom where shards of mirror were still strewn across the floor.
“Of course he found out,” said Harriet, her voice muffled. “Of course someone was going to find out eventually.
“It’ll be okay,” I told her. She hugged me tighter.
I tried to sort through my feelings. Mainly I felt...relief.
Relief that the whole Edward situation was over. Relief that I hadn’t been paranoid, that he had been developing feelings for her. Relief that Harriet had been telling the truth, when we’d had our big talk in the bathtub that time—he’d been falling for her, but she hadn’t been falling for him. There’d never been a chance I’d lose her.
I told myself that I’d done the guy a favor. Better that he find out now that she’s married than in six months, when the feelings had grown even deeper. But I couldn’t forget the look on his face when he’d left—that expression of absolute, hopeless loss.
We cleaned up the bedroom, wrapping our hands in towels to pick up hundreds of razor-sharp slivers of mirrored glass. We were going to be closed for business until I could make a new mirror.
But that opened up a question: did we want to keep this thing going, now? Sure, only one person had found out our secret and I was certain that he wouldn’t tell anyone. But, maybe because Edward had been Harriet’s very first client at the apartment, it felt as if everything had changed. We could carry on but, with Edward gone, things would never be the same again.
 
***
 
It happened over breakfast. Both of us had slept badly and were fighting that heavy-lidded, slightly nauseous feeling. The weather had changed. The sun had disappeared and a chill gray cloud had settled on the city and wouldn’t let go.
“Maybe we should end it,” Harriet mumbled into her coffee. “This time, we just broke some guy’s heart. What if next time, the guy calls the cops or the papers?”
I put my hand on hers. “Unlikely. If they’re at the apartment and somehow see me, that means they booked you. They’re involved, too. They’d have something to lose.”
She stared at the table. “I’m sorry.”
“For what?”
“You said something was going on. I knew there wasn’t, so I told you there wasn’t, but I wasn’t thinking about
him.
I never dreamed he could have feelings for me.” She shook her head. “I mean, Jesus, he’s a multi-millionaire and he’s
gorgeous.
Why would he be interested in me?”
I pushed her chair back from the table and squatted down in front of her so that she had to look at me. “Are you kidding? Of
course
he fell for you! You’re the hottest damn thing on the planet and the only reason
I
don’t fall for you is because I’ve already fallen, long, long ago. I love you.”
A smile slowly broke across her face. “I love you, too.”
I pulled her into my arms. “But if there’s one thing I know about guys, it’s that we’re lousy at showing our feelings. And Edward’s the most tightly-buttoned guy I’ve ever seen. There’s no way you could have known.”
She looked at me seriously. “You know I don’t love him, right? I miss him. I miss what he did to me, but it wasn’t love. I’m yours. I’ll always be yours and only yours.”
I clutched her tighter, my heart swelling.
After a few moments, she said. “I feel sorry for him.”
And that was when I realized that I did, too. There’s an old saying: you don’t choose who you fall in love with. But it wasn’t as if he’d even fallen for a married woman. As far as he knew, Kimberly was a beautiful, submissive, single escort. He hadn’t been doing anything wrong. That’s what made it so unfair.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
We went back to it.
I made a new one-way mirror and this time used toughened glass. Harriet took her next booking—a guy with a Texas accent who specifically asked if she did cowgirl, which should have been funny. But both of us were in a sober mood, feeling bad about Edward. Harriet kept saying she was okay, but she wasn’t eating and was sleeping fitfully.
BDSM relationships aren’t necessarily the same as romantic relationships. But when one ends, it’s still like splitting up with someone. It killed me to see her so unhappy.
The Texan’s booking wasn’t until the next night so we had a rare free evening. We planned to go see a movie, figuring that shaking our routine might get us out of our funk. But all that day at work, I couldn’t stop thinking about how things had ended.
I sat there listening to the rain on the office windows. I tried to tell myself that it would be a relief to be rid of Edward, with his riches and his arrogance and his fancy clothes that made me feel shabby—even that damn stupid leather toy bag. In many ways, he’d been irritating as hell.
And yet...he’d shown us a side of Harriet that neither of us had known existed. He’d shown me the things she was missing and, even now I knew about them, that didn’t mean I could provide them myself. She still needed a dominant. And even his fancy clothes had been a positive—they’d encouraged me to dress better.
“You’re brooding about something again, man,” said Aaron. “You want coffee?”
I nodded absently. I didn’t miss the way Aaron stared at the desk photo of Harriet as he passed. Since that first time, though, he hadn’t tried to book her again.
I didn’t want to sit there—as Aaron said,
brooding—so I wandered through to the kitchen area. “You ever see that escort again?” I asked casually. I wanted to know what his plans were.
Aaron shook his head. “Nah. She said she was going out of town for a while, but…”—he sighed regretfully—”it was kind of awkward for, uh...reasons. I don’t think I’ll see her again. I’ll find someone else.”
I knew what had happened. He’d got home, looked at the picture he’d taken and felt guilty about banging my wife, even if—as far as he knew—it was only by proxy. I was grateful for that, but I still felt bad. I put a friendly hand on his shoulder. “That sucks. Didn’t you say she was amazing?”
“The best. But sometimes these things just don’t work out.” He sighed. “Damn. It’s a pity. That girl really is the greatest.”
I nodded sympathetically. But what was going through my head was,
yes, she is, isn’t she?
And I suddenly knew what I had to do.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
By the time I got down to the street, the rain had turned into a full-on downpour and I hadn’t brought a coat to work—it was meant to be summer, for Chrissakes. I looked up and down the street, but there wasn’t a cab in sight. I’d get just as soaked standing waiting for one as I would walking.
The hell with it.
It wasn’t difficult to find Edward’s hedge fund company. The blue-glass monolith that housed it towered over every other nearby building. I’d seen the place plenty of times since that day I’d looked up Edward on the internet. I’d just never had a reason to go there until now.
I strode through the streets, rain soaking my suit and washing down my neck. My hair was plastered to my head. I knew I must look like a drowned rat, but I wasn’t quitting now.
My wife was unhappy. No one makes my wife unhappy.
The receptionist looked up in shock when I walked in, shoes squelching. I asked for Edward Spiryn.
“Do you have an appointment?” she asked.
“Tell him it’s Jack,” I said firmly. She picked up the phone.
A few minutes later, I was thirty floors up, waiting in a glass-walled anteroom to be shown into his office.
“Do you want something?” asked his personal assistant. “Coffee? A towel?”
I shook my head. “I just need to see him.”
A huge set of double doors swung open and Edward was standing there, immaculately dressed as always, eyeing me with cold suspicion. “Please hold my calls, Linda,” he told her without looking at her. He waved me inside.
As soon as the door closed, he shook his head. “You’re an intelligent man. I can’t believe you thought that coming here was a good idea, or
in any way
acceptable.”
“Oh, save it,” I said tiredly, and slumped into a chair. “Talking like a Victorian might make you a big hit with the ladies, but you can drop it with me. Is there anything to drink?”
He glared at me. And then his eyes softened just a little. He brought me a Scotch. The really good stuff.
“You and I have a mutual problem,” I said. “Your feelings for my wife.”
I saw him tense. “I’ve already taken the necessary action,” he said tightly. Then, catching himself, he said, “I left. I’ll never see her again. You don’t need to worry.”
I shook my head. “You misunderstand. I don’t think I’m going to lose her. I know she’ll never run off with you. I trust her one hundred percent. My problem is that she likes you. She trusts you.
I
trust you, I trust you not to hurt her or make her do something she doesn’t want to do. And…”—I took a deep breath—”you’re good at what you do. You’re a good...dominant or whatever you want to call it. She needs that. We need that. If she’s going to do this stuff, I want her to do it with someone who knows what he’s doing.” I stared at him. “There are lots of guys out there who
say
they’re into this stuff, but they just want to hurt women. Do you want her to wind up with someone like that?”
Edward was gripping the edge of his massive oak desk. I saw his knuckles whiten. “No. Never.”
“Then come back to her. Enjoy the sex. Teach her to be a good submissive, or slave, or whatever. But understand that she’s my wife—she doesn’t need rescuing and she’s never going to run away with you.”
He shook his head. “I don’t know if I can do that,” he said. “I think...I love her. Or I was falling in love with her, at least. I know I care for her, very deeply.”
I took a deep breath. I’d known this was coming and I’d had a lot of time to think about it. “Maybe that’s okay,” I said. “As long as we’re all honest, as long as no one’s cheating...maybe that’s okay. I can live with it if you can. But she doesn’t feel that way about you and I don’t think she ever will.”
Edward sighed and sat down on the edge of his desk. He suddenly looked much smaller, much less imposing. “I think you’re right,” he said. He shook his head. “I always knew she was different. There was always something about her…” He considered for a moment. “I thought she was all alone. That’s part of the reason I wanted to rescue her. Now that I know she isn’t...that changes things.” He stared at me. “It seems like...you treat her well.”
“I do,” I said. “But I can’t give her everything you can.” I took a deep breath. “Will you do it? Call her up, book her again? Go back to the way things were?”
He stared at me. “I don’t know,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “I need to think about it.”
I nodded. That was the best I could hope for. I turned to go.
“Jack?”
I looked over my shoulder.
“You have yourself the greatest woman in the world there.”
“Yeah,” I said. “I know.”
 
***
 
That evening, Harriet dressed in a brand new set of lingerie. Well,
part
of a new set. She wore the panties and suspender belt, both of them smoky gray and translucent, displaying just a hint of her waxed-smooth pussy lips and the blonde curls above them. But she had to forego the matching bra, because she was wearing the silver sequined dress we’d bought in the mall the day we’d run into Jared. The dramatic slash down the front, coupled with her full breasts, made for a truly stunning display.
But her smile, when she turned around and showed me, wasn’t her usual one.
“We’re restocked on booze,” I told her. “The bedroom’s all straight. Figure we’re as ready as we’ll ever be.”
She kissed me, but I could feel the tension in her body. It wasn’t that the Texan’s booking scared her—that was just a routine appointment, as much as any of this would ever become routine. The problem, I knew, was almost the reverse.
With Edward gone, all our future held was regular, routine bookings like the Texan’s. Men we’d meet once and then they’d be gone. At the start, that had seemed perfect. And it was still fun...but not on its own.
Edward had given us continuity. His growing relationship with Harriet had balanced out all the one-night stands with the other guys. And he’d been the only one to really unlock that submissive side of her. I knew she wouldn’t trust any other guy to tie her up. She’d have to put that part of her sexuality in a box and throw away the key.
She fussed with her hair. “Do you think this is right?” she asked. “Maybe I should have gone for a plaid shirt and denim shorts. More
Mary-Sue.”
I shook my head and kissed her. “Mary-Sue
he can get in Texas. I think he wants Kimberly, in
that
dress, and for her to shake her ass in his face. Maybe a lap dance, before you ride him. Sexy and glamorous. A taste of the big city.”
“You realize he’s probably not even like that,” she said. “Just because he’s from Texas…. I mean, he’s in town on business. He’s probably just a guy in a suit, like any other.”
I nodded, but I was thinking:
that’s what I said about Edward.
“I think I hear a car,” she said and ran to the window. “Yup.” She took a deep breath and waited for the buzzer to buzz.
The cellphone rang instead.
She looked at the number and then snatched it up. “Hello?”
“I was wondering,” said Edward’s voice, “if I could make a booking?”
I saw my wife’s face light up. And I knew everything was going to be okay.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Things evolved.
As Harriet’s newness on the market wore off, the bookings calmed down a little. But at the same time, she started to establish some regulars. We settled into a routine of two bookings a week, which was just about perfect—it gave us a few nights to be a normal couple and we figured that was probably healthy. Plus Edward would come around once a week. His appointments didn’t feel like regular bookings, even though he insisted on paying every time—and three times her usual fee, as well.
The first time Edward returned, I knew exactly what we’d been missing. It was his experience. Throughout the whole escort adventure, we’d been stumbling along, groping for the right decisions. It was reassuring to have one part of our sex lives where someone else could make the calls and we could follow. I watched as he bound Harriet to the bed, then tied her breasts with rope to make them jut out even more than normal. I stood pressed against the mirror as he teased her nipples with ice and then with his tongue. I watched as he used a butt plug, again, and a vibrator at the same time, and then finally had her take his cock in her mouth so that she was completely filled. She yelled out her orgasm, shaking the walls, and I knew things were back how they should be.
For his part, Edward seemed content to be her lover, not her suitor. He’d fallen in love with an illusion—a lonely, single escort who didn’t exist. Now that he knew “Kimberly” was happy, it was easier—he could care about her, without it being romantic love.
At least, that was the theory. I wasn’t kidding myself that it was always going to be that straightforward. But I was pretty sure we’d work it out.
I think, in some ways, it was good for Edward. It made him wake up to the fact that he had no room in his life for a girlfriend and that, if he wasn’t careful, he was still going to be the city’s most eligible bachelor when he was old and gray. He didn’t slow the pace of his work or actually start dating, but I got the impression that it was at least on his radar. He didn’t seem to be in any hurry to abandon Harriet, though—I wasn’t sure he ever would. I suspected that whichever debutante he did eventually marry was going to have to be a very understanding one.
He always called my wife Kimberly, even though he knew her real name. They both seemed to understand that that little bit of distance was important—to her, so that she could remember that he was paying and relieve her guilt; to him, so that he didn’t become too emotionally ensnared. He and I became quite good friends, after a while, sometimes sharing a drink while Harriet recovered. He still took himself far too seriously, but I liked him.
For my part, I never doubted that it was me she loved, while Edward met one of her sexual needs. It was me she cuddled up to each night, me she shared her most intimate secrets with and me who got to fuck her bareback every night. I wasn’t jealous because no one else had what I had.
The apartment evolved, too. I rigged up some video cameras: one behind the mirror with me and two more hidden in closets and side tables, so that I could watch from different angles. I also put one in each of the other rooms in the apartment so that I could keep an eye on things if the client wanted to stay awhile in the living room or even the kitchen. We also moved more of Harriet’s clothes into the apartment and bought some more outfits for her to dress up in, so that she could cater to different whims.
Sometimes, rich clients would arrive in a car with a driver and make him wait outside for them for hours. Harriet came to know which clients did that and always had a mug of coffee waiting to take out to the driver when they arrived, together with a newspaper, because she felt sorry for them sitting out there on their own. Little things, but it gave us a good reputation.
Tess and Stan went very quiet. Harriet reported that Tess seemed distant at work. At first, we thought we’d lost them as friends. But after a few weeks they started to relax and open up again. They didn’t lose their house and managed to dig themselves out of debt—certainly, the six thousand dollars Tess had brought home from her night with Harriet helped, but we weren’t sure how that alone had saved them.
It was only a month later, when Tess and Harriet went out on the town and got very, very drunk that Harriet got the full story of how they’d earned the money. She was sworn to secrecy and refused to give me any details—to this day, I still have no idea. But from the look in Harriet’s eyes when she told me, it was one hell of a story.
Jared returned—once by himself and once with Ryan. I watched through the camera as they slowly penetrated my wife in the kitchen, standing up, one in front of her and one behind, while she gasped and moaned and went up on tiptoe, her quivering body slowly accepting the two cocks. It made me realize that it was something I wanted to do—have sex with her along with another guy. I talked to Harriet and she tentatively agreed, if we could find the right guy outside of escorting. I added it to my bucket list.
Laurence, the rich guy who we’d at first taken for gay, made a whole series of appointments, but no sex was involved. My wife schooled him in how to talk to women, role-playing different encounters with him and building his confidence. When he stopped coming because he’d found himself a girlfriend, we took it as a sign of success. Some months later, he got engaged using the same ring he’d once slipped on Harriet’s finger.
Aaron never booked Harriet again. When he eventually ran into the two of us in a bar, the first time he’d seen her in a long while, he did a double-take at her new, longer hair—so like that of the escort he’d hired. For an awful moment, I thought he was going to recognize her as Kimberly. But common sense prevailed—his brain told him that of
course
it couldn’t be her. So he simply blushed and told her she looked great.
Money was no longer a problem. It was the apartments that had got us into debt in the first place, but now they were our stepping stones back to the good life. As we got the money to finish off each one, we sold it and that money accelerated progress on the rest. Soon, we’d got rid of all of them—except the one we used for Harriet’s escorting, of course—and were sitting on a tidy sum. We discussed what to do with it for a long time. One idea was to take an extended sabbatical—maybe for a year or two—buy a small yacht somewhere hot and entertain rich clients on board. A floating brothel, maybe with just Harriet, maybe with one or two other escorts. Another option was to go on a tour of Europe, making bookings with clients a few days in advance and then inviting them to our hotel suite, where I’d be watching from a closet or through a concealed camera.
The one thing we ruled out was stopping. We considered it, but we were having too much fun, and we were realistic about not having this opportunity forever. Apart from anything else, I knew that Harriet wanted a family.
For now, though, we were having fun. Escorting, we’d realized, was good for us. We had more money than ever before. We were in better shape than ever before: Harriet, because her body
was
her income, me because I wanted to be able to compete with the guys she was bedding. We both dressed better and took care of ourselves better, too. Most couples only really make an effort once a week or once a month. We were making an effort so often that it became our new normal, and that makes a difference.
The sex was the biggest benefit. I sometimes thought back to that first night in the hotel, when we’d had that conversation about Harriet’s exes and I’d first realized I got off on the idea of her with other men. Back then, our sex live had been dull...maybe dying. Now, I was rock hard pretty much all the time, either watching her with a client or remembering the last one. As soon as the client had left, I’d race into the bedroom. Sometimes, we’d “debrief” first, maybe just sitting and talking or maybe in the tub—our champagne baths had become a regular thing. Sometimes, we’d both be so damn horny that I’d just throw her down on the bed and fuck her while the client was still on his way downstairs.
Plenty of guys asked for bareback. I actually quite liked that they did, because of course she always turned them down and that was a reinforcement that only I got to take her that way. We were both always extra-horny when it happened.
It wasn’t going to last forever. But we were going to have a hell of a lot of fun while it did.
I told Harriet every day how much I loved her. I’d married the best woman in the world.
My wife, the escort.
 
 
<<<< >>>>
 
That’s the end of My Wife, The Escort. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you did, maybe you could consider
leaving a review?
 
If you’ve enjoyed this serial, you may also enjoy my “Cuckolded” stories. Be warned, they’re more hardcore than MWTE, with the husband often forced to watch his wife with another man. A good one to start with might be “Watching My Wife in Jamaica,” which is about a couple who experiment on vacation.
 
For launch day deals, usually 99c or FREE, join my newsletter!
http://list.victoriakasari.com
 
I love to hear from my readers!
victoriakasari@gmail.com



Other Stories
 
Cuckolded at the College Reunion (3 Part Series)
It'll be just like old times, she said. But I didn't know what she used to do at college....


 When the invitation for the reunion arrived, I figured that showing off my gorgeous wife would be the perfect way to get back at the jocks who'd bullied me. But when we got there, I was shocked to find that my long-time tormentor, Brad, was her ex-boyfriend.


 I hadn't known that they'd dated. Or that my wife had a wild sexual appetite, back in her college days...and now, it had been reawakened. I could only watch, helpless, as Brad seduced her in front of me. And that was only the start of his plans for my wife....
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded - My Wife at the Renaissance Faire
My wife dressed up as a buxom wench, plenty of mead...what could be better? I even encouraged her to flirt with some of the guys while I watched. It was just innocent fun. 


 But then she attracted the attention of the king, and with the help of his friends and a jester costume, he convinced her that I was happy for her to go further and further. Bound and gagged, I could only watch in horror as she lived out her secret, submissive fantasies and let all of them take her again and again....
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded in Space
I was prepared to do anything to get myself and my gorgeous blonde wife off the overcrowded Earth and to the colony on Mars--even lie about the fact I was infertile. But when my lies were uncovered, we were told we'd have to return home...or agree to my wife getting pregnant by another man.
 
And not just any man. Leon, the muscled black hunk she'd been flirting with. He'd take her hard, without protection...and right in front of me. He'd give her the children I couldn't...and all I could do was watch.
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded - Watching My Wife
I only wanted to save my marriage. When my wife told me she fantasized about sex with another man, I thought it'd be the perfect way to get our sex life back. I thought I'd be the one in control... 


 I made the mistake of introducing my wife to Greg: moneyed, handsome and black. I didn't know that Greg had a cruel streak a mile wide. I didn't know that he'd turn my innocent wife into his plaything and that I'd have to watch him take her, not just once but time and time again. 


 I didn't know that he had plans to use her body in every way he could, or to get her pregnant.. I didn't know that I'd be cuckolded, or how humiliating it would be. This is my story.
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded in College
When I somehow landed a girlfriend like Olivia - a beautiful, smart redhead - I thought all my problems were over...but they were just beginning. 


 She needed more than I could give her in bed. When she met Leroy, the black, muscled football captain, she claimed to hate him... but seemed to be drawn to him like a moth to the flame. Before I knew it, he was seducing my girlfriend--right in front of me. And Leroy didn't believe in using protection....
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded By My Boss
My wife and I work for the same company. Our problems started when the new, black CEO made me redundant. I came up with a plan to get my revenge and set my wife and I up for life. I convinced her to lead him on, and I planned to film him kissing her and sue him for harassment.
 
It all went horribly wrong. Things went too far and my boss found out about my plan. Suddenly, the tables were turned--now my boss was determined to seduce my wife and make me watch. Not just once, but again and again. I never guessed that my beautiful, shy wife longed to be treated as his plaything or that, once she'd experienced him, I'd never be enough for her again....
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded - My Wife on the Oil Rig
Three weeks on an oil rig, and she’d be the only woman on board. I wasn’t worried at all: my wife was completely faithful. In fact, I even encouraged her to tease the oil workers while I watched via webcam. 


 Then things went horribly wrong. The head of the rig hacked my laptop and, pretending to be me, encouraged my wife to go further and further with him and his buddies. Thousands of miles away, all I could do was watch in horror as they took her again and again….
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Watching My Wife in Jamaica
I didn’t mean to start showing off my wife. But the way the local men stared at her, undressing her with their eyes…I couldn’t help it. I was overjoyed when she went along with my game, pretending to be single and flirting with the local men. All my fantasies were coming true… 


 But when we met Jaric, everything changed. He wasn’t satisfied with just looking and flirting. He wanted to take her body to the limits of pleasure, right in front of me…while she was fertile and unprotected. The question was: how far would I let her go?
Get it at
Amazon!
 
 
Cuckolded: My Wife on the Submarine
My gorgeous, Eastern European wife and I were on board the sub to film a documentary. When the captain took a liking to her, I thought it was harmless. I enjoyed watching her flirt. 


 But when war broke out between our two nations, the sub was forced to dive, trapping us on board. My wife found her old loyalties ran deep and became the captain's nightly companion. And that was only the beginning. As the sole American on board, I was the enemy. Every man on board wanted to humiliate me...by taking my wife.
Get it at
Amazon!
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