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Slut Wife Club Inc

Pete was about to hit delete on a piece of junk mail when prurient curiosity got the best of him. 'Slut Wife Club Inc'. The pull was too strong and he clicked...

'You and your wife bored with the routine? Going through the motions? One or the other wants more adventure? Is your wife a slut in waiting?

'If you even gave a partial yes to any of these you might consider Slut Wife Club Inc, We've recently organized our first chapter in your area so email for details on joining us for the fun.

'You will not be bored any longer! Get the excitement you deserve! Remember, love thy neighbor!

Exhibitionists, voyeurs, horny dogs, sluts: finally a safe place to exchange ideas (wink, wink). Talk to your wife about it. You'll be glad you did.'

Pete sat there at his desk for a long time daydreaming about the strange allure of sharing Traci with a group of men, watching her having sex in ways that they had never tried, and he with access to other adventuresome wives.

He was getting horny just thinking about it and began stroking the bulge in his pants. She and Pete had brought it up in the abstract but here was an actual organization by like minded couples. Everyone would be on the same horny page.

Traci was a tall, beautiful (by any standard) dirty blonde with vivid green eyes whose stature was reminiscent of the classic pinup girls of the forties, a born exhibitionist who loved dressing to get heads turned in her direction.

Pete thought that maybe this would be a natural extension of her exhibitionism. They never got far past the discussion stage but once she asked, "How would you feel if I fucked another man right in front of you?" Just having heard her ask the question got him hot and he told her so but the subject got filed away for another day. Now this email put it back on the table.

Impulsively he forwarded the email to Traci with the comment: 'What do you think?'

Ten minutes later she came in his office and sat down. "So?" he said.

"So would you like to see me riding some other guy's dick?"

"Sometimes, yes, I'd like to see that."

"You've fantasized about it?"

"Yes"

"Me too." That caught him off guard. He hadn't thought of it from her angle, the male brain not always capable of depth when it comes to sex.

"You'd like the idea of being a married slut?"

"Yes, if you don't mind being married to one."

They chuckled a little and Pete said, "I can't believe it. Are we talking about this seriously?"

"I think so. Maybe I've got more slut in me than I thought."

"Mmmmmm. How about I contact them and do some fact finding and we talk again."

Traci stood up and turned to leave, his eyes focused on her killer ass going out the door. If they did this that ass could be tapped by anyone in the club. He was mentally trying it on for size.

After an email to the organizer, Pete got a fast response and he wasn't sure whether to feel good or bad about that. Were they desperate for members? He didn't know these people. They arranged to answer Pete's questions on the phone the following day. In the meantime they requested pictures of both of them, needed, "to keep the group at an attractive level."

Next day on the phone, the administrator, Casey, acknowledged that the photos Pete sent were "impressive" and that, "your wife is a hottie, so what do you need to know?"

"I wish I could phrase this better but how does the whole thing go?"

"Well, as the club name implies, the husbands introduce themselves and their slut wives to the other club members. You're in a private bar in a local hotel with lots of comfortable seating and only members allowed in. There's a DJ so there's dancing, drinks and hors d'oeuvres. After that it's all the art of negotiation and your wife may be approached by one or more men who might want her. If so, that can happen right in the lounge area or, if desired, they can find privacy in one of the hotel rooms but we really encourage staying together because this also fulfills the needs of voyeurs. The energy feeds on itself. Conversely, as a husband you might want to approach one of the other slut wives or you may enjoy just sipping a drink and watching yours and others.

"There are no set rules other than common curtesies and if anyone can't respect civility then they will be asked to leave the club. If that doesn't work, one of the door bouncers removes the problem. We want to make this safe, sexy and fun for everyone.

"What we've seen, and you should prepare yourself for this, is that wives tend to surprise their husbands with what they're willing to do. Women, on the other hand, seem rarely surprised by anything their husbands do. Tells you something, doesn't it? Does that answer most of your questions?"

"What are the fees?"

"Well, it's not cheap. Joining is a thousand a year and each event you and your wife attend is eight hundred dollars but we take care of everything except the hotel room if you want one and there's, on average, twenty couples so there's lots to choose from. If your wife is an exhibitionist she's going to love it."

"As you've been talking my imagination's been running wild," Pete said excitedly, "but does jealousy ever become a problem?"

"Can't say it hasn't but it's rare because generally people walk into this club knowing who they are and wanting to be there and the other plus is you'll get to know other members and that can be fun even outside the club."

"What's the weirdest thing that ever happened?"

"Hehe, well we once had two husbands leave together...not necessarily weird but unexpected at a straight club."

"What about their wives?"

"Oh, they got to be the best of pals and kept coming to events together!"

"No...that's wild. Look, I have to talk to Traci about this and I'll get back to you. When's the next event?"

"A week from this Saturday. We send out email reminders with all the details so look for it."

Lying in bed that night, "So I talked to the guy."

"What guy?" she said, drifting off.

"You know, the guy from the Slut Wife Club."

"Oh ya." (yawn)

Deciding that he was in the middle of a one way conversation he just slid down under the covers, pulled her panties down and applied wake up tonic to her quickly responding pussy. After he took her to the finish line...

"As I was saying, I talked to the guy and I liked everything he was saying and maybe we should give it a try."

"I'm good with just you in my sex life and I'm hoping that you feel the same but if we did it we have to consider it an adventure not a replacement."

"Wow, you've really been thinking about this."

"Of course! It's our intimacy shared with other people. And face it, Pete, it's a fetish. Most normal people keep it in house. As you know I love to show myself off but giving myself to an admirer is not something I've ever done."

"We have to do this together," Pete confirmed.

"Let me ask you a question I've asked before and be honest; would you enjoy watching me get fucked by another man?"

"Yes, I think so, as long as I didn't lose you."

"Do you have a question for me?"

"...yes...sometimes do you want another man's cock?"

"Yes, it excites me. Do you want to fuck other women?"

"Yes"

"Then it sounds to me like we're going to try this. What do you think?"

"I think I should tell them we're coming."

***

All week Pete and Traci checked in with each other, "Are you still okay with this?" "We can always change our mind." "Still good with the club?"

The answer was always positive so they planned nervously for club night. Later on that afternoon Traci began laying out what she would wear. If she was going slutty it had to be classy slutty so she conjured up a white spandex top that came down below her shoulders and rested more or less on her 34C's, her cleavage highlighted by an enticing push-up bra. She picked out a tight, short grey and black skirt with white knee stockings and five inch pink heels.

She decided that for effect she would pin her hair up and at some point in the evening let it fall to her shoulders. Dark eyes and pink glossy lipstick to go with her shoes. She made sure her pussy was freshly shaven...just in case.

For the men it was a simple suit and tie.

"OMG, Traci, I can't let you go out like that! You won't make it from the car to the front door before..." and he trailed off as reality set in. She was going to get a lot of attention. This was his soon to be slut wife.

On the way to the hotel, Traci asked him, "Are you nervous?"

"God yes, I think monogamy is going to take a hit tonight and I'm nervous as hell. You know, maybe we should have a safe word to use if either of us wants to leave."

"How about 'home'?"

When they got to the hotel there was a separate valet parking stand for 'SWC Members'. "Hey, Traci, we're VIP. How about that?"

"Ya great, as long as the neighbors don't see us."

The valet took the car and informed them that "the event is in the 10th floor ballroom, sir. There will be a sign up desk to help you check in."

The valet took Traci's hand helping her from the car and, as Pete noticed, checked out her ass at the same time. As they walked through the lobby to the elevator, as expected, heads turned for Traci and she loved it.

"Look at you," teased Pete, "maybe i should walk a couple steps behind you since you're the star of the show. Hehe"

They signed in, paid the fees and opened the door for Traci's grand entrance which she walked like a runway model. Casey met them, "Pete, Traci, welcome to Slut Wife Club," and turning around he introduced them to the other members.

"Traci, my lord, your pictures don't even come close to how stunning you are in person."

Traci's ego was having a holiday and Pete was thinking how proud he was to have her on his arm. Couples waved or came up to say hello like it was the welcome wagon. They made a beeline for the bar and ordered cocktails, needing to relax some of the anxiety.

As they sat on one of the long couches Casey came over and sat next to Traci. "Feel free to take your time, meet people, get a little loose and let yourself fall into it." As he spoke his hand landed on her thigh more than once. "Anyway I hope you enjoy yourselves," and he moved on to other couples.

Pete couldn't help but notice that he had that same hands on approach with other wives, innocently letting his welcome hand slip lower. Pete guessed that Casey did more than collect the dues, maybe getting a little piece of the pie as well.

It wasn't long before they were approached by a guy who introduced himself to both of them, "I'm Dan. Welcome to the club. I couldn't help but notice Traci from across the room when you came in and wondered if you'd mind if I asked her to dance?"

The question was oddly directed to Pete as if he was requesting permission from the husband. Pete turned to Traci, "is that okay with you, Traci?"

She looked back at the good looking Dan, "Ya, sure."

The DJ was pretty much sticking to sexy R&B to put everybody in the mood. Pate watched them dance not sure what he should be doing at this point other than drink. Dan danced with her like the music suggested and his hand stayed comfortably on her rear. He looked at the groping going on the dance floor and realized that this was where the fore play led to the next level.

After a couple songs and with a big smile, Dan sat down next to Traci, one arm around her on the sofa. Pete immediately found himself the third wheel and said, "Honey, I'm going to freshen our drinks," and walked off to the bar.

With a green light Dan moved in, "So, Traci, how did a gorgeous girl like you get interested in the Slut Wife Club?"

"My husband and I talked about it and decided it might be a fun adventure. And you?"

"Pretty much the same although Valerie took a lot of convincing. She's not the share and share alike type."

"What changed her mind?" she asked."

"Some guy in the club fucked the daylights out of her and now I can't keep her away."

Traci laughed.

"Is that what you'd like?" Dan asked.

She hesitated at his brashness.

"Maybe," she said sort of surprised by her answer, "Which one's Valerie?"

"She's over in the corner talking to Casey."

"Beautiful girl. You're lucky."

"I'm thinking I'm lucky right now." He moved his hand to her inner thigh. "You are so fucking hot I'm having a hard time keeping away from that pussy."

He inched his way under her skirt. She was startled and unsure what to do other than let it feel good. It was moving all too fast.

"Maybe I want you to stop," she said.

"Do you?" he asked.

After another hesitation, "No"

His hand resumed its movement, her skirt shifting up, until he touched her clitoris and he massaged it with his middle finger. It seemed, for Traci, to go on forever and she became wet.

"I wanna eat your pussy, Traci."

"Yes," she said, an almost out of body response.

He unzipped her skirt and nudged it down over her knees to the floor. He did the same with her panties. She spread her knees and he preceded to eat her now very wet cunt. She put her head back and immersed herself in the bliss. She momentarily opened her eyes to see Pete at the bar watching her.

"Enjoying the show?" said the voice on his right. Turning to her, "Oh, yes, my wife is with that guy over there, some guy named Dan."

"Oh ya, I know him," said the woman, "that's my husband. He's really working her. Hi, I'm Valerie, Dan's wife."

They shook hands and continued to watch as Traci climaxed, her body shuddered and she screamed, "fuuuuucccckkkkk" Dan whispered something in her ear and she reversed her position, offering her backside to him. He stood like a conqueror, unfastening his belt and unsheathing his spear, driving it into her pussy with so much force she could be heard with every thrust.

With one foot on the sofa for leverage Dan leaned into her ear and said, "Do you like it, slut?"

"Yes, yes, fuck me...." He didn't need much encouragement but he banged her so hard the back of the sofa rattled.

Valerie, seeing that Pete was totally aroused watching Traci get majorly fucked, squatted down, removed his stiff cock and blew him. The combination of watching Traci take cock and Valerie swallowing his dick was driving Pete out of his mind.

Looking around the room Traci's act had ignited the club and clothes were flying off, negotiations were brief and cocks were like divining rods searching for available pussies. Casey managed to cut in throughout the room and that included a brief stay in, what he told other staff, was that "delicious new slut Traci."

Much to the bartender's delight he also enjoyed watching Traci take it every which way. He only hoped he might get some of her before the night was over. One of the perks of working for Slut Wife Club was that staff, bartenders, bouncers etc, could be propositioned and participate on occasion.

There were a few other hookups in progress but Traci and Dan garnered the biggest attention. Dan had her switch positions and he sat on the sofa while she mounted him. At the same time she pulled off her top and removed her bra to present her glorious tits to him. She bounced her ample ass on his cock, her tits bouncing as well. He said to her, "Do you like riding my cock you little slut?"

"Yes, fuck yes."

"See your husband watching me fuck his slut wife?"

She glanced over at Pete getting sucked off. "Yes."

"He's turned on by me fucking you. Your my slut right now and I want to show him how to fuck a beautiful girl like you."

She was lost to him and could only feel the next orgasm rushing through her body. He grabbed the back of her hair and kissed her hard. She loved him talking to her as they moved in tandem.

Pete couldn't look away from them even though he had Valerie on the end of his dick. Coming to his senses at the beauty before him he pulled the barstool out and bent her over in the direction of Dan and Traci so he could still watch Traci. Pulling up Valerie's dress and realizing she had no panties on he stuck her hard, excited by Traci's fucking.

Valerie came quickly which surprised him. Looking back at his wife, taking Dan from behind once again he was right on the edge.

As he watched, Dan's cum shot across Traci's back and Pete's cum ran up Valerie's buttocks. It was almost choreographed.

Dan helped Traci to her feet and kissed her. Once they had cleaned up (towelettes conveniently placed) and dressed, he said, "Nice to meet you, Traci. Hope to see you again." He went over to the bar, retrieved Valerie and hit the dance floor.

Traci and Pete sat once again on the sofa together, debriefing their experiences.

"I couldn't stop watching you," Pete said. "It seemed right and wrong at the same time."

"It was intense. What we're you thinking?!?"

"I...I...I wanted him to keep fucking you. I could see how excited you were and the vision of his cock entering...I was coming out of my head. Did you feel strange doing that in front of me...everyone?"

"At the beginning I was really nervous when he was reaching up my skirt but then I lost track of things around me. Except when he told me to look at you watching."

"Did you like him?"

"You mean did I like fucking him?"

"Ya, that's what I meant."

"Yes, a lot."

"I'm now officially married to a slut," he said jokingly.

"And I'm married to a promiscuous husband who fucked a slut!"

Serious with her, "Do you want to go home or stay longer?"

"Stay. I want to mingle and meet people for awhile."

Traci ordered another drink and when the bartender delivered it he said to her, "Pardon my noticing but I thought you were amazingly hot with Dan."

"Thanks," she said, flattered that he watched her, "What's your name?"

"Brandon."

"Hi, Brandon, I'm Traci and this is my husband, Pete."

"I know this is bordering on being rude but I can't help myself, if you're ever here, bored and I'm working I would love to, you know, help you pass the time. That's if your husband didn't mind."

He walked away and Pete said, "Well there you go, even the bartender wants to fuck you."

"Mmmmm. He was nice," she said, teasing him as she let her hair down.

They scouted out other couples doing the deed, talked a little, danced a little, drank too much and flirted a lot. Pete had not really ventured out alone looking to connect with one of the other wives and he wondered to himself what that was about. Instead he stayed within visual distance of Traci. She had taken to Dan's advances fairly fast but his own fuck with Valerie was almost a distraction from watching Traci.

Traci, on the other hand, had rid herself of any self conscious feelings by opening wide for Dan. She was flirting and touching other men who, of course, wanted what Dan got.

A guy named Fred took her aside by the waist and told her, "I enjoyed watching you get fucked earlier and was wondering if your talents extended to giving good head. Sometime maybe you could show me?"

"How about now?"

She took him by the knot of his tie and pushed him back on the sofa, opened his pants, got down and magically blew him, transforming his flaccid penis into a raging hard-on in seconds.

Pete was talking with a woman when he noticed over her shoulder Traci going down on Fred who they had just been introduced. He was riveted to Traci and not paying any attention to what the woman was saying.

"Traci," gushed Fred, "you are indeed a gifted little vixen!" She swallowed him whole and he lost his mojo down her throat. "Oh, fuck that was good. My god, you're going to be everybody's favorite slut in short time."

Getting up off her knees she sexily said, "Glad you liked it...cum again!"

Pete saw Fred turn to a couple buddies and point to Traci. She was a star and swimming comfortably in the lust filled ballroom. Pete decided that he had to make a play of his own so he found a pretty, petite brunette sitting alone, sipping her martini and watching the action.



"Hi, interested in some company?"

"Sure, but I'm probably not your best choice if you're looking for a good fuck."

"Oh? And why is that?"

"Because I'm not a slut."

"But why are you at Slut Wife Club?"

"Because Ernie couldn't join without bringing his wife so I'm here to watch Ernie fuck his way through the room. I'm the cheerleading voyeur!"

She laughed at her own joke.

"By the way, I'm Giselle and I know who you are."

"You do?"

"Yes, you and your wife have made quite the debut and it's the hot topic tonight. In fact, I see Ernie and another guy fucking your wife over by the bar as we speak. Busy girl."

Pete watched for awhile, then asked Giselle if she might change her mind.

"I doubt it. This is our third event and I don't see it happening but stranger things have happened I suppose. I'm not a prude I just don't want to be a notch on somebody's belt. Based on what I've overheard, every guy in here wants to come in through your wife's back door. It's probably a matter of time. There are now three guys doing her."

Without looking up at Traci he said to Giselle, "Kiss me and change your mind."

She didn't move right away. Then she impulsively put down her drink and kissed him, slowly at first, then added her tongue. He stroked her hair and kissed her again, this time unzipping her dress until it fell from her shoulders.

She was small on top but beautifully proportioned with creamy skin and as he took off her bra he saw for the first time, in the subdued lighting, just how cute she was. He cupped her breasts and sucked her nipples as she softly moaned.

"Are you going to fuck me?"

"Yes I am, Giselle, unless you don't want me to."

In response she undressed him and soon they were completely naked and then he went down on her, legs up and pushing his head where she wanted it. "There, there!!! Faster...yes, right there!!! I'm cumming, I'm sooo cuuuuuummmmiiiinnngggg! Uhnnnnnnn!!!"

After a brief 69, she draped herself over the back of the sofa and invited him in. Resting on her stomach he held her arms behind her and pulled his cock into her tight hole. Fucking her brought interest because she had successfully avoided the advances of any other man who came near her. Casey, who sampled all the girls and who had tried repeatedly to get in her panties, saw the top part of her hanging over the sofa, dropped his pants and presented his cock for servicing.

Pete released her arms and she reached for Casey's cock and her lips surrounded his bone leaving a glistening trail every time it came out of her mouth. "Welcome to Slut Wife Club, Giselle," he said as she sucked him.

Giselle's open for business sign brought interest from another couple of guys who had earlier been spurned. Her aloofness made them want her even more and now they waited in line to dip their shafts in her sweetness.

Pete dressed and went to find Traci. It didn't take long to locate her, attached to Brandon the bartender's dick. As soon as he splattered her back with cum Pete said, "Traci, we should probably be getting home."

Brandon sheepishly slipped back to his bar duties, nodding to Pete on the way.

Pete helped her clean the cum off and get her clothes in order again.

"Well I think we made quite an impression for our first event."

"I know," she said in a subdued tone, "They kept coming at me and I couldn't say no."

"You look tired."

"I'm ready for home."

On the trip back they didn't talk about the experience at all and their silence was by mutual consent. How would they begin the conversation anyway? Besides they'd imbibed way too much to make sense of anything.

Traci fell asleep in the car and Pete carried her to bed, only managing to stumble once. As he was getting her clothes off he realized that she no longer had the panties she came there with. It wasn't surprising. Through the entire affair the hungry men plied her with an endless parade of alcohol.

There was always morning to sort it all out.


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 02

When Pete awoke the next day he propped himself up on one elbow and looked at a sleeping Traci and let the flood of feelings about her and their first visit to Slut Wife Club wash over him.

They had done the undoable. He watched as men used her any way they wished for the entire evening. There were no rules and a very loose etiquette. Men took what they wanted.

He didn't know what he expected from Traci. He knew that she would submit to sex but talking about it in theory and the reality of Dan and other men fucking her like they owned her kind of shocked him.

There was a wave of jealousy that he had to digest and that he swallowed hard, After that came the shock of watching her in the act and mindlessly enjoying it. It was probably her pleasure that opened the door to him admitting that he loved it as much. And, in fact, it became a craving that held him captive. He couldn't look away without a struggle.

Traci opened her eyes to his gaze: "Too many martinis," was all she managed to get out.

"That wasn't the only thing you had too many of," he said.

She laughed but it made her head hurt. "I know. Pete, I couldn't stop. I don't remember ever saying no or walking away from a proposition. I've never done anything like that in my life, not even in college."

"So you have no regrets?"

"I don't know if I can explain it but being used like that by all those men triggered a constant wave of orgasms. Oh my god, Pete, it was like electricity running through me and sometimes when I saw you watching me I would cum even harder."

"You we're magnificent."

"Thank you, sweetie. I hope you weren't jealous."

"I have to admit, yes, I was. You know, you're my Traci, and then these guys were devouring you. I know I sort of pushed this idea but it's jarring to see your wife like that. And the boner I was carrying around watching you made the feelings even more complicated."

"You were turned on?"

"I couldn't look away."

Excited that he watched her, "Maybe you could recall something I did that teased your senses from last night that you could share with me, baby? I love that you were aroused." As she said the last word she reached for his cock, surprised that he was already getting an erection.

"Well, there were lots of times but I almost came in my pants when those two guys were fucking you doggy against the bar."

While he recalled the scene, Traci stroked his shaft and was getting hot herself.

"You had almost nothing on and the way your thighs and tits shook when they banged you was so fucking erotic."

"Fuck me like that, Pete. Fuck me like Johnny and Ernie fucked me last night. NOW, against the door," and she jumped out of bed, bent over holding onto the knob. Frenetically Pete followed her, stepped out of his boxers and nailed her waiting cunt. "Uhnnnnnnn," she moaned as he slammed her shaking body.

She could feel his crazed cock expanding, about to explode and her body began a steady climb to ecstasy and they almost orgasmed at the same time, his cum filling her and her knees quivering.

He put an arm around her waist and they fell to the bed. "Holy crap, Pete, that was...wow." Laying there Pete said, "I've been unsure about this club but do you think we should go to the next event?"

"Yes, oh my god, yes," said an ecstatic Traci.

***

At breakfast, the topic remained the same;

"One of the guys told me you fucked that little blonde, Giselle. Supposedly, she only came so her husband could be in the club?"

"Yup, that's what she told me. Magic dick here somehow got her in the mood."

"I'm impressed, stud muffin. How was she?"

"I liked her. Once you got her panties off she was a wildcat."

Pete was reluctant asking Traci the thing that perplexed him the most about the evening but asked her anyway.

"Say, there was something Giselle told me that she overheard from a couple guys talking about you and I wanted to ask you. Maybe it was just wishful thinking or gossip. She said they were talking about coming in your 'backdoor'. You always told me you weren't into that. Did you...?"

Traci put a pausing finger in the air and didn't answer right away, measuring her words before speaking.

"I know I always said that...but I got caught up in everything and gave them what they wanted. Pete, I found out several things about myself last night and one of them is, in the face of an offer of pure sex, my body can't say no, it only wants more. Sensing that, those men even stopped asking and did anything they wanted as long as I didn't say no."

"Well maybe it's too much and we don't go back right aw..."

"No!!!" she said forcefully, "I wanted Johnny to take me and when he pushed his cock in my ass I wanted him to do it. Are you getting what I'm saying? Last night I felt like I was set loose for the first time ever. I love our sex life but being crudely dominated like that has a place with me. I'm sorry, maybe that's not what you wanted to hear."

"I don't want you to be sorry. I love you and I want you to be happy and if this club lets your freak flag fly and that's what you need then we should keep going. I'll say this, it sure didn't hurt our love making this morning, that's for sure!"

They laughed and she threw her arms around him.

"I love you too, Petey."

***

Pete and Traci both got an email announcing the next event scheduled in another week and a half on a Saturday night. The difference in the two automated emails was the addition of a personal note from Casey to her:

'Traci - We've had some extraordinary wives at our events across the country but I can't imagine any as beautiful and 'accessible' as you. Please be there on Saturday and save me a spot on your dance card. ❤️ Casey'

She immediately forwarded it to Pete and he sent it back with the note, 'Somebody's got an admirer.'

Her exhibitionist side was having a field day and the opportunity seemed too perfect not to take advantage of. She replied to Casey with an ultra sexy pic of her sucking her finger and the note, 'See you there!'.

Chuckling to herself as she hit send, it also seemed a good day for sexy clothes shopping for the event. She'd already decided on a bright yellow theme to draw the watchers as soon as she hit the doorway. She planned a memorable entrance and at what point she was zipped out of the tight dress their eyes would feast on the most gorgeous yellow lace lingerie she could find.

***

On the night of the event she, once again, battled the nervous anticipation. An occasional drink would relax her but she couldn't overindulge like the first time. It led to too much happening that she couldn't talk about, too much she couldn't tell Pete about yet.

Pete had his own version of nerves and wondered if he could detach himself from the vision of Traci long enough to enjoy the other women. Word had certainly spread over Traci's debut and even the parking valet looked interested in getting between her legs.

The ballroom door opened and Pete let her take the lead and strut her stuff. Heads turned, cocks stiffened. They had a meet and greet at the bar with couples they had met last time and introductions to new ones. Dan had swiftly moved to hug and kiss her. Having taken her for a nice ride last time, he surely hoped to do so again.

As she and Pete turned around Casey introduced them to an unfamiliar couple, Aaron and Rosita, who missed the last event.

Traci whispered to Pete, "God he's as gorgeous as his wife."

Aaron, clearly taken with Traci, suggested the four of them find an empty sofa and get to know one another. Everyone told stories of their background and Aaron explained that he and Rosita had grown up in Spain but met and married in the U.S. "We both have great jobs and an active sex life so we have no plans for children. We love our lives with each other."

During the conversation Aaron's eye's continuously wandered to Traci's long, beautiful legs, coming majestically out of the short yellow dress and visually enhanced by a pair of black 5 inch pumps with ankle straps.

"Question of the day, you two," said Traci, "why Slut Wife Club?"

Aaron smiled at Rosita. "Do you mind another retelling, honey?"

"Tell away!" she said.

"A few years ago at one of my company's office parties I lost track of Rosita and after awhile I went looking for her. I thought I heard her voice down at the end of the hallway. The door to my boss's office was not quite closed all the way and I peeked in and there was my boss with his pants to his knees fucking Rosita on the desk. It didn't look like she was under duress so I watched until he came in her. My impulse was to go charging in like a mad bull but I calmed myself and went back out to the party, shaken, not sure what to do.

"On the drive home I said, "I saw you." "Saw me what?" she acted innocently. I told her I watched them having sex and she wanted to know why I didn't do anything. I thought about that a long time and then realized the answer was simple, I liked it. My marital boundaries had been violated but I liked watching her take cock from another man. Good thing because she confessed later that my boss wasn't the only one she had that night. The next payday I noticed I'd gotten an unannounced raise."

Everyone broke up.

"When I saw the email ad," he continued, "I showed Rosita and we decided to take a chance for the sake of our marriage. Both of us love each other but I wanted to do more than look at other women and my wife loved cock. Coming here we thought we'd find others like us."

"You have," said Traci.

As often happened, Casey popped out of nowhere addressing Rosita, "Could I borrow you for a few introductions?" Looking at Aaron, "I'll bring her right back." She nodded and went off to a small group of men.

"Traci," said Aaron politely addressing both of them, "Would you like to dance?"

"I thought you'd never ask," said a coquettish Traci.

They went off to the dance floor, stopping off to request a couple songs that he liked. The first, a rumba, was slow and bursting with sexual innuendo. They danced closely and seductively, Traci falling under his spell. They were so close she could feel his cock brush against her at different times. She didn't know the steps but he guided her

"I like this," she said in his ear.

He held her tighter and his hand slipped lower on her back and as one song ended another began. Staring into each other's eyes he impulsively kissed her full lips.

"I like it even better," she told him.

As they danced ever more slowly he began to tell her explicitly what he was going to do to her. During the telling he got harder and she got wetter..."then I'll fuck your sweet cunt"...and she began to feel a drip of moisture running down her leg. The dirty talk, the soft lights and him holding her had excited her to the point that without warning she orgasmed in his arms. Her legs buckled so much he had to hold her up for a moment.

"Can you stand, baby?"

"Yes."

He quickly grabbed a chair from one of the bar tables, "Kneel on the seat and hold onto the chair back you sexy thing." He dropped his pants and pulled a huge hard shaft into the light. One of the wives on the dance floor gasped, "Oh fuck." when she saw his size. Hiking up her dress and dragging her yellow panties down he fucked her in the middle of the floor. For Traci it was surreal taking Aaron's considerable cock right there in front of everyone but it fed into the exhibitionist part of her. Her body was on fire and looking towards the bar she saw Pete transfixed on her and she came a second time.

Aaron rode her pussy hard and soon dancers stopped just to watch them. Brandon the bartender stopped mixing drinks. Casey appeared on the dance floor and seeing opportunity, whipped out his dick and held it out to her over the chair back. "Suck my cock, slut!" he said. She took him in her mouth and sucked him off while Aaron punished her pussy.

Not finished with her, Aaron pulled her from Casey then sat down on the seat and told her to mount him. She helped him by moving up and down on his cock. Casey appeared from the side, dick in hand and soon she was sucking him again.

Traci, being a little occupied, didn't see him coming from behind until Dan spit on her anus and entered her ass. She groaned loudly. Pete stood up from his barstool seeing her double penetrated for the first time. His senses were on high alert and he vacillated between rushing out to save her or jerking off.

She felt Dan leave his cream in her ass and then Casey filled her mouth with his cum and stepped back to watch. "I'm cumming, baby!" grunted Aaron.

As she swallowed most of Casey's jizz she said to Aaron, "Cum on my face!!" They switched positions and standing over her open mouth and extended tongue he jerked it, "I'm cumming! I'm cummmming you fuuuuccccking slut!" and he unloaded a torrent of thick white cum all over her face, rubbing it into her cheeks with his still hard shaft. Then he smiled at her and went back to the bar.

Covered and leaking with the ejaculate from three men she sat there for a couple minutes before getting her clothes together. Brandon handed her a couple bar towels and the makeup bag she'd stashed behind the bar and she headed for the restroom. "Do you need help?" Pete yelled to her over the music.

"No, baby, I'm fine. Go find a nice girl to fuck and I'll be back soon," and she walked off.

He looked back over the room and saw Rosita getting manhandled by two of the husbands. From the moment they met he wanted to do her but as usual he got distracted watching Traci.

He sat next to Aaron at the bar before looking further.

"That was some sight, watching you fuck my wife," Pete told him.

"Ya, she is a fabulous girl. The best fuck I've had in quite a while. Thanks for sharing her."

"You're welcome but I gave her an out if she didn't want to come here tonight. As you can see, nothing could have stopped her."

"Rosita and I plan on coming regularly so I look forward to more of her."

"She tells me this club has liberated her sexually and when I see her get taken like that I get aroused. But then a little part of me wants to rescue her...from what I don't know."

"Ya, I used to have that same internal argument but, for the most part, I've gotten past it."

"How?"

"By always reminding myself how much Rosita loves submission. It took me a lot of time to figure that out. She loves being used and abused and I imagine that Traci is similar."

"Traci and I are new to this but I think I'm having a harder time than she is."

"If I may, I have a suggestion that might help. Go find my wife, Rosita, get her alone, fuck her and enjoy yourself. She pointed you out when you first came in the door."

"Thanks, I just might do that." Pete took his drink and went on the hunt.

Way across the ballroom Rosita was being had by someone he didn't recognize. Pete kept a distance waiting for him to do the deed before moving in on her but once he got closer he could see she was underneath one of the bouncers, egging him on to hit it harder. "C'mon, Ted, fuck your baby doll. Make her cum." Ted was built solid as a rock, probably came out of the womb as a bouncer and his girth almost completely obscured Rosita. "Pound my pussy, Ted!"

Mercifully for Ted's waning stamina, she came loud and long. For his efforts Ted got the go ahead to cum on her tits.

In no more than a minute he emptied his load on her lovely little bod and unceremoniously walked away. I found a wet nap and wiped the sticky cum away. "Thanks," surprised that I bothered.

"Chivalry is not completely dead, besides I like a nice clean playing field when I'm about to fuck someone else's wife."

"Oh, so you think you're just going to walk up and fuck me?"

She had a tight, tiny body that he found very appealing and she was unbelievably cute. Still, completely naked, it seemed such an improbable conversation so he teased her, "Well, I don't have to worry about how I'm going to get in your pants since you have none."

Fortunately, she laughed. His humor was always his charm with women. It's how he wooed Traci.

"I think I might be interested. Your name is Pete, right? I only have one complaint. Your wife is ruining the curve with that killer body of hers. Stunning and easy, every guy's hump dream."

Pete stripped down while she talked.

"She is that," he said, "but I'm looking at a real beauty as we speak and I'm taking some of that pussy home with me."

"Make me your bitch, big man."

He could easily read her affinity for rough sex and dirty talk. "Sit up and get me hard, slut." She wrapped her dark red colored lips around his cock and did to him what she was really good at. Her tongue performed wonders on his erection. "That's a good girl, suck it, bitch."

Changing his attention, he announced, "I'm hungry, spread your legs."

"Ohhh, I think I'm gonna like this," she cooed.

He darted his tongue back and forth in her honey hole and then attacked her clit, forcing her to climax and pave a nice smooth road into her pussy.

He pulled her to the edge of the couch and stuffed her, his unusually big balls slapping against her ass and his hands around her neck.

"Uhnnnnn, Uhnnnnnn, Uhnnnnnnn..."

"Hit it hard, fucker. Make the slut cum."

Rosita's body arched and shuddered under him and he could feel the orgasm travel through her and clamp down on his dick like a trap, the sensation sending his own climax over the edge. Her juices covered his junk.

"Ahhhhhhh, fuck, I'm cummmming you fucking little slut!! Uhhhhnnnnnnnnnnnn," he pulled out and, as Aaron did to Traci, splashed Rosita's face with his cum and whipped her cheeks with his cock. Then he slumped upon her, both of them holding one another.

"Well, Pete, it's nice to get to know you," she laughed partially to release the intensity.

"And you, Rosita. I hope I wasn't too inappropriate."

"So, let me see, you brought your wife to be fucked by other men, you've just fucked me, an avowed card carrying slut and before me there was who knows how many other sluts so, no, you were a perfect slut loving gentleman."

He laughed, she smiled, they got dressed and held hands on the walk back to the bar. Aaron and Traci were sitting together talking.

"Oh, Petey, I'm glad you're back. Aaron just saved me from Casey."

"Why? What happened?"

"Casey just came up to me wanting to take me to a private room and Aaron said that I was going with him and Casey walked away because staff can't put their wants ahead of the club members."

"I told you this morning, you have an admirer." Turning to Aaron, Pete said, "Thanks for running interference for her. Casey's been dogging her."

"I wouldn't thank me too much," Aaron confessed, looking at Traci, "because my not so angelic intention was to get the delicious Traci alone in that room before Casey showed up."

"Oh..." said a sheepishly happy Traci. "Pete, can I go?...then we'll leave, I promise."

"Are you sure?" he asked, hoping for a different answer.

"Yes," she said, looking at Aaron like she wanted him to rip her clothes off right there.

"Okay," he signed off, "Rosita?"

"Sure. I know you're salivating over this girl but don't take all night, I'm tired."

Pete and Rosita ordered drinks at the bar. Aaron and Traci went to a room and consummated their lust for the second time in an evening..

Pete wouldn't hear the story until the next day....
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On the ride home, not a word was spoken about the event and, more importantly, nothing about her private tryst with Aaron at the end. She didn't volunteer anything and he thought it best to leave it that way since she was riding the afterglow and she'd eventually tell him in the morning anyway.

***

When he got up she was already gone so he went downstairs and she was making up a breakfast tray. "Oh, I wanted to surprise you," she said somewhat disappointed, "but, surprise!! Breakfast in bed, honey!"

"Well thank you, babe. He must have been pretty spectacular for me to earn breakfast in bed."

"It's not about him. I just wanted to thank you for being a man who can handle a wife like me. I'm having the time of my life and you pretty much made it happen."

"I'll remember to blame myself."

"Oh stop, silly. Don't you see how much I love you? You're going to have a terrible time trying to get rid of me because I want to be married to you until we plop over. So I see you struggling with seeing my excitement at fucking other men at the club. Let's talk about it, sit down."

"Cant we just have breakfast?"

"No, this is more important than breakfast! Tell me how you're struggling."

"Well don't get me wrong, I'm on cloud nine with all the attention that's coming your way. I say to myself, 'that's my smart, beautiful wife, I'm a lucky shit.' Then when we're there a small part of me gets jealous when men are tripping all over each other to get your panties off."

"That was why we went there, so we could both broaden our sexual experiences and do it together."

"I know. My brain understood that from the beginning but this nagging little jealousy thing is partially ruining it for me."

"Okay, let's break it down. Somewhere in 'insecure Pete land' you think that I'm going to run off with the best fuck in the room. You think you won't measure up and you'll lose me."

"Could be, yes"

"First, I married you because I fell in love with what turned out to be the best man I know. Period. Unless you kill me in my sleep that's a fact, and then I'll haunt you. Secondly, when you and I have sex we're making love. When I'm having sex with those men I'm having sex. Big difference. Finally, when we're there and I'm tapping into the hot, nasty, submissive slut part of myself, repeat to yourself the first two parts of what I just told you."

He thought about what she was saying. "Thanks, babe."

"And by the way, if memory serves me right, when men are going after me, their gorgeous slut wives are sitting on the sideline with wet panties waiting for you. I know watching me gets you off but don't neglect those poor horny wives."

"You're right. How did you get so smart?"

"Born that way."

After breakfast they went upstairs and got in bed for the story of Aaron and the slut.

"So because I have things to do today, how about the highlights."

"Okay, make 'em good," he said.

As she spoke she lightly stroked him. "Once Aaron got me in the room his demeanor got much darker. I was a little frightened of him but frightened in a good way, that kind of scared excitement.

"From a bag he brought with him he pulled out a dog collar and put it around my neck and snapped a short leash to it.

"He stood really close and said, 'For the time we're in this room your body belongs to me. You're my hot little bitch. Strip down to your shoes and stockings!' He held the leash while I stripped and then he pulled me back to him. He reached between my legs with that big hand of his and, nearly lifting me off the floor, stuck two fingers in my pussy and vibrated his hand until I came on his arm, juices dripping everywhere."

"Holy shit, Traci!"

"Then he dropped the leash and slapped me across the face and I fell back on the bed."

"Oh fuck no, Traci..."

"He undressed to his shorts and then dramatically dropped them, his monster cock sprang out and he whipped my tits with it and by doing that his cock got harder and harder until he said, 'Now I'm going to stretch my little bitch's cunt till it can't stretch anymore.' He rolled me onto my stomach and holding onto the leash he fucked me so hard I thought I was going to pass out. He had the leash in one hand and my hair in the other and he fucked me everywhere."

"Everywhere?"

"Everywhere...I lost track of how many times I orgasmed. It was incredible."

By this point Pete had a raging hard-on and Traci leaned over to her nightstand, opened the drawer and said, "this is the same leash he fucked me with and now I want you to fuck me with it."

Pete said nothing. With somewhat of a spell cast over him by the story he immediately put the collar around her slender neck and banged her from behind as hard as he could and, like after the first event, they both had powerful orgasms.

"When's the next club event?" she wondered aloud.

***

The next event was too far away for some and that included Pete and Traci and, to an obsessive extent, Casey. Financially, putting on an event three times a month was all bookkeeping would allow but for Casey it could be every night. All that pussy sent him into a ball of apoplexy...especially regarding Traci. Knowing her door was wide open, and having tasted her treats, he constantly inserted himself in situations where he could take advantage of his role as administrator to fuck her.

In the club off times he would send her notes complimenting her beauty and expressing his attraction to her but Pete, having read the club mission, rules and by-laws, quickly concluded that Casey was a smidge away from crossing the line.

Yes, staff could, if invited, participate in the parade of pussy but Casey had taken advantage of Traci's openness and that was reserved for other members.

Pete decided to keep an eye on him.

***

Over the following two weeks they talked at different times about the club and Traci had a generally relaxed attitude towards interacting with staff. She had fucked Brandon, the bartender. He asked and she accepted. Then I told her how Rosita had fucked Ted, one of the bouncers. Traci's view was that it was sort of like a gratuity.

"You know, they're protecting us and serving our needs so an occasional fuck or blowjob is the equivalent of a tip."

"A generous tip," I pointed out.

"Imagine you had to just stand and watch all that sex, lugging around a hard unsatisfied dick all night. How would you feel?"

"I'd feel like I had done my job."

***

In the meantime, Traci hit the stores for more provocative clothing. Even before the club she was into clothes, wearing things that made men drool on their shoes. It was a fun hobby and it was fun for Pete when she'd do one of her private fashion shows for him.

She'd disappear and reappear from the bedroom in different outfits. They called it "Whaddya think?" Then he'd give the outfit a rating based on arousal level and those levels ranged from good to best with the following:

'Nice'

'Very nice'

'Oooo, baby'

'Hot, shit'

'Smokin' hot'

'You're under arrest!'

Pete dubbed her the best runway model he ever slept with and she had the best time dressing up for him.

***

As the event Saturday approached she received another in a long line of personal notes from Casey attached to the official reminder.

Traci - I lose my mind every time I see you so can hardly wait for Saturday. Don't mean to bug you with these notes but every night I fall asleep with my dick in my hand dreaming of you. - Casey.

The email notes had gotten progressively more personal. Traci was flattered for the most part and would send him sexy replies but Pete suggested she not reply at all for awhile, giving him time to work through his crush. She took his advice for a time.

***

Saturday came and she spent two hours getting ready in the bathroom. After showering she shaved her legs, underarms and pussy until soft and smooth. She did a very smoky, sensual makeup job. The heavy red lipgloss she applied was destined to leave an imprint on some lucky guy's dick

When Pete walked into the bedroom she was in the process of slipping into a tiny gold bra and G-string set, obviously designed not to cover much. Over that a see-through floral print top and a black slit skirt that left little to wonder about. Her right leg was on full display with black stockings and 5 inch fuck-me pumps. Then she topped the ensemble off with a slightly cocked black beret.

"Wow, Traci, you are a vision of pure sex."

"You like it? (Announcer's voice) Let's play 'Whaddya Think!!'"

"I give it a 'Smokin' Hot'!!!!

"Thank you, baby."

When they arrived Traci led with her slit skirt leg so the valet could get an eyeful as he took her hand, helping her from the car. His eyes traveled straight to her crotch and stayed there.

Pete broke the trance with, "Nobody helped me out of the car."

After that Traci made one of her favorites, the hotel lobby stroll where she watched male heads turning one after another. On the elevator up to the ballroom a passenger scoped her out and had the balls to say, "My oh my, I hope you're going where I'm going." The woman he was with whacked him gently on the arm.

"The 10th floor ballroom," offered Traci.

He looked up at the car ceiling and said, "My prayers have been answered. I'm Sam and this is my wife, Charlene." Traci did the remaining introductions and then Charlene said to Traci, "When the door opens you'd better make a run for it. I'll slow him down," and everybody laughed.

Traci being Traci got off the car first deliberately rocking her hips for Sam. "My oh my."

Pete and Traci signed in and Traci made her usual entrance. "See you later, Traci?" "Hi, Traci, a little time later?" "Traci, got something for you." "Remember me, Traci?"

She absorbed their energy like Earth absorbs heat from the Sun's rays. The wives collective reaction to her ran the spectrum from 'glad it's not me' to jealousy. Everyone there liked her but some wanted what she had even though the reality was that no one left these events without being satisfied. There were too many beautiful men and women for that to happen. It only seemed like Traci was getting it all.

Pete and Traci made a plan to camp out at the bar and set themselves up "first cum, first served," they joked. Bartender Brandon dropped by to take their drink orders and ogle Traci. He made yet another suggestion involving his dick..."Just so you know I have a break at 11pm. It would be great if I could spend it with you."

"We'll have to see where things are at. I may be tied up," she said teasingly.

"That could be arranged," he retorted.

A member they didn't know sat next to her and introduced himself. "I'm Eric and I'm pretty sure you are the Traci everyone's talking about." He was ridiculously handsome and immediately held her attention.

"Well, hi there," she said.

"That's my wife, Monique, down at the other end of the bar." An absolutely scintillating beauty waved to them. "We've got a fun little proposition for you and your husband."

Extending a hand, "Hi, Pete, I'm Eric.

"What did you have in mind?" asked a cautious but curious Pete.

"To begin with I'm dying to fuck your beautiful wife. With your permission of course. And I want to fuck her right here at the bar and I want you to stay and watch me do it."

"Turns you on?" asked Pete.

"Yes, a lot," he said, adding, "My wife enjoys it too but personally I love fucking another man's wife in front of him. I want you to hold her while I'm fucking her. Are you interested?"

"Traci?" asked Pete, deferring to her..

Looking from Pete back to Eric she said, "Yes," and ran her palm down the front of his shirt, stopping just short of his package.

He slowly closed in on her lips and kissed her. "Do you taste that good everywhere?"

"Everywhere!"

The kiss was so sensual it immediately got Traci's motor running. Pete didn't acknowledge it out loud but once again he felt an erection stirring inside him.

Brandon, realizing what was about to happen, planted himself right in front of them, ignoring drink requests.

Eric undid his pants and unveiled his cock, "Get on your knees and suck my cock, Traci." She slid off the barstool and noisily obeyed him, occasionally gagging herself with his tool. "Guuuccckkk, guuuccckkk, guuuccckkk..."

She looked up at Eric with a smile and strings of saliva hanging from her mouth to his dick. "Good girl, Traci. You have a gift. Now climb up on the bar and take your clothes off like a stripper trying to get a tip from me."

Pete and Eric helped her up and she went about her sexy business. Looking out into the room she could see everything had stopped and all eyes were on her striptease. The DJ intuitively picked the right music. She played to the room, traveling the length of the bar, and felt the attention of every man, knowing that they all wanted the same thing from her. It was a rush to know she owned them.

Seductively she removed everything but her G-string, stockings and heels and as she slowly slinked back men were reaching up and stuffing cash in her G-string. When she returned Eric told her to turn around and get on her knees. When she did so he pulled her G-string down and the bills fell like confetti.

Stepping on the bar foot rest, Eric buried his face in her genitalia, using his tongue on her clit and rimming her anus while he finger fucked her. He picked up the intensity until she came screaming and the juices ran down her pussy and on his face.

Pete, like the rest of the room, watched like it was a good movie and they didn't want to miss anything. Several men, including Pete and Brandon had their dicks in hand and were jerking it and a few women were

Pete watched as Traci came again, "Unnnnnnnnncccccchhhhhhh, oh fuck, Uuuunnnnn. Brandon could see the dampness reflect off the bar top.

Then like a film director Eric guided her down and pulled the barstool out of the way. "Pete, stand with your back against the bar." Then he turned her facing Pete and she leaned, hands draped over his shoulders.

Eric entered her wet cunt and fucked her while Pete held her up. Looking down she could see Pete's hard dick and he could feel Traci's body jerk each time Eric banged against her ass.

"Oh man," he said to Pete, "I'm loving your wife's tight box. What do you think, Traci? Do you like me fucking you with your husband and everybody watching?"

"Yes! Make me cum again, baby, I'm getting close. Fuck me harder, Eric! Harder...I'm cuuummmiiinnnnnggg, I'm cummmming, fuck, bang me, Uhhhhnnnnnnnnnn..."

As she climaxed Eric pulled out and shot his jizz all the way up her back, some of it hitting the bar top.

Still holding on to Pete she looked at him and mouthed the words, "Oh fuck, that was amazing."

Brandon came running around with a bar towel so he could wipe off the cum himself.

"Now please, Pete," offered Eric, "let me return the favor. You've allowed me to enjoy Traci so I'd like you to take a ride on my little slut, Monique."

Monique came from the end of the bar, as if out of a dream and approached Pete, his still crazy hard cock on display. With one hand she grabbed his cock and the other wrapped around the back of his neck and kissed him.

Monique removed his tie and put it around her neck and loosely retied it. She stripped for him just like Traci had done and within minutes she stood naked except for her heels and the tie. Pete picked her barely five foot frame up and laid her back on the bar and, her legs over his shoulders, ate her. While he was tongue fucking her, he noticed Brandon reaching in to fondle her small round tits. Traci and another couple had there hands on her as well. The overwhelming sense of being groped and eaten put her over the top, her back arched and shuddered as she came.

"I think she's ready for a good fucking. What do you think, Pete?" asked Eric.

"I want her," was all he said.

Then they took her off the bar, Eric backed up to the bar and held his wife like they had Traci and Pete stuck her with energy. He had watched Traci being taken and now his hungry hard-on was being satisfied in turn. He reached for the tie and yanked her head back.

Eric kept talking, "Fuck my little slut, Pete. Fuck her good and hard."

Like when she was on the bar, other members kept coming up and groping her perfectly inviting tits. As she was overwhelmed, Pete could feel her contractions as she orgasmed again. Awwwwww, Uuuuhhhhhhhhhnnnnnnnn.

"Come in her mouth, Pete, she likes the taste of cum," Eric encouraged him.

Unable to hold back any longer, Pete said, "I'm cumming now!" Eric readied his wife and Pete came hard, shooting cum streams across her face, some of it in her mouth. She licked his cock clean.

As he zipped up his trousers he looked around for Traci and didn't see her right away until he walked behind the bar facade and there she was on a spit roast with Brandon and Casey on either end. Casey got what he could never get enough of.

Pete took some liberties and made his own martini and when he finished he looked back and Traci now entertained not only Brandon and Casey but both bouncers, the sign in person and the parking valet, a total gangbang. Who was guarding the fort?

He remembered what she told him and recited it in his head. It helped and he walked off in search of other adventures.

Pete eventually found a couple sitting alone on a sofa just watching others on the sex playground. "May I?" he politely asked.

"Sure," she said eagerly, "I'm Gina and this is Rob and we know who you are. Your wife is the only thing anybody talks about."

Pete blushed a little and laughed. "Are you guys new to the club? I don't believe I've seen you."

"No," she said, "We've come to the last two events but we tend to just sit and watch. Rob's hesitant to get involved. I'm dying to get into it but I can't just leave him sitting here."

"Sounds like a tug of war I've been having with myself."

"Really?" Rob asked incredulously, "it sure didn't look like it when you were fucking that girl at the bar."

"I know what it looks like but I've had to do some self talk to get this far but I think I'm getting freer. And, get this, I'm the one who suggested we try it and Traci's the one who ran with it!"

"This was all Gina," countered Rob. "She just said, 'I wanna spice up things. I wanna have more sex and with other men and here we are.'"

"I'm not a therapist," said Pete, "but I have a short term suggestion that might help loosen up the situation a bit. You've seen Traci, right?"

"Oh god, yes, she's gorgeous," gushed Rob. "Every guy in here wants her and, excuse me Pete, but that includes me, oh, sorry Gina."

"You're making my point for being here," said Gina.

"Well, that answers that," said a matter of fact, Pete, "anyway, I was going to suggest that I get Traci after her gangbang with the staff and we trade our slut spouses and have some fun!"

"A gangbang? Where?" he anxiously asked.

"Behind the bar. Last I looked she was being fucked by seven guys. You can check it out if you like."

"Wait here, Gina, I won't be long."

"He won't be back anytime soon," Pete assured her, "Care to dance?"

"Absolutely," she said. She was undeniably beautiful but when she stood up he got the full measure of her figure. "Wow," he said, taking her hand. She was approximately 5' 9", blonde hair, blue eyes, lovely legs, nice ass and he quickly got caught staring at her impressive rack.

"36 double D's in case you were wondering," she said, "Oh, and natural."

When they got on the dance floor she put both arms around his neck. They locked eyes and then kissed, her huge tits pressing against his chest. She reached down and touched his cock. "Feels like it's coming along fine."

"It'll be ready when needed. A girl like you shouldn't leave here unfucked. I'll be doing humanity a favor."



She started giggling then stroked his dick again. "I'm not wearing any panties." That was about the only encouragement he needed and, taking Gina's hand, he hurriedly took her to a sofa next to the dance floor and in the shadows. He had her out of her dress, his pants down and her bra off in a matter of seconds.

She mounted him on the sofa and those fabulous tits were staring him in the face. Her nipples were erect and she told him, "You can make me do anything by sucking my nipples."

***

At almost the same time word had spread throughout the ballroom that Traci was being gangbanged behind the bar facade. They had been using her for over an hour and more than twenty men, between staff and membership, had fucked her in every hole, often at the same time.

As the number of men grew they had pulled two of the sofas together to lay her on and the parade of cocks continued including Sam who they'd met in the elevator and Aaron who'd taken her the week before.

She just kept fucking them. Her mouth was always full and her pussy and ass packed and now as some of the men had been in her more than once around they started jerking their cum all over her lovely body.

For Casey, who had constantly obsessed over her it was a fulfilling wet dream. He fucked her multiple times before blasting his cum on her face.

As the last two men ejaculated on her she laid back exhausted.

When Pete came to check on her and found her cum-soaked body still resting he lost it thinking she was hurt.

"Traci, what the fuck? What did they do?"

"Pete, be calm. I'm fine, I'm just worn out and I have to clean up. I think it's time to go home."

He ran and got towels to wipe off the majority and then helped her to the restroom to wash up. He went back to the bar to gather up her clothes and when he came back Sam, on his second tour of Traci, was fucking her up against the wall.

Pete resignedly returned to the bar.

"Brandon! One more martini."


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 04

Pete and Traci had attended three consecutive club events and for Pete the last one was an epiphany. At the beginning his rough idea of hotwife sharing brought about more ambivalence than he expected. It wasn't just offering up Traci and getting turned on but colored with other emotions he didn't see coming.

He didn't want psychological complications, he just wanted the two of them to enjoy other partners. Pure sex, nothing more.

But this last time when she submitted to a huge gangbang he finally realized that her unbridled approach to group sex was the only approach that made any sense. Traci committed totally and got what she wanted and he held back somewhat thinking he'd lose something in the process.

He also realized that if he'd listened to his dick from the beginning when he watched Dan fuck her at the first event he'd be having the same fun she was having. From the moment Dan reached up her skirt he was aroused and he got more so as he dominated her. He just couldn't say to himself, I love this, even when he admitted it to Traci.

But this last time he turned a corner and as Sam fucked Traci against the wall and he sipped his martini it all suddenly made calming sense. Even Casey's quest to have her didn't seem to matter. She could take care of herself.

And while he sat at the bar processing all of this, Monique sat down next to him and suggested that she didn't get enough of his dick earlier in the evening and why not have a 'nightcap'?

Monique was hotter than shit and, knowing Traci was up to her ass with Sam, he decided she had a good idea and they began to grope one another. They kissed and he slid down her spandex top and sucked her pretty little tits and in short time she, being fairly small, was naked and riding his dick on the barstool.

Brandon, the horny bartender, enjoyed it immensely.

They began to whisper dirty talk in each other's ears and the energy picked up. It felt to both of them that there was a symmetry to their connection and when they climaxed they did it together. And when it was over they were mutually surprised at how much they enjoyed each other.

"Wow," she said.

"Ya, wow,"

"See you next time?" she asked.

"I'd love that," he said, and she left.

"Wow, is right," added Traci, who'd been watching them from behind. "If there is one, there's my replacement."

Turning around, Pete said, "I wouldn't worry, you're my girl."

***

They drove home telling each other sexy stories of their evening and got so turned on recounting their mutual fuck with Eric and Monique at the bar they nearly had to pull over.

"I loved standing on that bar and stripping," she remembered with her eyes closed. "By the time Eric fucked me I was soak and wet. Oh god, Pete, I felt so hot up there!"

"You were, Traci," he said, "The whole room was locked in on you."

"Apparently, one of them was you because when you held me while Eric did me, I looked down at the biggest hard-on I've ever seen you have."

"Traci, holding you in my arms while another man fucked you made me fire-breathing horny. Every time he banged you I could feel it. Oh...fuck."

"Well, it sounds like somebody had a great night."

"Yes...I did. And you?"

"Fanfuckingtastic."

***

In the morning when they woke up the stories continued. It was becoming a ritual on post event mornings to tell a story, get hot and fuck before breakfast.

Pete was dying to know how she got in the middle of a twenty guy gangbang?

"Casey."

"No surprise there."

"While you fucked Monique he said he wanted to talk to me and took me behind the bar facade. Standing there was one of the bouncers with his dick out and with Brandon coming from behind they surrounded me. Casey said that after, 'that striptease on the bar, we couldn't wait any longer so the whole staff would like to have a party with you as the star.'

"I thought about walking away because Dan was waiting for me but they started closing in and running their hands all over and then I couldn't leave. Casey had a three finger grip in my pussy saying, 'That feel good, Traci? It's gonna be even better when we all fuck you.'"

"Holy shit, Traci! Were they forcing you?!"

"A little," she giggled, "but mainly I was pretending to resist. In reality the sensation of all those hands was getting me off and then I had Brandon in my mouth and Casey in my slit. After that the door was open and the rest of the staff; valet, DJ, the other bouncer...even the sign-in desk guy closed in on me. They were all pussy hungry so I let them have me. Cocks were coming at me from every direction and I came two or three times."

Stroking his boner Pete spread her legs and entered her, saying, "Oh fuck, what then?"

"They started dragging furniture back there to fuck me on. One of the members saw them and, I'm assuming word spread from that and suddenly I'm servicing twenty some guys. I didn't know up from down. My body was cumming in waves and some of them fucked me in the ass or teamed up to DP me. It felt like it went on forever."

"Oh my shit! What then?"

By now, Pete and Traci had masturbated or fucked throughout the story and were just about to unload.

"Then one after another," Traci said softly for effect, "if they hadn't already, they shot their cum all over my face..."

Pete couldn't hold it anymore and came so hard copious amounts of the sticky jizz came dripping back out of her almost immediately. Seeing she hadn't orgasmed yet he tongued her sloppy cum covered clit until her body hunched forward and released the euphoria from her fingers to her toes.

"And that's how you found me, a well used little cum-dump slut."

"Traci, you're amazing. I love you, my little cum-dump slut."

***

There was another event coming the following Saturday and while the plan was to attend they began to consider off event night possibilities. When they first signed up, Casey had mentioned that personal connections with other couples was one of the perks of meeting like-minded people at the events.

They discussed swapping spouses or perhaps setting one another up and enjoying the show. "I got off watching you go at it with Monique," she said.

With Pete's comfort level increasing, more possibilities were on the table. In particular, if they did create their own private dates he tossed out the idea of taking pictures.

No photography was allowed at the events so as to protect the anonymity of the members but outside of that everything was negotiable.

Pete told Traci that he and Eric had traded business cards and briefly mentioned getting together. "I would fuck him in a heartbeat," she admitted, "and I think it's a safe bet that you'd like to get inside that Monique again."

"Yes, yes, yes. I'd also like to do that 36 double D girl, Gina, again. She takes titty fucking to a whole new level."

"Geez, Pete, listen to us, we've become total perverts but our sex life is off the charts. I'm having soooo much fun. If the neighbors knew what we were doing they'd move off the block."

"It beats the hell out of watching TV or mowing the lawn, which reminds me, I need to mow the lawn."

***

Both of them had an over abundance of sex on the brain. When they weren't doing it they were thinking about it and vice-versa. Unfortunately, their former social life was suffering as normal weekend visits with friends took a backseat to club events.

Close friends like Dave and Isabel from across the street felt like they'd been ditched for something else but hadn't a clue as to what the something was. Traci kept occasional encounters with Isabel brief and always with "we'll have to talk," and then followed by a mad dash. Texts were often ignored or brief with excuses.

But that didn't address the problem, it only postponed a resolution and continued the awkwardness. More and more it seemed to Traci that the truth was best even if she lost Isabel as a friend. "I have to do this," she told Pete.

"I agree," he said, "we have to. If we're good friends we tell them. After that they think whatever."

They picked Thursday to invite them over for pizza and beer. Sitting around making small talk it was Pete who put his cards on the table.

"I imagine you guys have been wondering why we have been out of the picture on Saturday nights."

"We were sort of curious," said Dave

"It's been awkward," Traci reluctantly said, "because most people wouldn't understand and because we've been best friends we didn't want to lose you."

"You're not going to lose us," insisted Isabel.

"We're in a club."

Trying to cut the tension, Dave jokingly said. "Hey, lot's of people like making model airplanes..,"

"It's a sex club," blurted out Traci.

"What?" said Isabel, "You're like swingers?"

"Sort of like that...Look, you're probably not going to understand but it's a club where spouses share their mates, more specifically men share their slut hotwives with other men. There's a ballroom and a dance floor and sofas everywhere so members can mingle and, in general, have consensual sex with whoever they want. It's called the 'Slut Wife Club'."

The long silence underscored the confusion bouncing off the walls.

"Questions?" said Pete, breaking the ice.

There was a look of dismay on Isabel's face as she tried to file this information in her brain. "But Traci, you're not a slut."

"When men sleep around they're men being men. When women have multiple partners they're sluts...especially when they're married. It's just wordplay. But in the case of Pete and I and the other couples in the club it's something we're doing together. We wanted to try it and it turns out we like it. I'm a happy submissive slut."

"What's submissive?"

"I will usually sexually submit to anything a man wants. I enjoy being used."

As Traci explained this to Isabel, she looked over at a fidgety Dave. Both she and Pete had long recognized that Dave had a thing for Traci and this revelation took his obsessive interest up a few notches.

"And are you okay with other men having sex with your wife?" Dave asked for more than one reason.

"I had some unexpected issues to start but I have to say, every time I watched her I got very aroused and I've gotten more comfortable with it to the point where I love to watch her take cock."

"You're right there watching?!" asked Isabel incredulously.

"Yes, it's one big ballroom. A lot of things can be going on at once."

Another large moment of silence followed by more silence and then from Dave, "Does this mean we're canceling game night?"

It was a good enough line and everyone laughed but Isabel was clearly out of sorts with the conversation. She kept looking at Pete and Traci like she didn't know them and apparently she didn't, at least not that part.

After they'd gone Traci lamented, "I was wrong, we should never have told them. It's too much."

"And what? Make up endless stories to cover our tracks? No," he said confidently, "we did the right thing. We were honest and that's the best you can hope for from friends."

"I can tell Isabel thinks we're freaks and Dave, well I'm not sure but my guess is his dickometer alarm went off."

"I agree. He's always half looked like if he got the green light he'd be all over you. This news must be reeking havoc with his imagination. Still, I think we did the right thing telling them."

"We'll see," she said warily.

***

The next day Dave called Pete at work and wanted to know more about the club.

"To be honest, Pete, I envy you guys for having the guts to try something like this. I feel like Isabel and I are stuck in nowhere land and sex has become not much more than an infrequent duty."

"Thankfully, our sex life was pretty good when we decided to try it but it's helped make things so much more exciting."

"Exciting?!" said Dave, "Hell, I'd settle for awake. But then you've got Traci."

(Awkward reference number 1)

"C'mon, Dave, Isabel is a beautiful young woman. Any guy would want her."

"I know but she's bored with me or something and it's been so long I don't even know how to bring it up anymore. Maybe if she saw me doing it with someone like Traci she'd come alive."

(Awkward reference number 2)

***

At almost the same time Traci and Isabel were having coffee downtown, "You sound shut down," said Traci, "Maybe you just need another man to touch you to get the motor running again."

"Oh god, no, I couldn't do that. I'm not like you, Traci."

(Awkward reference number 3)

"Well, if it's helpful at all, until we went to the first club event even I wasn't like me. We discussed other partners but we'd never done it. Good god, we fuck like jack rabbits now. Remember, it's just sex, you're not changing the essence of your love for each other. Just the opposite actually. You want pleasure for your mate because you love them and want them to be happy."

"I think I'm too scared."

"How about this, Isabel? I'll ask the administrator to let us bring you in as guests and you can decide if it's for you or not. It'll likely be a one time deal and you can decide."

"You can do that?"

"I can ask and believe me he owes me so I'd say it's a safe bet. You can sit on the couch and say no to everything and go home, no harm, no foul."

"Ya, maybe I should come alone? That might be easier than having Dave there."

"Yes, for the first time maybe? And I'd be glad to help you with dressing and makeup. I hate seeing you depressed and unfulfilled. Why don't you just look around and see if it speaks to you and go from there. I wouldn't love you any less if it's not your thing."

"Okay," she said meekly."

"Okay?"

"Okay!"

When all was said and done, it was decided that Isabel would scout it out and Dave would stay home. There was an argument. This was the lesser of choices for Dave since he would miss seeing Traci naked but he couldn't say that to Isabel. He tried thinking of the bigger picture. What comforted both of them was she'd only be watching, no sex, and could walk away at the end of the night.

Traci emailed Casey about the prospective new members and he gave the go ahead for Isabel to check it out. Of course, he had to include some suggestive comments as usual: "If your friend is anywhere as hot as you my boner will stand at attention when she comes in the door." The difference this time was she didn't flirt back and ignored his comments. He'd taken enough liberties with her and while they'd been pleasurable there were a lot of members she still hadn't sampled.

***

Dark brown hair, brown-eyed Isabel came over and Traci braided her hair and applied her makeup and let her roam Traci's closet for something sexy. They had a similar build so there were several choices. The two of them had a blast playing dress up and when the dust settled Isabel was wearing a pure white two piece, short skirt and cropped top, her midriff exposed to just below her breasts. "You may not be participating but that doesn't mean you can't be eye candy"

Checking herself out in the full length mirror, Isabel gasped, "Oh god, I look like a..." and caught herself.

"Slut? Oh girl, yes you do. Better not let Dave see you in this or he'll lock you in the bathroom. Come to think of it I'm wondering what will happen when Pete sees you in this!"

"Traci!! That's Pete you're talking about!!"

"I know! He's going to like this a lot."

"Traci!"

Picking out some stilettos from her shoe rack,"Try these on." Isabel modeled in the mirror again.

"Oh my god, Traci, I can't go out like this."

"Why? You look gorgeous."

"That's for a girl like you not me."

(Awkward reference number 4)

"From where I'm sitting it looks like it's a girl like you too. Let's see what Pete thinks and, don't object, he's going to see you eventually. "Pete!!" she shouted downstairs, "come up here for a second!"

"What!?" he said, coming down the hallway, "Is the house on fire?" as he opened the bedroom door..."Oh fuck...Isabel...I guess the house IS on fire...Isabel, you look so hot, if I wasn't married to your best friend...."

Isabel blushed and giggled.

"Okay, Don Juan, thanks for your input," Traci laughed.

***

Later that evening the three of them arrived at the hotel, Isabel shaking like a leaf and repeating over and over, "I don't think I should be here, I'm not you."

(Awkward reference number 5)

"Isabel, honey," Traci said affectionately, "If you feel overwhelmed at any time, we will take you home. I'd never let anything happen to you that you didn't want to happen. And you're only looking. Just remember we have your back, okay?"

"Okay," she said exhaling.

"And they have a bar," Traci added.

"Thank god."

The valet literally tripped over his own feet helping Traci out of the car. "Thanks, Kenny, would you mind helping my friend in the back seat?"

"Oh ya, sorry."

He opened the door and extended his hand "Miss?" and she stepped out. Kenny seemed caught in the headlights and "Whoa" popped out of him before he could use his verbal editor.

Isabel blushed but obviously liked it.

Traci took Isabel's hand and did the 'hotel lobby turning heads walk' together. "I'd forgotten what this felt like," said an excited Isabel, "but a glass of wine couldn't hurt right now."

After they had signed in, the three of them entered hand in hand to the usual greetings. "Hey, Traci!", You look hot, Traci", and this time mixed with "Who's the hottie with you, Traci?"

They immediately landed on an unoccupied sofa and Brandon, uncharacteristically, came over to take their drink orders. Traci and Pete had their usual martinis and then Brandon turned to Isabel, "And what can I get you, beautiful?"

"Chardonnay?"

"Coming right up," he said keeping his eyes on her all the way back to the bar.

"I should warn you," said Traci, "the staff can, if invited, participate."

"Sometimes even when they're not invited," added Pete. "Speaking of Casey, here he comes."

"Hello, folks, Traci, who's this exquisite beauty?"

"This is my friend, Isabel, she's observing...sort of look before you buy," said Traci.

"Well, there should be plenty to see. I'd be glad to show you around if you'd like."

"I'm just going to stay here and get comfortable for awhile but thanks anyway," said Isabel.

As Casey walked away, Isabel leaned into Traci, "Geez, he looked like he wanted to fuck me right here."

"That's because he did."

Dan came over and said to Traci, "I think we need to finish what we started last week. See you later?"

"Yes, Dan, I'd love to."

Dan went back to another woman at the bar. "He's cute," muttered Isabel. "Mmmmhmmmm," agreed Traci.

Monique came over and sat next to Pete on the far side of the girls. "Hey, Monique." "Hey, Pete, wanna dance?"

"Fuck, ya!" Turning to Traci, "Honey, I'll be right back."

"I'll leave the porch light on," cracked Traci.

Once Traci had been scooped up onto the dance floor by Fred, Isabel sat alone watching couples separating, seeking other attractions. She felt alone on an island, wondering what the hell she was doing eavesdropping on a lust landscape. But she couldn't deny that the vision of random sex acts had no effect on her. The moisture between her legs belied her look of disinterest.

"Hi, I'm Matt, and you are?" he asked her.

"Isabel"

"May I sit down?"

"Yes, but I'm not participating. I'm just watching."

"Oh, you're just a voyeur then?"

"No, no, some friends just brought me to see what it was like."

"Where is your husband?"

"We decided I should scout alone."

"I'm glad."

"Why are you glad?"

"I'm glad you came tonight. I feel fortunate that I'm talking to you. I saw you come in the door and I haven't been able to take my eyes off you since then. Would you like to dance?."

What stopped her from answering immediately was that a ridiculously handsome man, with his wife in attendance, was coveting her. The psychology was throwing her off center, out of her comfort zone and she liked it so she fought against the urge to let go.



"I can't but thank you."

"Can't or won't?"

"Can't so I won't. I told my husband I wouldn't participate. Where's your wife?"

Pointing to the bar, "She's getting fucked by that guy on the end."

"She's pretty, and you don't mind?"

"That's why we're here, to enjoy ourselves. That's why I'm asking an insanely beautiful, Isabel, to dance with me."

"Okay, but just one dance."

He held her close on the dance floor, his hand on the small of her back, the music sultry and slow. She could feel his breathing on her ear and she would occasionally melt into his arms. She fought the urge to succumb to him.

As they turned on the floor she spotted Traci, naked from the waist down, sitting on a cocktail table taking Fred's thrusts. Isabel found herself aroused at the image of her friend and that, coupled with a brush against Matt's erection, broke down the last wall of her resistance.

She pulled her head back and kissed him, their tongues darting in and out, their breathing becoming more rapid.

"Take me..." she said in his ear.

His hands grasped her ass, lifting her up, her legs wrapped around his waist. He carried her off the dance floor and to a sofa. Pushing up her skirt, he pulled down her panties and ate the goodness from between her thighs and she felt the orgasm growing in her body. It was a feeling she had suppressed for so long and when she finally came she screamed with pleasure at the release.

"Fuck me, Matt!"

He dropped his trousers and rammed his hard shaft in her wet, waiting pussy. She moaned and dug her fingernails into his shoulders as he plowed her repeatedly. "God, you're fucking delicious. I'm cumming, baby. I....I'mmmmmmm fuccckkkinnngggg cummmming...fuck, Isabel!!! Uhhhhhnnnnnn..."

As he fired his cum onto her thighs she also came again, the two of them panting like they'd been in a race.

They exchanged a kiss and Isabel went back to the sofa she'd been at when they came in. A disheveled Traci came and sat by her. "How's my partner in crime? I saw you made a friend."

"Oh god, Traci, I feel so good and so bad at the same time. I'm going to have to tell him what I did..."

"Don't tell him just yet, Isabel. You're body just got woken up and I see that glow on your face and I'm happy for you. I've got a feeling that Dave wants to come here too. Just go with it for now."

"How do you know he wants to come here?"

"Isabel, please don't get mad at me for saying this but he wants to come here because for forever he's wanted to fuck me. Am I wrong?"

"No, I've sensed it."

"And if he comes here that could happen. He would have opportunity."

"I get it."

"So, have as much fun as you want tonight and remember you've got the trump card."

"I love him."

"I know you do and hopefully all of this brings both of you closer together sexually."

"I hope so too."

"One more thing, Isabel. I give you complete permission to fuck my husband. He likes you."

"Traci!!!!"

Dan came up to Traci, "Want to play, girl?", and as they walked away Traci leaned back and said, "Have fun, damn it!"

Not too long after, Pete came back towards Isabel. "Traci said you wanted to see me. What's up?"

She started laughing. "Oh god, Traci...it was nothing, Pete, she was goofing with me."

"What did she say?"

"She was having fun with me. She said I have complete permission to, quote unquote, fuck my husband."

"What's so funny about that?"

***

As the night closed, Pete and Traci couldn't find Isabel. They looked all over the ballroom with no luck until a mutual light went on over their heads...Casey.

They headed straight for the women's restroom and, of course, there was Casey, dick deep in Isabel as she hung onto the sink. They waited for them to finish and when they came out and saw Pete and Traci waiting he said, "I hope you enjoyed the tour and welcome to the club!" Then he quickly disappeared.

"He seems nice," said a tipsy Isabel.

"Looks like you've had a bit to drink," said Traci delicately.

"Yes, that nice Casey brought me two martinis and then showed me around."


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 05

From the moment that slightly besotted, Isabel, got home the interrogations and confessions came flowing out. For an hour Dave kept repeating his mantra: "They're not friends, they dragged you into this!"

"They didn't do anything but give me an opportunity to see myself as a desirable woman again."

"And now you're a slut."

"I'd rather be a slut than asexual! You wonder what happened to our sex life and you completely forget how you left me out of the equation. It's just you and your dick."

"You fucked two guys behind my back tonight and now you're a cheating slut!"

"And you're a hypocrite! Why did you agree with me that we should look into this club?"

"To wake up our nothing of a sex life."

"Yes, but what was the biggest attraction for you and your dick?"

"Putting sex back in our marriage."

"Okay, puritan, yes, but the biggest draw for you was the chance to fuck Traci. In your head I would guess you've fucked her hundreds of times..."

"Noooo..."

"...And when she admitted to being a submissive it was music to your ears and the club became a good idea...Hypocrite."

"Okay, so what? At least I haven't acted on it."

"If we join the club you will. Looking back on it I don't have the slightest regret that I fucked those men. They desired me. You're checked out. We should join the club so you can see me through the eyes of other men. You should see what you're missing."

They stopped talking for a few minutes.

The argument began to calm and Dave said, "You do look hot in that outfit. I'm not surprised guys went for you."

"Thanks, Dave. That's the first time in a long while you've complemented me like that. I suppose it figures though since I borrowed the outfit from Traci."

"I'm sorry...Tell you what, tomorrow I'm taking you shopping and you can buy every sexy thing in the store. How's that?"

"I'd love to, honey."

"So.......how about I take that little white skirt off of you and...."

***

Morning was storytelling time and Pete volunteered his escapades with Monique and a new member, Kiara.

"A three way, Petey?" Traci asked.

"Not to begin with. I went off to one of the couches with Monique and she got naked and was giving me a monster blowjob...sloppy and gagging deep."

"Mmmmmmm," said Traci, reaching down to masturbate while he told the story.

"Then she was just licking my pole and smiling but, wait, then there was another girl and now they were both licking my dick and occasionally kissing each other. That girl turned out to be Kiara, the wife of who, I didn't know.

All I knew was she had the most delicious ass and I wanted to bang that ass. So, I stopped the blowjob and had them lean towards the sofa back on their knees, asses up, and I had the most exquisite time fucking both of them from behind while they kissed. God, it was hot."

Traci was really working her clit, "Mmmmhmmmm, tell me more...Uhnnnnn...."

"I pounded their pussies back and forth. It was so perfect I literally didn't want to cum and ruin the high I was on."

"Fuck, Petey! Oh shit, I'm cumming, baby! Uhnnnnn...fuck me and tell me the rest!"

Pete mounted her quivering form and whispered to her, "But I couldn't hold back anymore and Kiara said, 'Come in me!' When she said that, Monique spun around and licked my balls until I blasted my cum into Kiara..."

Pete let loose his load into Traci.

"And then Monique used her tongue to clean us up while I was still in Kiara!!"

At that moment Traci came hard, her body arched, taut and spasming. "Oh fuck me...Uhnnnnnnn...oh...my fuck!!!!!!!!!"

Lying on the bed, Traci's phone pinged a new text message from Isabel:

'Had a big fight last night but it seems resolved. We're joining the club. Heads up though, Dave's primary motivation is sex with you. Time for a lunch talk today?'

She handed it to Pete.

"Well, our instinct was right on that one," he said, handing the phone back to her, "How do you feel about that?"

"I don't mind fucking him, I just don't want our whole experience at Slut Club to be about Dave dogging me. I guess we'll just have to see how it goes when we get there."

"Ya, we've got Casey for that," he said sarcastically, "Just a thought, and feel free to shoot it down, but what if we relieved some of the tension by doing a couples swap?"

"Wow, Pete, there's a suggestion I wouldn't have heard from you a month ago."

"I'm figuring things out about us and I'm more secure in our marriage."

"That's a thought. Let me talk to Isabel first."

***

Over coffee and a cinnamon roll Isabel said, "Because I knew Dave was focusing on you as a reason to join the club it made me uncomfortable. Not him fantasizing having sex with you, who wouldn't? But that can't be the reason for us to join. I mean, aren't we working on having a better sex life?"

"Yes, a million times, yes. Petey and I are closer than ever...go figure. We decided to join the club based on our mutual interests and the fact that we'd be doing it together. Both of us are expanding sexually but it always comes back to us. I've fucked a lot of men there but I don't want to be married to anybody but Pete. He's my guy."

"I'm worried I'll find out Dave is not my guy and we'll divorce over this but I have to find out. He's ignored me most of the time we've been married."

"You know, Isabel, as your friend, that sounds like the right approach. Something I'll predict though...he's going to have an extreme reaction to seeing you being taken by another man."

"If he doesn't that will tell me something. He's been very sweet to me since the blowup but I'm not trusting that."

"One more thought, this direct from Pete's mind, but he thought that to ease the tension before going to Slut Club, the four of us might have a couples swap?"

"I understand the twisted logic and I'm sure he means well but, no, that just feeds into Dave's fantasy and says nothing about our marriage. Thanks, but no. I love Pete but, no."

***

Saturday's run up to Slut Club and both couples decided to drive separately so if Dave and Isabel needed to bail out it wouldn't effect Pete and Traci.

Dave, true to the spirit of his offer, gave the green light to Isabel's sexy clothes/lingerie romp through the downtown stores. Only difference was Dave swapped himself out for a more knowledgeable shopping companion so Traci and Isabel hit the trail.

A note about Dave. For the entire time the girls cruised for sexy wear, Dave stroked his cock in anticipation of converting fantasy to reality. He made sure he didn't spill a drop, saving it up for Traci's hot little snatch. He'd spent most of their friendship secretly wanting to fuck her. It completely missed the fact that his own wife, Isabel, was every bit the hot bod but Dave had tunnel vision and every naughty vision he'd ever imagined could now become reality. It was a bad case of 'the grass is always greener on the other side...'

Traci knew what was coming. She'd seen him surreptitiously scouting out her attributes for years. She didn't think it would be unpleasant in any sense. Instead, she thought it would be over the top and electric. She wasn't concerned about herself, she was concerned about Isabel.

In the stores, Traci dressed her up like a naughty tart, a man candy treat and...

***

When Dave pulled up to the hotel valet stand that night, the attendant well remembered Isabel and followed her swinging ass right through the door. They met a waiting Pete and Traci at the front desk and went up to the ballroom together.

Traci was met with the usual hyper-interest but this time Isabel got some shout outs as well. After finding a big couch to call their base, no more than 5 minutes passed before Austin came over to ask Traci for a drink and a dance. "Is that okay with you, Pete? I promise I'll show her a good time."

"Traci?" inquired Pete.

A quick nod and she was gone from sight.

Austin was the youngest of the members at 23. Even his wife, Tina, had him by a good 3 or 4 years, Traci met him at the gangbang, although how she conducted an introduction with his dick filling up her ass was a mystery. Traci remarked to Pete on "what a sexy thing he is."

Dave was getting an immediate taste of the oddball etiquette and the sharing and acquisition of another man's wife. Pete explained that once getting consent, from either spouse, Traci belonged to Austin until he was done with her. Dave would have to wait for an opening. In the meantime, he was amazed at the number of beautiful women there were in the ballroom.

After Pete left, spotting Rosita across the room, Dave and Isabel sat alone. For a long time their conversation was banal, like 'people watching' at the mall. "What do you think of that dress?" "Too green."

Dave had occasional glimpses of Traci on the dance floor, Austin sensually enjoying her curves with his hands. Dave wanted to see her up closer but felt tied to Isabel and out of his element. He kept a close enough view to keep stalking her from a distance.

His focus was so locked on Traci he didn't notice when Aaron came over, sat down and put his arm around Isabel.

"Pretty girl...would you like some company?"

Aaron had seduced Traci all the way into a private room and now he was on a quest to take her best friend. He gently swept back a wisp of hair from her forehead. His hands were huge but his touch was soft and sexy.

"I'm, Aaron," he said, looking only at Isabel.

"I'm Isabel and this is my husband, Dave."

Dave was intimidated by his sheer size and handsome qualities. Surely he seduced many women and now he was lining up Isabel.

Reaching to shake his hand, Aaron said, "Nice to meet you, Dave. Mind if I share a little time with Isabel?"

Time? What did that mean? Not sure of how he should respond, Dave said, "Yes, I guess. We're just watching."

"Perfect. I love it when the husband watches."

Realizing what he'd accidentally agreed to he watched as Aaron's hand traveled methodically up from her ankle to her thigh. Dave wanted to explain the misunderstanding but felt it was too far down the road. He stayed next to her, hypnotized as Aaron went under the hem of her tiny cocktail dress.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she softly moaned, as his finger tips touched her panties and lightly flicked his middle finger against her clitoris. He then stood her up and unzipped her out of the dress, letting it fall, revealing her new racy lingerie with crotchless panties.

"Holy fuck, Isabel, that bod is rockin', girl. Sit down and suck my dick."

Isabel did everything he asked, unbuttoning his shirt and running her hands over his washboard abs. "Oh my..." She undid his pants and went down on his thick member, licking the pre-cum from the tip of his excited rod. "C'mon, girl, suck it good. Oh ya, those luscious lips...Mmmmmm. Look up at me. Look at me, Isabel."

"I'm going to fuck your wet pussy with this big cock when I'm rock hard. Are you my bitch?" he asked.

Isabel nodded, still sucking his dick.

"Say it to me."

Extracting his cock from her mouth, "I'm your fucking bitch," she said.

"And I'm going to do what to you while your husband watches? Say it."

"I'm your bitch and you're going to fuck me while my husband watches."

"Good girl, now kneel on the couch and put that ass in the air." Looking directly into Dave's eyes he drove his cock deep into her honey hole.

As he relentlessly pounded her he kept talking to a shocked, Dave. "This is some sweet pussy, Dave. Mmmmmm. You're a lucky boy. I could fuck this beautiful bitch all night."

Isabel came loudly the first time.

Dave had a raging hard-on watching her take it and finally pulled out his cock and jerked it watching his wife get dominated by the stranger. Simultaneously he inadvertently looked across the room to see Traci on her back getting popped by Austin, his rapid thrusts jerking her head back.

For Dave it was almost stimulation overload.

Aaron switched positions to cowgirl and Isabel mounted up readily. She'd said little the entire episode. Bouncing her booty on his cock while he sucked her tits she said repeatedly, "Fuck me, Aaron, fuck me... I love you fucking me."

After these few years they'd been married, Dave felt like he was seeing Isabel for the first time. This was his wife fucking Aaron, dirty talking him, kissing him...and she looked like a porn goddess with his big dick stretching her pussy to it's limits.

Dave wanted to get to know this girl he'd never met.

Then Brandon came by with the pretense of taking drink orders but only wanted to watch the humping couple. He stared like a zombie, one hand mechanically reaching for his boner.

"Can I get anyone a drink?" he asked disinterested in anything but Isabel's rear.

Aaron flipped her on her back and drilled her pretty little pink. She came again with a scream that filled the room. "Ahhhhhhuuuunnnnnn!!!"

"I'll have two martinis please," requested Dave. "Anything for you, baby?" he inexplicably asked the frenzied, Isabel.

Without looking at him, "Just more of this fucking monster cock...oh, fuck me harder, Aaron, baby!!!"

Aaron answered her with a flurry of shots until, "I'm gonna cum, pretty girl." He withdrew from Isabel and kept jerking. "Stick out your tongue," he told her and with a roar he let loose a stream of milky cum on her tongue and the side of her cheek.

With that act, Aaron took her hand like she was a princess and kissed it. To Dave, he said, "Thank you for sharing your very hot wife. I hope to see her again."

It was over.

Finally, they were alone again...awkwardly, but alone. "Did you enjoy that? I couldn't tell," she asked, Aaron's cum still on her cheek.

"I want to fuck you so much right now," he said, wiping the ejaculate from her face, "I just want to take you home and bang that rockin' ass right now."

She smiled and said, "Let's go. We can say goodbye tomorrow."

"Yes, baby, but there's just one more thing I have to get out of my system before we leave. Is it okay with you?"

She hesitated but, "Yes. You let me play, so now you can play.

She quickly dressed.

***

They found Pete and Traci at the bar comparing notes on their adventures. Putting his hand on each of their shoulders, Dave, imitated Aaron:

"Pete, would you mind if I borrowed your wife in private for a half hour or so?"

"Sure. What are friends for? Is that alright, Traci?"

"Yes."

"Added, Dave, "And I'll leave my drop dead gorgeous wife as collateral. Don't do anything I wouldn't do."

Dave escorted Traci to the sign-in desk and negotiated a private room and off they went.

Back at the bar, Pete said, "He's right you know?"

"Right about what?" she asked.

"That you're drop dead gorgeous."

"Pete! Are you hitting on me?"

"I do believe I am."

"You're a naughty boy, Pete...and the answer is, yes."

As he unbuttoned her blouse he said, "I've always thought you were a stunning girl and, truth be told, I've secretly wanted to fuck you as long as Dave has wanted Traci."

He slipped off her blouse and undid and removed her bra. "Stunning," said Pete as he applied his lips and tongue to her erect buds. She leaned back against the bar and let him go to work on her.

"Oh, Pete..." she sighed, "If you're interested, my panties are crotchless and open for business."

"Nice to know..." he said kissing her and two finger fucking her, vibrating the palm of his hand over her clit. She was getting intensely wet and she reached for his belt.

He just kept jamming the base of his hand until, "I'm cumming, Pete...oh shit...I'm close...I want your cock.

He stopped, lowered his pants and underwear and pushed his cock in her slippery slide and pumped her while she wrapped her arms around his neck and moaned. "Faster, Pete, I'm cummmming...Uhnnn, Uhnnn, Uhnnn, oh god, Pete...fuck...."

"Me too, baby!"

"I'm on the pill, cum in me."

"Are you sure?"

"Cum in me, goddamit!!!!...pump it faster..."

"I'm gonna cum in your pussy, Isabel! Fuck girl, I'm cummmming!"

"Yeeessssss, Uhnnnnnnnnnnn...fuck!!!"

They climaxed together, falling into each other's arms, the bar patrons and voyeurs spontaneously bursting into applause.

It wasn't for another half hour had passed before Dave and Traci, all sex satisfied smiles, returned to the bar.

"Did we miss anything?" asked Traci....
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Sunday morning came and the usual playful story telling from the event the night before felt suddenly awkward. Traci had fucked Dave and it had gone unmentioned by both of them. To complicate matters, Pete had fucked Isabel in the bar at the same time.

"Traci," said a sheepish Pete, "I have to confess that I fucked your best friend last night."

"I know, Isabel texted me when we got home."

"I've been anticipating something weird like this since we first told them about the club. I suppose Dave's happy, his dream came true."

"Yaaaaa......so, I was wondering how that turned out..."

"Oh, it was fine. Nothing groundbreaking but for Dave it was a fantasy fulfilled. Just in case you wanted to know, he was no you, Petey."

"However you meant that, thanks."

She laughed. "Sure, sweetie. So, c'mon now, tell me about Isabel..."

"Oh, you don't wanna hear about that."

"Why wouldn't I? My husband sticks his dick in my best friend's pussy and I don't want to hear about it? I can tell you liked it. You liked fucking Isabel didn't you?"

"Do I have to answer that?"

"Yes."

"Ummm-hmmm, I could see it on your face when we came to the bar. I knew right then you fucked her and liked it.

"Women must have an extra sensory skill. Okay, so did you like fucking Dave? You kind of skipped over that............Traci?...earth to you?"

"Okay!! Yes, he's hung and I enjoyed it. There!!"

"Well there you have it! We fucked our best friends and that's the end of game night. We can never look at one another the same way again!"

"And Dave will always imagine me naked forever!!"

"And now they're in the club!!!"

Then Traci's phone rang. "Isabel" she silently mouthed to Pete.

"Hello?...ya, hi honey...ya...ummhumm...no, I imagine he didn't...I understand totally...okay, talk to you later."

"Well???" Pete asked.

"They're out."

"They're out?!"

"They're out of the club. They got in a huge fight over it last night. Dave didn't want to quit but Isabel felt they didn't belong. For now, she won but something tells me this is not over."

"With that resolved," said Pete, "how about telling me the story of how young Austin seduced my wife and fucked her last night. And while you tell the story I'll accidentally fuck you so make it juicy."

Traci laughed and told him detail by juicy detail...

***

Knowing that the upcoming weekend was a non event Saturday, Pete dreamt up a homemade scenario involving another couple or two. He'd gotten kinkier as he'd gotten more comfortable with Traci being used.

At breakfast, after their storytelling fuck Pete suggested hosting a little extra curricular activity and wanted her input.

"So you want to invite two other couples over and go at it?"

"Ya, I know it's pretty basic but I'm short of ideas at the moment."

"Here's a thought. I know how much you've been talking about taking videos and photos, how about inviting two of our favorite couples and we pass the camera around so everybody gets in on the fun. Then we share the videos."

"We'd have to have everyone sign a confidentiality agreement but that might work."

"Okay, pick two and I'll pick two and see if we can narrow it down."

During the first round, they agreed on Aaron and Rosita. Done. Second round, Eric and Monique. Done.

"Should we stop and call them?" wondered Traci.

"No, if one of the couples can't come we should have a fourth. If they can all come, great! If not we'd at least have six of us."

"I don't know how but I inexplicably understand what you're doing."

Pete chuckled. "I really want Kiara there. I could fuck that girl all night long. I looked up her husband on the membership roster and it's Mika. Asian? Don't know why I've never met him."

"Ooooo, sounds interesting to me. I'd be game!"

Pete did all the calling and not surprisingly when they heard Traci's name everyone was interested, even the women. As to the more sensitive aspect of the camera, not a single person declined as long as the material stayed within the group. For getting off purposes only. Especially for the men, they wanted to watch themselves put Traci on her back.

In his fantasies, Pete had begun to have exaggerated ideas of his exquisite Traci splashed all over erotic websites. It was an idea born of his youth when magazines rolled out achingly beautiful photo spreads of sex goddesses, pictures that would stay with a generation of men for a lifetime. Simply put she was a masturbation masterpiece. 'Traci.com' Why not? He wanted to show her off and, better yet, she loved showing off.

But that was a fantasy, what he was planning for Saturday night was a small scale orgy.

***

In preparation for their affair Pete and Traci decided on a theme, making the living room into an inviting fuck pad out of the '70's, laden with relaxing floor cushions, a couple lava lamps and a bean bag chair. The pièce de résistance was the hookah pipe on the coffee table, armed with weed. Drinks and munchies were available as well. It was suggested to dress the part but nobody really cared so much about that since clothes would be coming off quickly anyway.

Traci, looking like a flower child with a headband and bell bottoms, greeted guests and Pete videoed their arrival. Most invitees gave a passing nod to '70's style, Rosita had a daisy in her hair, but others had a little more fun with it. True to the period, there were a few tie dye shirts and, conveniently, none of the women wore a bra.

But the ice breaker of the evening was the hookah pipe. It was fun to play with and before long folks were fairly toasted and spouses were getting playful with other spouses and people slowly began to undress.

Pete had designs on getting with Kiara, his new fuck crush, and early on it was obvious she had the same thought. She sat next to him on the floor cushions, already pant-less, and teased his hard-on for her. She pulled down his pants and went at his cock.

As everyone enjoyed Kiara's energetic fellatio, Traci, coming in with drinks from the kitchen, said, "Mmmmm, my husband has a playmate." On her knees, ass in the air, Aaron, ("Damn, girl...") had been locked in on her ample rear as she sucked Pete on her knees.

Unable to restrain himself any longer Aaron got down on his knees and buried his shaft in Kiara. With Pete's dick still in her mouth, she couldn't see who it was but made a sound in response to the surprise fuck. "Mfgglluckkk"

That three way set the tone for the rest of the party and guests went after what they wanted. As an invitation, Traci, took her top off for Mika and before going after her he just admired her beautiful tits. "Oh shit, Traci, whoever put you together was a master artist."

"So I think that means you'd like to fuck me?"

"Yes, I think that's what it means. Spread your legs, babe."

"I cum pre-moistened, Mika."

Filming his own blowjob with Kiara, Pete left she and Aaron, and filmed the entire exchange between Traci and Mika, taking different angles of them, her legs in the air.

He noticed how arousing it felt to be on his side of the camera. Sort of an archival voyeur. He loved it and as Mika ravished his wife he felt unbelievably turned on and absentmindedly said something, "How's that feel, honey?"

"Mmmmmmmm. Fuck me hard, Mika. Make me cum on your prick...that's it, baby...hmmmmmmm..."

He filmed her orgasm and moved around the room where Eric was pounding Rosita. He filmed a lot of it but suddenly felt someone grabbing his junk from behind. He spun the camera around to see sexy Monique in the viewfinder. She stuck her tongue out and flicked it, leaned in and took him in her mouth.

He filmed himself being serviced and then pummeling her against the coffee table where he handed the camera to Aaron, who filmed it expertly. Of course, not knowing what people's professions were, they had no idea he was a professional videographer. Traci may have coveted his fucking skills but it was his skills as a videographer that made the evening so memorable compared to Pete's useful but amateurish work behind the camera.

When it came time to fuck the sublime, Traci, Aaron handed the camera back to Pete to "film me fucking the daylights out of your wife, the most perfect creature on earth." And so he did and so she was.

That video was one that Pete and Traci watched over and over, Aaron rocking her body until she spasmed, orgasm after orgasm.

Everything seemed to be constructed within an inch of it's life. All the personalities meshed and allied under one common purpose, that is until the knock on the door.

Throwing a quick robe on over her nakedness she saw through the peep hole it was Isabel. Plainly there was no where to run. Isabel could hear the activity and clearly there was a party that their best friends were not invited to.

Gritting her teeth and opening the door as wide as her head to the music pouring out, "Hi, Isabel. What's up?"

"Well we came over earlier for game night but saw the cars. I texted you but got no answer. Everything okay?"

"Yes, no I'm sorry. We had something planned and I forgot and got my days mixed up."

"It's okay, I just wanted to make sure you were alright."

"I'm sorry, Isabel. Say, can we talk tomorrow? Coffee at eleven?"

"Sure." and she walked back across the street.

***

In the kitchen later that night, Traci told Pete about the exchange with Isabel and how horrible she felt.

"You know, honey," Pete said philosophically, "this is one of those crappy times in life where friends grow apart. Don't blame yourself. It just is what it is.

"By the way, Eric asked me where you were. I'm guessing his dick hasn't tasted any Traci tonight."

"He'll get fed...I was just wondering how you you got to be so comfortable with other men fucking me. It just seems like not too long ago you were in a state of shock and now it's come 360 and you're getting off filming me taking cock."

"I don't know exactly but you're so beautiful when it happens that I don't want to miss a second of it. Plus, I've gotten more comfortable with us, I guess."

"You're not getting ready to pimp me out downtown or something are you?"

"Traci, c'mon, I'm trying to tell you how much I love you and how much confidence I've got in our relationship and you've got me selling you to strangers on the street. Although...that's not all that bad an idea...hehe"

"Pete!!"

"I could film it!!"

"Pete!!!"

Eric came up from behind her and pushed his hard member against her buttocks, "What does this feel like to you?"

"It feels like some horny bastard wanting to fuck me."

"Cash up front, buddy!" said the cameraman.

"Pete!!!"

"Whatever it costs I'd pay it," said Eric with a straight face, but right now I want the free version and I want Pete to film it."

"Take one, 'Eric fucks my wife'," Pete announced, lifting the viewfinder to his eye..."Action!"

Reaching around and slowly untying her white robe, he uncovered her splendid landscape to Pete's camera like opening a theater curtain. Eric played with the film narrative. "Traci, where's your husband now?"

"He's filming this."

"So he doesn't mind me fucking his wife?" When he asked the question his hands roamed everywhere and her robe fell to the floor.

"No, on the contrary, he loves watching me take it hard."

"Do you like rough sex?"

"Yes, fuck yes! I like to be used."

"That's good, Traci, because I'm going to get rough on you."

By this time the other guests discovered the show was in the kitchen and they started to get chairs and fill the room.

Eric cleared the kitchen table with one grand gesture. "Bend over and put your hands on the table."

She did so and he squatted down and rimmed her asshole and tongue fucked her cunt. She purred like a cat as Pete circled them with the camera.

"Pete, I'm now going to fuck you're bride in the pussy and the ass. I'm going to use your pretty wife like I'd use a cheap whore."

He entered his probe and drilled her pink hole, whipping his cock, his balls banging away and she screaming. Pete filmed them from every angle, with her head jerking back to her thighs jiggling at the force of each blow

"Now, to butt fuck the beauty."

As soon as he pulled out of her pussy he lined up her anus and pushed into her un-lubricated hole. It was a brutal fuck but what got her completely electrified was looking up at the audience. Man or woman, everyone was jerking at her getting reamed. She liked being the headliner.

"Fuck me in the ass, Eric...c'mon baby, make me scream!"

That act coupled with all their lusty faces set her orgasm in motion. "I'm a nasty, dirty girl, spank me, daddy."

He slapped her ass repeatedly, the red streaks glowing on her white skin. She started to yelp as the sting compounded. He came out of her ass and back in her pussy, the slapping continuing.

"I'm a dirty bitch and I deserve to be fucked," she said, automatically accelerating the jerking of every man in the room. As they jerked harder she came, "uhnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn, fuck your whore, Eric......ahhhhhhhhhhhh......fuuuccccckkkkk....oh god........."

"You heard her, uhhhhh, she's a dirty bitch, uhhhhh, and every dick here, uhhhhh, should fuck her, uhnnnnnnnnnnnn, and he came in her. After Eric, one by one, Aaron, Mika and Pete handing the camera to Aaron, came in for sloppy seconds until she oozed cum onto the kitchen floor.

Aaron did a long shot of Traci lying face down, exhausted and then came up from her toes, up her legs, finally landing on the dripping cum of 4 men. "Fuck, ya," said Aaron under his breath but audible to the camera.

When Aaron went back to the living room, the girls were readying the recently spent cocks of the boys with a trio of blowjobs. To his delight, Pete was back in pussy heaven with Kiara and Aaron filmed all of her talented work to get him stiff again.

Kiara would take a hit off the hookah, put Pete's dick in her mouth and exhale slowly as smoke escaped the sides of her mouth creating an eerie effect for the camera.

"Are you enjoying that, Petey?" she said.

"Anything with you, Kiara," he whispered, "Don't tell Traci but I've got a little crush on you."

"Oooooooo. now I've got a secret. It's fortunate that Mika loans me out then?"

"Yes, definitely."

"I'm sure Traci knows the crush is mutual. Especially since Aaron is filming us talking about it..."

Pete looks up at the camera and starts laughing.

***

Off the successful orgy, Pete and Traci woke to a feeling of satisfaction and one of failure. The sex was unbelievable, their relationship with Isabel and Dave was drifting away. It was complicated and seemingly irreparable, at least not in its prior form.

"Isn't this the time we should be watching the video?" Pete said hopefully but clearly seeing her mind was elsewhere.

"Yes, baby, I'm just down about our friendship and I'm not sure how to go forward."

"For sure I don't see us going backwards from the place we're at now so one of two things needs to happen to maintain our friendship. Either they learn to coexist with what they know about us or they come back into the club or...or we just don't see them anymore."

"I don't like the last choice so If you trust me to work it out, I'm meeting Isabel for coffee today for a talk."

"I trust you with anything. Now not to minimize the situation but could we watch just a little of the video?"

"Sure, baby."

"I'm fast forwarding it to the kitchen scene. That was unreal and you were fabulous."

As they watched Eric do Traci, they were sexy crazed with the images and reached for each other's genitalia. But as with most Sunday mornings that wasn't enough and about the same time that Eric slammed his nutsack into Traci in the video, Pete fucked her in their bed until they both orgasmed.

***

Later at coffee, Traci and Isabel acknowledged their growing problem. "I don't want another misunderstanding like that again. I don't want to hurt my best friend like that again," said Traci.

"And I felt like shit for interrupting your buzz when you were having fun. How can we make this work?"

"Pete thinks that it's either learn to live with us as we now are, rejoin us again at the club or we just admit we've grown apart. I know that seems selfish but I really like what we're doing and I can't go back."

"I'll say this," said a self-reflective, Isabel, "I felt like a gorgeous hottie at that club and having men want me like that was a huge rush. Even Dave is looking at me differently."

"That's because you ARE a gorgeous hottie. Look, why don't you think it over and let's try to make this work. Just because we've acquired a pretty kinky lifestyle doesn't mean you have to but it also doesn't mean we can't have our friendship. It's just going to look and feel a little different."

"I love you, Traci, and I don't pass judgment on what you're doing. i just don't know if we can fit in with that right now."

"I love you, Isabel."

They hugged and held each other for a long time...
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Pete and Traci had hosted one very wild sex party and had the video to prove it. Pete had become obsessed with the Traci fuck vids. He couldn't get over how transcendent she was on the screen. You couldn't look away.

So he suggested a subscription website in her name and stocked with her encounters.

"It would be so fucking hot, and we could get Aaron to maybe help with the filming. And you know guys would line up to do you and you know you'd love every second of it. You'd be a star!"

"Okay, Pete. When did you stop being my husband and become my producer?"

"Since I watched those videos."

"Look, we joined the club to enhance our sex lives not make me a porn star. No, the videos stay in house and we enjoy ourselves like we have been."

"How about this then? We sell the videos on the Slut Wife Club website to draw more members. I asked Casey about it and he loves the idea. He said the national group would go nuts once they saw you. You'd be like the poster girl for the club."

"You never quite had me but you lost me completely at Casey. You of all people. Casey? Pete, I know you're riding a high right now but you're getting goofy. How about we go to the Saturday event, have fun and go home?"

"Okay, but I can see it now, your picture with a naughty look and, "Hi, I'm Traci. Become a member so we can hook up," or this, "Hi, I'm Traci and I want you and that hot slut you're keeping at home to cum join us."

"You, Pete, are a nut job. I know you're appealing to my exhibitionist side but there are limits to where I wanna go with this. And another thing, why do you want tons of guys jerking off to my videos?"

"Cause I have a hotwife and I love showing you off and I know you'd love showing off at your own dot com."

"Guilty as charged but let's put the video idea on hold for now."

***

During the week Traci went grocery shopping and ran into Eric. This was something she had always feared because in the right environment it was a turn on but in the day to day there was no comfortable way to process that person who she had fucked multiple times. It was awkward and even talking to him felt strange.

The other complication was that she was hugely attracted to him and afraid to have an encounter outside of she and Pete. Even saying hello felt like a betrayal of sorts. The other side of the problem was that he felt the same way.

Now the overriding concern wasn't that she would want to divorce Pete and steal Eric away from Monique. It was more immediate than that. Her fear was she would want to fuck him in the grocery store bathroom or a motel or wherever, outside the club because then it would be something different. Pete wouldn't be a part of that and it would feel like cheating.

As they stood in the grocery aisle together there was a palpable nervousness on both sides. And how do you socially manage an intimacy of that intensity in a public space?

"Hey, Eric, has Monique got you out doing the heavy lifting?" she said, struggling to engage in small talk and including his wife in the conversation.

"Ya, I got sent on a mission because we have no food in the fridge. Is Pete with you?"

She didn't want to answer a normally harmless question but kept her game face on. "No, I'm pretty much doing what you're doing...avoiding another Donner's Pass situation."

He laughed at her joke but would have preferred to rip off her clothes and fuck her in front of the cereal boxes. "Well I should keep moving. Monique's hungry. I'll likely see you on another aisle anyway."

"See you Saturday?" she asked, beginning to move away, deliberately pushing her cart the opposite direction from him.

"Ya, see you then," he said. "Say hello to Pete."

But the gods of fate kept playing with them and every turn seemed to bring them together again. Traci decided to make a break once and for all and headed to the parking lot to go to another store. What she didn't realize was that he was thinking the same and as she went for her car door, so did he and, of course, they were parked next to one another.

At first they laughed at the cruel discomfort but that faded away as they stood face to face and he said, "Follow me." Without hesitation he led her to a dark and empty part of the parking garage. There she got in his car and sucked his cock until he came in her mouth "Mmmmmfffff"and she hid the evidence and swallowed his cum.

Saying nothing she got back in her car and drove to another store.

***

All the way home Traci tried to minimize the transgression by telling herself it was only a blowjob, she hadn't fucked him. She kept chipping away at the incident but she knew she'd broken the rules of the arrangement.

She just decided to never mention it again and, more importantly, don't ever do it again. The irony of it all was that she could fuck 50 guys a night as long as Pete was with her.

She was a slut but a slut with rules.

***

Saturday night and Traci got to play dress up once again. She never got tired of transforming herself into a sex popsicle. Even if the clothes would quickly end up on the floor she loved making them drool.

Her calling card was her long, shapely legs, the gateway to her constantly humming pussy. Slit skirts, lace knee length stockings and stilettos were the usual adornments. All she wanted to say was 'fuck me'.

What made her so volatile was her hair trigger orgasm mechanism. The slightest thought got her wet and the least provocation got her off.

Pete dressed in the uniform, as he called it. For some reason the men were confined to a suit and tie but no leisure wear to keep the debauchery classy.

"Do I need to tell you how beautiful you look?" he asked.

"Only if you want to get laid later," she said playfully.

"Seriously, Traci, how did I end up with the most perfect woman in the world?"

"Oh, Pete, stop. I'm far from perfect."

When she said that she was apologizing for something he wasn't even aware of. She had to admit to herself that it wasn't love that drew her to blow Eric but the impossible task of keeping her lust in check. If it had two legs and a cock, she wanted it.

Before Slut Wife Club the opportunity wasn't so easily there but now the availability and the gravitational pull were irresistible.

***

As always, Traci led the procession into the ballroom, resplendent in not much more than lingerie. The men stood at attention..."Traci!! Oh girl." "Traci!! Gotta have you tonight!" Those now familiar greetings defined her ego for the evening.

Casey and another man approached her. "Traci, this is Robert and he's head of the national organization that manages all the clubs across the country. We'd like a little meeting if you don't mind."

"Sure," she said, looking around and waiting for Pete to catch up. "Honey, Casey and Robert from the national want a meeting about something," turning back to them, "and I assume my husband is part of this?"

"Certainly," said Robert, "if he wants to be."

Traci and Pete followed them out of the ballroom to one of the hotel rooms where they sat at a table. Robert handed them some club material, "This is what we distribute now, mostly email form like you've probably seen, but as you can see it's flat and boring. Casey brought our attention to you, Traci. He sent us some pictures and we were blown away."

"Where'd you get the pictures?!" said a surprised Traci.

"They were the ones your husband sent us when you joined," said Casey.

"Right," said Robert, "but let me show you a rough mock-up of what we could do."

He handed her some of the ideas on poster board and while she studied them Robert studied her. "You'd become the poster girl for the club and if we're guessing right it should increase membership greatly. Plus we'd ask you to occasionally fly to one of our sites and cause some excitement. Casey told me you're a master at that."

"If I did that I'd need my husband with me."

"Of course, it's called Slut Wife Club so we'd need a husband. Although, if Pete couldn't make it a stand in might work since all the men will be looking at you anyway."

"I don't know about this..."

"Also, you no longer pay any club expenses and you get a stipend to shop wherever you're visiting and all expenses paid. If we expand so does your bank account."

"Pete?"

"Well, baby, I'm not sure either but what if we try it and have an opt out clause if it's not working."

"Okay, I'll try it with the opt out. You'll put that in the contract?"

"Sure," said Robert, "but we retain the rights to all published material used before the opt out. Also, I hear there's some video of Traci in action."

Traci gave Pete a look. "We're not using that," she said definitively.

"Well if you change your mind I'd be willing to sweeten the pot. Now...just one more thing...hope you don't mind but I'd like to sample the Queen of Sluts if that's okay with you, Pete?"

"You wanna fuck my wife now?"

"Yes, and you can stay and watch if you like. This is just to consummate the deal. Hehe."

"Traci?" asked Pete.

"He's a good looking guy and if his cock looks as nice then the answer would be yes."

Robert stood up next to her face, undid his belt and unzipped his fly. When he took down his underwear, his big cock fell on the side of her face.

"I think that'll do," she said with a sexy voice. She got hold of his shaft and took him in her mouth. She slurped and licked and gagged as his rod got even harder. With a flick of her agile tongue she removed the precum from the tip of his prick.

"Nice, Traci, very talented," as she emerged for air. The next time he pulled her head, burying himself down her throat for what seemed like forever. When he let her up long thick strands of saliva hung between them.

Casey already had his dick in hand and Pete could feel his pushing to get out. It always felt like an alternate reality when he watched Traci go at it with another man. Like they had never met and married and she was some unknown beauty who aroused him.

Robert announced he'd be fucking her hard "and the boys are welcome to help me, so spread your legs, slut." He lifted her on the table right in front of Pete, pulled off her panties and fucked her. Her head dropped off the other side of the table and Casey was right there to fill her mouth.

For some time Pete stood frozen over her as the table rattled, her eyes rolled back in her head and body spasmed and twisted. "Let's see what this slut of yours has got. Help me DP her, Casey.

Robert lifted her again off the table on the end of his dick and held her up while Casey waited on the other side. "Fuck my ass, Casey, c'mon baby!" He lunged upwards and stuck her, pumping as they held her aloft between them.

"Oh ya, fuck me hard you pricks!"

"You've got a wild one, Pete, and she's gorgeous on top of it."

"How do you like me, Robert? You like poster girl pussy?"

"I love everything you're selling, darlin'"

They kept up a torrid fuck, bouncing her on their dicks until Robert said, "Let's put her on the table. I wanna cum on the poster girl."

Casey pulled out, Robert laid her down, her face next to Pete. Casey and Robert stood on either side jerking. Pete had been jerking under the table and when Robert saw that he said, "Join us Pete!"

Traci nodded to him and the 3 men covered her face with cum.

Afterward when she was cleaning up, Robert told her, "You're going to be the best representative I could imagine and when you fuck your way through the clubs across the country, we'll have more men dragging their slut wives to events than we can handle."

***

Pete and Traci reentered the ballroom and sat at the bar. A good cocktail was what was needed after all that.

"Pete, do you really want me to do this?"

"I thought I did. Well we haven't signed anything yet so there's time to back out."

"I can see you were a little freaked out cumming on my face with them. Right?"

"Ya, a little. You can always read me can't you?"

"I know you. Come here and let's sit on the couch together, You need the talk."

They found a vacant spot on the fringe of the ballroom and sat.

"Look, Pete, I love you so much it hurts. Now I know we've gotten into some pretty kinky shit. And you also know you, for better or worse, married a very kinky girl. I would fuck a fence post if it came on to me.

"So here's what I want for you...and for me too...I want to make a pact that nothing can break the bond. You have seen and will see me do the most outrageous things possible. You have and will hear me say the most outrageous things to other men but please know that never changes how I feel about you. I know that sounds ridiculous after seeing what I've done but, in your heart of hearts, know that I never waver from your love."

Ken came up to hit on her but she put him off. Pete noted that was something she was never inclined to do.

"I'm saying this to reaffirm our mutually chosen lifestyle. For all your enthusiasm lately I could sense some doubt creeping in again so keep in mind what I'm saying to you in a special place in your head and heart. Okay?"

"Yes. You're talking me down off the ledge again aren't you?"

"Yes I am, Petey. You get all gung-ho on this and you're making me a porn princess and then your insecurity slips in when I get nasty like that DP with Robert and Casey. You've got a tricky head there, Pete."

"I know. I'm a walking contradiction. Hehe."

"So, Pete, what are we doing here tonight?"

"Getting fucked every which way possible and being as naughty as we wanna be."

"Correct, my love!...Hey, that woman with Robert over there. Could that be his wife? Oh, they're coming over here. Gotta be a boob job..."

"Hello again, you two," said Robert, "I'd like you to meet my wife, Amber. This is Pete and Traci. Traci is the new poster girl for the club."

"Well," said a slightly snarky, Amber, "somebody has good taste. I'm assuming that Robert has fucked you already?"

"Yes, he has," answered, Traci. "Quite nice actually."

"Robert feels it's his duty to fuck all the pussy in the room."

"Casey and I had a little contract ceremony with the lovely Traci here. Even her husband joined the celebration."

"So, Amber," jumped in, Pete, "maybe I could buy you a drink and you could tell me about Robert. May I, Robert?"

"Sounds like a setup but sure."

Walking off to the bar, they watched as Pete's hand lay nicely on her swaying ass.

"Your husband is an interesting guy," said Robert, "although I have no idea how he landed a piece of high art like you, Traci."

"Believe me, it was mutual."

"I'm staying an extra day while Amber goes home. How about letting me take you to lunch and then fuck you the rest of the afternoon in my hotel room?"

"I'm afraid I can't do that, Robert. You can fuck me here in the club but you can't date me."

Then he got very close to her and put two fingers between her legs. "You're a very dirty girl and I like dirty girls. I can feel dampness on my fingers so I know you want to."

It took a Herculean effort to say no but she nervously got it out.

"You think about it and I'll leave my card with you. I know you, Traci. You're a naughty little slut who can't say no."

He was right. She wanted to meet with him but she was not going to break the rules like she did with Eric. Not even with the head of the club. The only work around would be Pete coming with them and Robert clearly didn't want that.

He walked away to approach another woman and left her standing there. Traci wasn't used to being walked away from but something told her he'd pulled that routine before so she let him go without a word.

It wouldn't matter anyway as no less than 5 offers came in the next 5 minutes and she knew he noticed the stampede. He was still talking to the other woman and looking at Traci. She thought what a silly fuck he was.

***

Meanwhile, back at the bar, Pete was seducing Amber and getting the dirt on Robert. At the end of cocktail number 2 she admitted Robert liked to attach himself to member's wives and fuck them "off the grid."

"I'd watch your wife's back with him. Now about you and I. I see you looking at my tits and wondering; real or boob job?"

"It doesn't change my mind about you one bit but I was wondering..."

"They are real and they're spectacular. You like a girl with big tits?"

"If they're on you, then I'm all in."

I want you to fuck me, Pete. I want you to fuck me like he fucked Traci."

"They double penetrated her. You want me to get another guy and do you like that?"

"I don't care. Yes, fuck me like that."

Pete leaned over the bar and whispered in Brandon's ear and ushered Amber behind the bar façade where Traci had been gangbanged. Pete kissed her and together he and Brandon, coming up from behind her, took down her panties and worked her over until her juices started to flow and Pete lifted her on to his dick....

***

At the end of a busy night Pete went looking for Traci and found her at the end of the bar taking it doggy from a new member, George, who felt compelled to introduce himself in the middle of the act.

Seeing Pete watching them, George said, "This your girl?"

"Yes," said Pete, patiently waiting for them to finish.

"You lucky dog! She has the tightest...oh, I'm sorry, I'm George," and stuck out his hand over Traci's back.

"I'm Pete," and they shook hands. "Thanks for admiring my wife. I'm sure she's enjoying it."

"No, thank you for sharing her," and he pounded her rapidly 7 or 8 times causing her to moan. "What a perfect pussy, ahhhhhhhhh."

Suddenly, another woman was standing next to Pete, watching them. "I'm his wife." Pete nodded and smiled.

George laid a big slap across her right buttock. Traci yelped and began to climax. "Uhnnnnnnn..."

"Your wife is very pretty. I'm not surprised George went after her."

"She does tend to draw a lot of attention."

In an odd move, similar to George's introduction, Pete put his arm around her as they kept watching. "You know you're very nice on the eyes yourself. I'm Pete."

"I'm Andie, really Andrea, but friends call me Andie."

"I came to get Traci and go home but watching this is getting me hot again."

"Me too..."

George slapped Traci's ass again and Pete kissed Andie while she searched the front of his pants.

Pete hiked up her dress, finding no panties, turned her towards the bar next to Traci and addressing his new found fuck pal, "George, may I borrow your wife?"

"Certainly, Pete, she likes it hard."

It was all a little surreal.

This titillating tableau drew a small but ardent gathering, most people having gone home.

After several minutes George grabbed Traci's neck with both hands and pounded her the hardest yet, making both of them cum together. George left his calling card on her buttocks.

Andie, watching her husband do Traci and getting ram-rodded herself was the next to orgasm and then Pete pulled her hair, cranked it up and laid a white trail in the curve of her lower back.

The remaining voyeurs applauded. "Thanks for the show, goodnight!"

***

On the way home Pete pointed out that Eric and Monique didn't show up. Traci had a good theory as to why but said nothing.

"So, when we started this who would have guessed that I'd be going home with the club poster girl?"

"Think about it, Pete. Think of all the men and women who're going to see my sexy picture in those ads. Robert said he'd be back for the photo shoot."

"I figured as much."

"What did Amber say about him?"

"She said to watch your back. I don't know exactly what you're supposed to be watching for but she alluded to him being somewhat of a snake."

"I sort of figured that out on my own. He tried to get me to see him at his hotel room on Monday and didn't seem real happy when I said no. I think he likes to own his sluts."

"When is the photo shoot?"



"Sometime in the next week and a half and he's sending the contract before then for us to look over. Petey, are we making a pact with the devil?"

"Well at least if we are we can opt out."

"The devil let's you opt out?"

"It's a new thing..."


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 08

Traci heard the text ding on her phone and knew it was another one...

'Traci: You were amazing at the club and you're in my head to stay. I have to be with you again. Say yes, please. I'll meet you anywhere! - Dave'

***

Pete and Traci poured over the Slut Wife Club contract, looking for loopholes and responsibilities they hadn't bargained for. Surely, they would find where Robert had constructed a personal benefit to satisfy his desire for Traci but they could not. They were hesitant to have an attorney look at it because of the nature of the club.

But Pete decided to take a gamble on a former college classmate who went on to law school after their undergrad. Pete occasionally ran into Sammy downtown and asked him to lunch to test the waters of Sammy's acceptance of their kinky lifestyle. It was going to be tricky and potentially embarrassing but Pete didn't trust Robert.

At lunch, under the guise of kicking around old times, Pete went fishing...

"So, Sammy, I would guess that you see everything as a lawyer. You know, like personal habits and all sorts of stuff. Things that need legal attention but are maybe embarrassing to explain to most people?"

"Oh ya, I've seen just about one of everything. It's my job to give them what they hire me for, not to judge them. Now I can refuse to take their business but I take most things. Why do you ask?"

"I have one of those things at the moment and I'm having a hard time disclosing it to someone because they won't understand and, you know, it's just awkward. There is such a thing as attorney-client confidentiality, right?"

"Yes, if you hire me, yes."

"Okay, I can't mess around with this anymore. Consider me on the clock."

"Sorry, I'm at lunch...just kidding. Alright, we're now officially consulting and you're my client. Whatcha got?"

"I've got a contract for Traci's services and by extension, myself, for a club we belong to."

"Wait, you don't mean that sophomore that every guy was drooling over in college do you?"

"Yes."

"You married Traci?!"

"Yes, I married Traci, now can we get on with it?"

"Sure...you lucky dog."

"You know, I'm a bit uncomfortable showing you this..I'm sorry I even brought it up. I wasted your time." Pete got up and headed for the exit. "Send me a bill."

"Wait, Pete, I'm sorry, it's just that Traci was all any guy could talk about and that includes me. I didn't mean to be disrespectful."

Pete stopped in his tracks. "No, Sammy, it's my fault. I'm overly sensitive about what we're into and I can't even seek help when I need it."

"Pete, sit down and let's start over, client to attorney. Look, you can trust me with whatever you've got and I'm guessing that's why you came to me. You do the talking and I'll listen unless you ask my opinion."

Calmed down, Pete put the contract on the table. "I'm sorry too, Sammy. I'm in uncharted territory and I need your expertise. (Long exhale) Traci and I are in a club, a sex club called the Slut Wife Club and we really love it. Like minded members attend 'events' and couples are encouraged to mingle and husbands ultimately share their wives with other men and, of course, men connect with the wives.

"Needless to say, Traci's an in-demand star at our local and now the national club president wants Traci as their poster girl and she becomes the advertising face of the club. I brought the contract for you to look over to make sure we're not being taken advantage of."

"O....kay............you've given me a lot to consider when I'm looking over the contract. I'll read it carefully this afternoon and give you my professional opinion. No charge. I'll only admit to not understanding where you guys are coming from but my personal opinion is not relevant to the contract so, that said, I'll call you later today. By the way, lunch is on me."

They shook hands and went their own way but Pete couldn't help feeling like a freak. This wasn't how 'normal' people handled their sexuality although the more he thought about it the more he wondered if the mainstream wasn't missing out on a great time. He knew for certainty that given the opportunity Sammy would take a run at Traci any day of the week. He decided there was no high ground here just different choices so why did he feel like a perv?

At about 4pm Sammy called Pete's cell and gave him the legal two cents. "It's all a pretty standard contract for services rendered. However, there are a few things to be wary of and I wouldn't sign unless these were rewritten or deleted. I guess the primary point is the fact that if you, Pete, can't make one of the out of town events then this Robert guy can replace you with a stand-in."

"Ya, we know, that's because Traci needs to be married to even be in the club."

"But you should be aware that once you miss an event, you're out. From then on Robert decides who the husband is and he also gains complete control over her itinerary, meaning Traci is under his authority. It's cleverly written but after that you're out."

"Yes, out for that event..."

"No, you're essentially out of the promotional visits altogether. Robert takes over Traci's contractual obligations."

"What the fuck?"

"What the fuck, indeed. And furthermore, he decides how many promotional trips she has to make to fulfill her obligation. He could have her gone nearly all the time if he wanted."

"But that's why we insisted on an opt-out clause. If things were not going right for us then we just leave and he retains the pictures that were already taken."

"It's easy to miss in the legalese but your opt-out clause has one major flaw. It requires the signatures of both parties, so if Robert doesn't sign off then there's no opt-out. If you want out and he doesn't want you to then all he has to do is not sign off. On the other hand, if he doesn't want Traci anymore it only requires his signature."

"Now I get what his wife was saying..."

"What?"

"Never mind. Could you send me an amended contact and I'll get that to Robert the day before the photo shoot and say we won't sign the photo release or anything until the contract is agreed to."

"I'll do that and one better, I'll go to the photo shoot as your representative and make sure everything is right before the first picture is taken."

"I appreciate the help but why do I think you're offering this just to see Traci?"

"Okay, I'll admit to some of that but you guys need protection going into this."

"So basically I'm hiring a snake to protect me from a snake."

Sammy laughed the laugh of truth and Pete now had a rep at the photo shoot.

***

Noon on Wednesday, Traci brought several sexy outfits and various mix and match lingerie. They set up a changing room for her and after meeting the photographer, AJ, who looked like he wanted to eat her for lunch, they readied the first shots.

"We'll start with fully clothed sexy," said AJ, "and move our way to the nudes and finally the girl/guy shots."

"Girl/guy shots?" said Pete, "I thought these were just pics of Traci?"

Robert interjected, "Ya Pete, but part of our campaign will be ads on all the major porn sites and those guys want to see a little more. On the porn sites we'll run banner ads that will take the interested party to our website where their boners can see what they're missing.

"I guarantee you there are a lot of antsy slut wives dying to take dick and seeing the magnificent Traci will have their husbands signing up."

"Ya, I guess so...Sammy?"

"As long as he adheres to the contract, I'd assume he's right about the marketing."

Traci came out in a skimpy outfit and the shoot began with AJ firing away and directing her at the same time. "C'mon, doll, show me how much you want it." The camera never stopped.

"Yes, Traci!, make them want to fuck you, girl. You're fucking hot, babe!!"

Traci got lost in his direction and, to Pete, it tapped into her exhibitionist side and she was gone. He realized how perfect she was for this ad campaign.

"Spread your legs...c'mon, give me the money shot! Oh ya!!!"

Sammy had receded into the background because his hard-on had become too obvious in the lights. His dick asked his ethical brain, 'is this a conflict of interest?' Traci was everything he remembered in his dorm room, only this time there would be more.

The lingerie/nude portion of the shoot was so hot Sammy had to take a couple breathers outside the studio to refrain from cumming in his pants. As an exhibitionist, Traci had little competition. She had the body and knew what to do with it. AJ didn't need to do much other than encourage her with compliments.

"That's it, sexy. Oh, fuck, Traci, yes. Hold your tits, girl...tongue out."

"Pete," directed AJ, "stand next to her like you're handing her to another man. I need a few shots of you sharing your hotwife. Robert, why don't you act as the recipient of Traci's talents."

It was clumsy from the start but Traci seemed to put everyone in the mood. "Yes, yes, yes. Now Pete, hold her hand and look like you're enjoying the view and Robert, kiss Traci with lotsa tongue. Oh fuck, yes. Very hot."

AJ announced everyone was taking a break, back in 30. Pete went to see Traci in the changing room. "How're you doing, babe?"

"Fantastic, honey. God I love posing in front of a camera. I should have been a model."

"Well now you are a model! You're so good at this, babe, it's amazing."

He gave her a kiss and went back out to the snakes. AJ asked to speak with Pete.

AJ was enthusiastic. "Okay, she is doing great and we've got a lot to choose from. She's a natural! Now for the guy/girl shots Robert offered to play opposite to Traci in the sex acts."

"I'm sure he did," said a sarcastic Pete.

"Again, you'll be in some of the shots offering Traci to Robert and then watching Robert fuck her in various positions. You might even want to jerk off or be aroused somehow."

"Okay..."

"There's one more thing. Robert wanted to ask and this would be on the website only. He wants to shoot a full sex video with himself doing Traci and you watching. Then we'd bring a couple more guys in and gangbang her. What do you think?"

"No, we set this up for stills only and it was Traci who didn't want to do videos right now."

"Can you ask her? She's so excited that she might go for it."

"I'll talk to her but I need Sammy in the discussion as well."

As he approached the dressing room he could hear Robert's voice. "...you should think about it," and he passed Pete at the door.

"So he already asked you?"

"Yes. I don't know."

After a brief conversation with Robert, Sammy knocked on the door and sat down to explain the legal part of the request.

"Well, as it stands, there's nothing in the contract addressing this offer and what they might do with the video so I'd say don't do it until a contract is addressed and you're comfortable with the deal. They want to sell streaming views to guys who want more of Traci, whether they sign up for the club or not."

"Alright, then, for now it's a no with the door open for negotiation. Good, Sammy?"

"Yes, I'll let them know."

After Sammy was gone Pete lamented that, "We're going to have to watch that guy because he always wants something for nothing from you."

"You're right but I have to say, the video sounded fun. I know I was against selling our video to them but today I must be in the mood. I'm like under a spell or something."

"I know, you're excited, baby. The lights and everyone watching you. You're a born performer."

AJ stuck his head in, "We're ready Traci."

Pete noticed a second photographer. "To cover more angles," explained AJ.

Pete stayed in all the shots but Robert went about fucking Traci as if no one were around. AJ and the second photographer, Derek, circled them like vultures, trying to get the steamiest shots.

"Fuck her hard, Robert," AJ called out, "That's it, drill that pussy. Let your head fall back, Traci."

The shoot ended with Robert giving her a messy facial, ribbons of his cum over her eye and dripping from her chin which AJ got a close up of.

Sammy stood in the back in disbelief that Pete shared his wife like that. The one thing he did know was he'd give anything to be fucking Traci himself.

As they wrapped up the shoot, Robert announced that all present were invited to Saturday night's event, "On the house. And our first ads will go up Friday so keep an eye out."

Traci came out of the dressing room to applause. She curtsied and they left.

On the way home Pete started to deconstruct the photo shoot with Traci and then stopped talking, realizing that she was still in the glow of what she clearly loved doing. For him to expose the nuts and bolts was to harsh her high. All he said was Robert invited everyone for Saturday night including the photographers and Sammy, "for god's sake."

"Do you think he'll come?" she asked, a little too eagerly for his sensibilities.

"I don't know. He's dating this new girl but who knows?"

***

On Friday, Pete went to one of the major porn sites and, sure as shit, there was the banner ad right below the site header. It had a half naked shot of Traci supposedly saying, "If your wife is a hungry slut like I am you need to bring her to Slut Wife Club! Mmmmmm."

He clicked through the banner and there were details on how to join the nearest club and a hot-link to the fuck pictures with Robert, free to view if you joined.

He heard her yell from the other room, "Oh my god, there I am!"

At close to the same time, Pete got a text from Robert going bonkers over the early response to the ads. 'The applications have out paced our ability to process them. I've got you guys on a flight out the week after next!!!'

Pete wasn't sure what he had helped unleash but her excitement filled him with happiness, he loved her so.

***

Getting ready for the Saturday night event Pete reminded her of Robert's invitations at the photo shoot so, "don't be surprised if the photographers are hitting on you although I doubt we'll be seeing Sammy since he's been dating a new girl and I'd bet money that wouldn't be something she'd be into."

And as sound a thought as that might be, when they arrived there was Sammy and his date already in the ballroom. Technically they weren't married but this was by special invitation from the CEO so everything was okay and, besides, Sammy's girlfriend was a major league looker so it wasn't a shocker that Robert was already sniffing around her.

Traci's usual grand entrance was only altered slightly when everything stopped and Robert announced on the DJ's microphone that Traci had arrived. Everyone cheered and her ego took another giant leap forward knowing every able cock and half the pussies in the room wanted to 'personally' congratulate her. She was immediately surrounded and all the regulars wanted a piece of the new celebrity.

Pete took Sammy aside, "Do you really want to be bringing a date here? These guys will declare her fair game."

"I know but I made the mistake of showing her Traci's spread in an effort to get her turned on and it worked alright. I got in deeper when she found out I was invited. I tried to tell her it was only business but she wanted to come."

"Does she understand the premise of the club?!"

"Yes! She even said, 'Let's join when we get married! It sounds like slutty fun!'"

"You know, Sammy, you think you have a fair understanding of people but, no. I don't know anything about anybody. I even told Traci you wouldn't show up and here you are with your girlfriend."

"Well I do have one confession, Pete. I dated Traci a couple times in school...and to be honest I fell in love with her but it wasn't returned so I gave up. After that photo shoot the other day wild horses couldn't have kept me away from tonight."

***

"Traci, can I tear you away from your admirers for a second?" Moving with her to the side, AJ continued, "Don't we have some unfinished business?"

"Like what?"

"Well you know that the photographer always asks the model for some nude shots and then tries to fuck her. It's tradition," he said laughing. "Now since we've already got the pictures that only leaves one thing."

"What if the model says no?"

"Well I can't say that hasn't happened but in your case I think you're interested in what I've got in my pants. Your husband didn't bring you here for no reason."

"Ah, that's true," she said, getting closer to him. "You must have been envious watching Robert fuck me like that."

"I wanted to toss the camera away and do you, and Derek felt the same way. We went for drinks after the shoot and all we could talk about was you."

"I'm flattered. Care for a drink at the bar?"

"Sure...mind if Derek joins us?"

Derek was already at the bar, guarding two seats with his coat draped across them. Traci quickly sized up the situation that AJ was doing the reconnoissance. She thought AJ was cute as soon as they met and Derek wasn't far behind so the idea of getting tag teamed by the two of them was an attractive one. Even so she thought teasing them might be fun.

They sat down, each of them flanking her. "Traci, honey," said Derek, "that shoot was a massive turn on. You're one of the hottest girls I've ever seen in my life."

Brandon brought their drinks. "Brandon, these are the photographers who did the fuck shots with Robert. I'm sure you've seen them."

"Oh ya, I saw them. I couldn't stop drooling on my laptop. If you have time later? Please, Traci?"

"I'll try, baby. Right now I've got a couple studs who think they're going to fuck me tonight."

"You know you want it, Traci," said AJ, "and I think Derek and I could handle you quite nicely"

Traci put her hands on each of their packages, "Um, I don't know, they need to get a little bigger to satisfy a girl like me."

"I wouldn't worry about that," said Derek, putting his hand over hers.

"It does seem to be getting bigger," she teased. "Would you boys like to dance?"

"Sure, baby," said an eager AJ, getting hornier by the minute.

On the dance floor she had AJ in front of her and Derek behind her, their grinding more closely resembling foreplay than dance. She could feel their hard-ons growing and their hands fondling her. All of this made her increasingly wet.

AJ reached beneath her skirt, then he leaned into her ear. "We're gonna spit roast you right here, slut." The lights and the dirty talk made her want them more and she let them take her clothes off, tossing them in a pile next to the bar until she danced with only stockings and heels. Traci squatted down and went about getting their pants off and their dicks in her mouth.

The other dancers moved around them like a single organism, some touching them in motion, lost in the music. Their dicks, good and hard, Derek entered her honey-hole and AJ put his cock between her ruby red lips.

"Fuck me, you bastards!" she yelled over the music.

Energy suddenly swelled from the voyeurs who wanted a piece of her. She felt their groping and desperate lust for their poster girl and lost herself in the sensory overload. The three of them didn't even realize how much the mob had become a part of their dance floor debauchery. It had morphed from a threesome into a full on gangbang that was so relentless that all she could do was fuck and cum over and over. She loved it and feared its size. The men bent her over doggy on the end of the bar and every cock in the ballroom wanted to experience her delights and for many it was the first time. They fucked her like an assembly line, leaving their cum calling card anywhere on her back there was virgin space and a lot that was not.

Pete sat at the bar and watched the magnificent parade to use her. It was like a '60's happening. AJ and Derek just stood back and shook their heads as they lost control of Traci.

And on their knees, a few wives were sucking their spouse's erections, like on a porn shoot, keeping them hard to fuck the celebrity poster girl.



Robert slid in next to Pete at the bar. "Never seen a girl take that much cock...She's really something...That body of hers is unbelievable...I could fuck that slut all day long...I'd be surprised if hotel guests don't start getting in line..."

"Robert?" said Pete cutting him off.

"Hm?"

"Shut up."

As the line eventually receded Sammy approached Pete, sheepishly with his head slightly down. "Because I'm being respectful of our relationship I didn't get in line."

"But you wanted to, right?"

"Yes, but only if it's okay with you."

"Well, because every dick in the room has been in her and because she seemed to perk up at the thought of you being here..."

"She did?"

"Yes, so because of that you have my blessings. But if I were you I'd take her to one of the sofas. It's more comfortable."

Sammy, with a shit eating grin on his face, headed for Traci. Brandon was nearly finished wiping the mass of cum off her backside with the wet bar towel. "Traci," Sammy said carefully, "do you have time for me? Pete said it's alright."

She inched closer to him, still naked, "Oh he did did he? I remember the first time you fucked me in the dorm bunk...how much I liked it. I'm ready for more, baby."

Sammy, taking Pete's advice, hauled Traci off to a far sofa and went about his business.

Pete, not being without his own motivation, turned his attention towards Sammy's date but couldn't find her. She was the source of his focus from the moment he saw her. It was only weird in that she was single.

He scoured the entire ballroom for her. "Hi," she said, standing right behind him, "I'm Joey," she said offering her hand.

Somewhat startled, Pete turned in his barstool, "Oh, hi!"

"We're you looking for me?"

"No, no, just people watching...you know, all the sex."

"No, I think you were looking for me."

"Why would you think that, we've never met?"

"I picked up on something the moment you came in the ballroom."

"Nothing odd about that. You're gorgeous."

"And?"

"And what?"

"And you'd like to fuck me?"

"First off, I can't believe you came to Slut Wife Club, knowing what it is, and secondly, you're so honestly blunt. And, yes, I want to fuck you."

"Well we're thinking the same thing then." Pete's cock stiffened. "Where's Traci?" she asked.

"If you look way down the ballroom, that's her getting hammered by your date."

"Ahhhhh, I expected that listening to him talk about her."

"You seem to know what people are going to do before they do."

She kissed him. "It's a gift. I know you're going to fuck me right over there," she said, pointing at the sofa.

Pete led her to the sofa and as he sat down she said, "Can I entertain you?"

"Absolutely," as he let go of her hand.

She stripped and she did it so skillfully he had the urge to jump her before she had finished. As the performance concluded she revealed her shaved pussy and started to finger herself.

As she did so he took off his clothes and went down on her.

After a good half hour or so, Joey, and Traci at the other end of the room, climaxed at nearly the same time.

***

On the way home Traci's text alert sound went off twice. After the second Pete asked who it was. She told him it was one of the girls wanting to do lunch. She hated herself for lying to him as she read the texts silently but things were getting messy with no one to blame but herself.

'Traci: I desperately need to have you again. Isabel stopped our going to SWC but I can't stop thinking about you. I want you. - Dave'

She did the only thing she could think to do. She hit delete.


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 09

"I think we should opt out," Pete announced at the dinner table on the Wednesday before the first promo flight out to another club city.

"What are you talking about? We just started," said a perplexed, Traci.

"I've loved it as you know but they've sucked the life out of it for me. Even at the beginning when I was freaked out with Casey and the whole thing at least the energy was flying everywhere. It was a powerful high. Now we're shills for them. It's not organic anymore."

"But maybe we'll have some great experiences in other cities with other people."

"Maybe, but there's way too much of that vampire, Robert, and feeling like I'm feeding him my wife for breakfast, lunch and dinner. He's a self absorbed, conniving prick who sucks the life out of the room. Think of how much fun we had before he showed up."

"I didn't mind being fed to him," she said softly.

"I know, baby. It's why we're in the club and you know how much I've grown to love watching you get fucked every which way but that guy is an asshole."

She got up from her chair and walked around behind him, wrapping her arms around his neck, "Baby, I think it's so hot that you get off watching me. I've been thinking of trying something else if it's okay with you."

"What's that, baby girl?"

"What would you think of...selling me? Not all the time but once in awhile. I've been having fantasies about it lately."

"What? You want me to pimp you out?"

"Ya, the idea of some anonymous guy buying me feels like a turn on...and if the guy allowed it you could film it!"

Pete gave her the 'are you kidding me' look.

"Traci, is it my imagination or are we getting kinkier?"

"It would be so hot if you sold me on the street or a bar or wherever."

"Fuck, it does sound hot. Should I hate myself for getting excited about this, selling your pussy to some stranger? Fuck, Traci, we're going off the ledge."

"I know, it's so illicit. I just can't stop thinking about it. I've had dreams about it. I even planned what I would wear. I would be irresistible and I'd want you to ask for a lot."

"Your worth more than I could ever ask for."

"Thank you, honey. Robert or not, I'm glad we started this. I'm a card carrying slut, Petey, and I needed someplace to go with that..."

She got a text alert from her phone on the table and saw that again it was Dave wanting to hookup. Before she could pick up the phone Pete caught the name on the text. "Is Dave texting you?"

She sat back down. "Yes."

"What does he want?"

"What do you think he wants?"

"Really? Has he done this a lot?"

"Yes," she said, somewhat embarrassed. "So far I haven't answered any of them but he won't stop. If I tell Isabel about this it might blow up their marriage or our friendship so I keep ignoring his texts hoping he'll give up."

"When you did him at the club...was it that inspiring? Not that it has anything to do with this problem but I never really asked you much about it."

"Like I told you then it was fine...he was great, but what I didn't mention was that he kept telling me how much he loved me and how long he'd wanted me and on and on."

"What did you say?"

"I tried not to say anything. Finally, when we'd finished and were sitting on the bed he said how he wanted to be with me forever and he'd always felt that way."

"And?"

"And I told him I had a great time but it was just sex and I was happily married. He said he hoped I'd change my mind."

"Oh, no," Pete said whimsically, "He's got a bad case of Traciitis."

"It's not funny and I think it's going to ruin my friendship with Isabel. It's not going to stop."

"Maybe I should talk to him."

"No, not yet. Let me deal with it for now. If I need backup I'll bring you in."

They cleared the breakfast dishes away and Pete went off to work. All day long texting, Traci teased him with the 'selling her' idea and details of what sexy things she would wear and what she might do. Pete called it, 'delightful torture'.

***

On the flight out they whispered with each other the plan for pimping out Traci at the hotel bar or a bar close enough to walk back to their room.

"It's perfect because no one knows us there and so it's the best place to try it," Pete said in her ear, "but are you sure you want to do this?"

"Let's put it this way," she said, "I've gotten myself so crazed I'm not sure I can NOT do it."

"But something like this is risky."

"That's what makes me want to do it, that simple exchange of money for sex. I'll be completely bought and used. I'm fucking wetting myself l want it so bad."

Departing the plane and heading down the terminal they spotted the limo driver with the sign, 'Traci' written on it. With his name excluded from the sign, Pete kept his ego in check by reminding himself who the star was. The poster slut got the attention and husband of the slut got to pull her carryon.

After getting settled at the hotel it was still early so they decided on lunch and then a mini scouting mission for an appropriate bar. They had no obligations until the following day so why not have an adventure? Over their meal they loosely mapped out a plan. Having random sex at the club events was a controlled environment but pimping out the luscious Traci in a public place seemed filled with excitement and danger.

A block and a half from the hotel they found an upscale bar with mostly business men, a few women and the clientele flush with old money. This appeared to fit the criteria they dreamt up but they left the door open to switching venues if necessary.

As they walked back to the hotel, Pete asked her, "Are we sure about this? Maybe we should just stick with the event tomorrow and let it go for now."

"You're nervous, right?"

"A little. I mean I think I'm feeling a loss of control over what might happen."

"But Petey, that's the excitement of doing it. Do you want me to do it on my own?"

"NO, I have to be with you. That's the rule. Okay, we'll do it. You're sounding unstoppable."

Taking his hand, "Thank you, Petey."

***

She had approached her makeup like an artist and primped for at least an hour: her hair swept back to one side, her long curls falling on the nude shoulders of the stretchy slim form fitting burgundy top that she pulled down a little further than normal and made her breasts look like they were planning a jail break. Her black leather skirt was skin tight and barely doing its job of modesty, held in place by her perky ass. She wore black satin lace thigh highs with a back seam dotted with rhinestones. She slipped her feet into 6 inch black heels. The only heterosexual man who would fail to notice her would be one who was at home asleep or dead.

They had dinner in the hotel restaurant at 7:30 and then headed to the bar. All Pete said to her before they went in was, "Flirt and look sexy all you want but I'm starting and ending the conversation. I'm in charge of selling you." A rush of energy ran up her spine.

The bar was busy but they managed to wedge themselves into the bar after a couple left for the dining area. Pete surveyed the immediate area for interest in Traci. Although, they would look away from her when he would catch them, Pete deduced that most all the male patronage had scoped her out. What he began to look for were the men who couldn't look away or the ones pretending to look away.

She was raw sex on a barstool.

Pete noticed that the man to her right kept looking over and down at her crossed legs. Every time Pete caught his eye, he'd look away. Traci stayed aloof, on sex standby, letting Pete figure it out.

Lustful eyes couldn't look away. Pete wondered if she could be arrested for solicitation just by looking like man candy. Since it was busy and slightly chaotic he thought of narrowing down the possibilities by going to the restroom, leave his seat unoccupied and come back to find out who the interested party was. Pete told her, if asked was the seat open, to say 'no, but you can borrow it till my boyfriend gets back'.

Watching from near the restroom door Pete saw how quickly a guy from a 4 top left his buddies for a shot at the barstool.

Looking her up and down, "Is this seat taken?"

"Yes," she purred, "but you're welcome to borrow it until my boyfriend gets back."

"Martini, please! Can I buy you anything?"

"Sure, a martini as well."

Scanning her gorgeous body he joked, "Looking at you makes me hope he doesn't come back." They both laughed. He kept looking in Pete's general direction and then back at Traci. Pete waited. "Hi, I'm Charlie, and you are?"

"Traci."

"Well, at the risk of being punched out by your boyfriend I have to say you are unbelievably hot."

"My boyfriend thinks so and he likes it when other men think so too."

"Wow, really?"

Charlie wasn't much to look at; short, sort of pudgy and balding, sporting the old school bow tie. What made him charming to Traci was his fearless bravado. He was willing to go after her even if she was clearly out of his league. Of course, that wasn't what this was about.

Pete came up from behind and put a hand on his shoulder, "Hey, you're not trying to run off with my girlfriend are you?"

"Oh," said a surprised Charlie, "No, no, no, just keeping your seat warm!" Holding out his hand, "Hi, I'm Charlie."

"I'm Pete. Say, can I have a word with you alone?"

A nervous, Charlie, said, "Sure."

Taking him back near the restroom where it was quieter, Pete said, "Look, I can see you're really into Traci..."

"Oh no, just making small talk..."

"No, I'm not mad...but maybe I can make you happy."

"What do you mean?"

"Would you like to fuck her?"

(Silence you could drive a truck through)

"Oh, c'mon, I already apologized..."

"No, I'm asking a serious question. She likes to fuck strangers for money. It turns her on. Every guy in this bar wants to fuck her but I'm offering you the chance to do the deed."

Charlie kept looking back at her and she smiled. "How much?"

"How much do you think pussy like that is worth? She's got a fetish but she likes money too."

"Five hundred?"

"Try a thousand, cash...and if you don't want her there's plenty of guys in here that do. A thousand for an hour and she'll do anything you want."

"Is this some sort of scam?"

"Straight up, Traci for cash and you fuck the hell out of her. You'd have a hard time getting a girl like that, period."

Charlie was frozen, just staring at her, his dick screaming at him to go for it. He was helpless as she ran a hand over her thigh.

"Oh shit...I'd have to make up something to my buddies at the table to get away and hit the ATM..."

"Either that or how about this? We make it a gangbang foursome with Traci for eight hundred apiece."

"Oh man, you're making this harder than easier. Our table's been talking about her since she came in. They don't need convincing but I'm not sure all of them can pony up the eight hundred. That's a lot."

"What if I send her over to your table to show them what they're missing?"

"I don't know..."

"If you feel comfortable telling them what you're going to do then they might be dying to join you. That's the deal. If you can get all four of you to bang Traci I'll make it eight hundred apiece for an hour."

"Hell, man, isn't she your girlfriend?"

"What can I tell you? She's a kinky girl who likes to be bought and sold..."

"I get it, I guess. Let me talk to them and if I need her I'll signal you. I'm out of my fucking mind doing this. Our wives know each other for fuck's sake."

Charlie went back to his friends and put his cards on the table. He wanted her regardless of his pals but Traci went into full flirt mode and one by one they joined ranks and eventually Charlie gave Pete the thumbs up. Pete turned to Traci, "I just sold you to those four guys for thirty-two hundred dollars for an hour."

Pete wrote the hotel address and room number on a piece of paper along with a meeting time. He and Traci finished their drinks and left for the hotel. On the way, Traci was ecstatic, out of her mind that her pussy could command that find of payday. "Oh my god, Petey!"

"Just one more negotiation."

"You didn't ask about filming it?"

"No but I was doing so well I decided not to jinx it and try to make an arrangement later, once we're in the hotel room. I'll probably have to offer to smudge their faces. I figure Aaron would know how to do that."

Back at the bar the men had another couple rounds before heading off to do Traci, the consensus being that looser was better. The tall one, Dennis, announced that he was "fucking psyched." "I mean, did you see that girl?" said, Leroy. "I'm gettin' hard just thinking about her" said Ted. Charlie told them "she'll do anything we want." As it got close to 10 they left the bar, raided the ATM and went to the room.

Pete invited them in, "Welcome, gentlemen. Make yourself comfortable. Traci will be out in a minute and she's excited. Hate to ask but pay before play?"

They lined up and handed their cash to Pete. "Just one more thing before you get your dicks wet in Traci...would you guys mind if I filmed it for our personal use? I'd even make copies for you guys if you want. Traci and I want to watch it later while we're fucking."

Charlie spoke up, "You two are kinky as hell but we can't risk somebody recognizing us and then we're fucked. This is just between us."

Traci entered the room and came up close to Charlie, putting her hand on the front of his pants, "C'mon boys, I want to enjoy it over and over and Pete gets off filming me. This is just between us, you have my word, baby."

Charlie looked pleadingly to his friends for rational guidance but there was too much salivating over Traci and one too many rounds at the bar, "Sure, what the fuck..."

"Thank you, baby. And now don't you think you should take my clothes off and have some fun?"

In unison the guys came after her and as they descended upon her in a feeding frenzy Pete circled the vultures with his camera. 'Oh my god' he thought to himself as Traci was endlessly covered with their hands, like this opportunity might never come around again so get as much as possible. They put her on her knees and she sucked their dicks while they reached for her tits and ass.

They were nasty with her and she taunted them in return. "Suck that cock, bitch. We own you," said Dennis. That was exactly what Traci wanted to hear. "Fuck my pussy, boys, fuck it good!"

They needed little encouragement as they jockeyed to be the next to lay the wood to her. "Hey, don't be greedy, Leroy, let me at that snatch." They fucked her in every position while she blew them and kissed them...whatever they wanted.

For Traci, getting mauled for money was surprise ecstasy and she knew this wouldn't be the last time. Ted threw her flat, face down on the bed, squatted over her and fucked her in the ass. She screamed and came at the same time.

They fucked her in every hole and dick whipped her across the face. When it neared the end of the hour Charlie said, "Let's cum on her pretty face." They put her on her knees as in the beginning and in a semi circle jerked off until the streams of white cum covered her like icing on a cake.

As they drained the last of their jizz, they had forgotten Pete was in the room much less filming them. He moved in for a closeup of their cumdump, a disorderly latticework, while Traci stuck out her tongue and licked the cream from around her lips.

Ted couldn't take his eyes off her. "Oh fuck me, this girl is naughty, naughty...if I had another load I'd..."

After the men had left the room, Pete sat with her on the bed with a wet towel and wiped the sticky defilement from her face and talk about what they had done. "So, to add to being an insatiable slut I'm now officially a fucking whore. I'm climbing down the ladder of respectability," she laughed. "Are you sure you want to be married to a girl like that? Because if they all came back in ten minutes, honestly I'd fuck them again."

"I know you would, baby. Wait till you see this video, you won't believe it. The more they realized there were no boundaries the more liberties they took with you. I was getting so turned on watching you I wanted to jump in and fuck you too. You may be a whore but you're my whore and right now I want some warm pussy before I go to bed."

He pushed her chest back on the bed, undid his pants, grabbed her ankles and harshly entered her with the fresh vision in his head of 4 strangers using her like a blowup sex doll....

***

The following evening as they were getting ready for the Slut Club event, Pete, outside the bathroom door, asked, "Are you ready for celebrity adoration, my poster girl?"

Through the door, "Oh stop, Pete. Celebrity for what? Fucking a bunch of guys and looking good doing it?"

"You sell your achievements short, my love. Look at all the joy and happiness you've probably brought to sex starved jerkers all over this country!

(She laughed behind the door)

"You've probably prevented more suicides and divorces and erectile dysfunction cases than a team of doctors and psychiatrists. You're like the slut version of Florence Nightingale!"

(She laughed hysterically)

She busted open the door and threw her arms around his neck, "God I love you so much, Petey. What would I do without you in my life? I'm such a freak."

"No, baby, you AND I are freaks and that's only in name. We just approach sex differently than most people. It makes us no better or worse, just different."

The phone rang and the front desk notified them the event was waiting for their arrival on the 10th floor. Traci was sex ready with the sluttiest ensemble she could come up with, a sheer mini black dress. Underneath was a blue, deliberately visible bra and panty set.

As they got off the elevator, the local club manager tripped all over himself welcoming her to the club. "Wait by the door here and I'll introduce you on the microphone."

"Ladies and gentlemen, our special guests have arrived." Men began to hoot. "I know you've all seen her. Maybe she's the reason you joined. Girls, you've probably caught your husbands jerking off to her photos online. Well, lucky us, here she is, the Slut Wife Club poster girl, Traci and her husband, Pete!!

They opened the door to loud applause and more hoots from the men. Then, just like at home, the offers came from every direction. "Make time for me, Traci!" "Oh babe, gotta do you tonight!!" Traci ate up the attention and said yes to more men than she could ever service in one evening. She smiled, they drooled and Pete scouted the women. The manager already reserved a couch for them to hold court from and it was up to Traci to handle the field.

The announcer again: "Now I know every guy wants to take a shot at Traci but because there's only so much of her to go around we had you enter the lottery for a chance. I'll now spin the cage of balls and see who goes first."

He spun the cage..."Number eighteen!!"

The first winner, a handsome guy in his mid-30's, leaving his wife still standing, sat next to Traci and took her hand. Pete, playing the gentleman, put a hand out to his wife to sit with them. "Oh, sorry, I'm Aris and this is my wife, Jackie." It didn't take 20/20 vision to see what a hottie Jackie was and Pete included her in his mental itinerary immediately. She smiled at him but played it demurely.

"So, Traci," Aris said, "I'm very nervous but I was one of those admirers with my dick in my hand looking at pics of that guy fucking you. Right, Jackie?"

"That's right, Traci, I caught him red handed!" she said with such a bubbly affect it was disarming.

"I just had to meet you," he said, "God, you're gorgeous." Turning to Pete, "Would you mind if I took Traci for a dance? I'll be gentle."

"Sure, Aris," said an amused Pete, "but don't be too gentle. She won't like that."



Aris and Traci left for the dance floor and Pete turned his attention to Jackie.

"So, how do you like Slut Wife Club, Jackie?"

"It's okay, but I pretty much had to join."

"Why was that?"

"My husband ignores me completely when we're home. Our sex life is in the shitter. He wants what he doesn't have and has no interest in what he does."

"But you're a stunning girl. I don't know how he could resist."

"His brain doesn't work in an orderly fashion. He doesn't see me at all. I agreed to this club because it was the only way I could get laid without cheating and at that, this is basically organized cheating. He's jealous when other men here hit on me but has no interest himself. It's weird."

"Sorry to hear that, Jackie. Listen, if you want me to leave you alone I can..."

"Leave me alone?! No! I want you to fuck me so I can remember what it's like to be desirable. Take me dancing, seduce me and fuck me like the slut everyone expects me to be. Without divorcing him it's the only way I get attention."

"Jackie..." he held her face in his hands, "I wanted you from the moment we met."

He kissed her with purpose and catching her breath she said, "Okay, skip the dancing." He sat on the couch before her, reached under her skirt and deftly pulled down her panties and she stepped out of them.

"You won't be needing those."

By the time he finished with "these" and "those" she stood gloriously naked and knelt down to suck him off. What was unusual were the number of gawkers that collected to watch them. At home, there were always voyeurs but this had turned into a bonafide audience. Looking past Jackie he could see the same thing happening with Aris and Traci.

He also noticed that the audience for he and Jackie was primarily women. He drew the obvious conclusion that they were interested in fucking the celebrity's husband. It was the first time he thought this celebrity business might not be so bad. As Jackie mounted him he watched 2 or 3 women fingering themselves and it got him even more excited.

A couple girls looking at him sucked on their fingers and did other erotic gestures to get his attention. He wanted to fuck all of them but wondered how he'd accomplish that with only one dick.

His dream girl trance was interrupted by Aris' animal roar as he came on Traci's ass. Minutes later he heard the announcer: "The next winner for Traci time is...number 22. "Fuck ya!!!" yelled the lucky man.

Pete sucked on Jackie's tits and she kept grinding on him. One girl got bold and dropped down behind them and started licking his balls. This, of course, set off an unexpected firestorm and he nearly emptied the motherlode.

The entire spectacle took yet another turn as Aris came to check on Jackie, now on all fours and taking all of Pete's pounding. When she saw Aris' jealous stare she amplified the moment by backing into Pete's thrusts and moaning.

"I'm close, baby," Pete said.

"I'm on the pill, cum in me."

That drove Aris into more discomfort and then Pete let loose a guttural sound that announced to everyone that he'd made a deposit. He handed her a towel and she made a quick exit to the restroom.

Pete collected her clothes and handed them to an unsmiling Aris with, "She was amazing."

By the end of the evening, Traci had fucked 7 lottery winners and then, just like at home, she held on to the bar corner, spread her legs and took cock from all remaining members and a couple of staff members.

Pete, with his newfound harem, fucked 3 more girls, ate out 2 and promised the rest a hookup the next time he and Traci came to town.

They returned to their room exhausted from both nights and fell back on the bed and asleep in their clothes. Getting up after an hour and readying for bed, Pete noticed an envelope on front desk stationary just under the door which he opened and read:

'Traci: Sorry I missed the event. Would have enjoyed another taste of your delicious pussy. Mmmmm. Robert'

Pete tossed the card in the waste basket, "Asshole." They both got into bed and some solid sleep before next morning's flight back home.
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Getting home after the Slut Club promotional trip, Traci just wanted to put on her pj's and slip into a pleasant coma. Don't even bother unpacking or brushing her teeth, she just wanted to recover.

She had been on such a constant high the whole weekend that the sheer amount of cock she'd received had literally worn her out. She wasn't complaining at all, she just needed to recharge.

To save themselves the energy involved with dinner, Pete went to pick up takeout. She hoped she'd be awake by the time he got back and labored to remove her makeup to bide some time.

When Pete got upstairs it was too late. She was lying back, half on the bed and an eye makeup remover pad in one hand. He gathered her up and tucked her in and went downstairs to eat.

He couldn't get over their Friday night bar adventure. He had sold his wife to a table of businessmen and even videoed the gangbang. The fact that it was her fantasy didn't diminish his role in the debauchery. If he hadn't wanted it also it wouldn't have happened. Between french fries he not only got aroused remembering it but thought of having a few friends over for a watch party. Why not? He'd have to run it past Traci in the morning.

It struck him though how far they'd taken their aberrant sex lives. Watching her get fucked by multiple men, often strangers, had gone from 'deer in the headlights' jealousy to excited beyond belief.

After finishing his meal he watched a little of the gangbang video again and masturbated until ejaculating into some napkins and then went up to bed. They would watch it again in the morning.

***

As daylight crept into their morning bedroom, for Pete, so crept doubt about their lifestyle. Seeing her eyes open he asked if they were okay. "What?" she said, barely conscious.

"Are we okay?" he asked, checking in again.

"Ya, I guess so. Why do you ask?"

"Because there seems to be no limit to what we'll do at this point. We're just getting kinkier and kinkier. I mean Friday night we added pimp and prostitute to our resume and I don't know about you but I can't stop watching it."

"I know," she said excitedly, "me neither! It was my fantasy but I didn't think it would turn me on like it did."

"But where do we stop?"

"Why do we have to stop?"

"Because it's literally all we do and think about doing. We don't even see our friends unless we're fucking them. We may have started this to spruce up our sex life but it has completely taken over our lives."

"Pete, I'll ask this again, why do we have to stop? We're adults and we're having a great time together."

"I agree but it just seems like it's taken on a life of its own. Is there such a thing as too much perversion?"

She laughed, "If there is I don't want to know about it. Petey! Did you enjoy watching me get gangbanged by those guys?"

"Yes, and every time I watch the video I get harder than a rock."

"I wanna do it again. No, I don't want to stop I want to do it again. And again after that. As long as we're having fun and doing it together I see no point in stopping. You're getting more pussy than you know what to do with and I'm on a cock fueled orgasmic express. And all of this as husband and wife...so play the video again and fuck me while we watch."

"Wow. Nice summation, counselor. Remind me to bring all my problems to you."

***

"Pete," she said over breakfast, "I know we're doing Slut Wife Club on Saturday but I want you to sell me at a bar on Friday night."

"Gee, Traci, we just did that. Don't you think we should spread it out so it stays fresh?"

"Please, honey, I really want to go and I need this. I even put together a little outfit for it. Stay put and I'll model it for you!"

She dashed upstairs and before he could finish his scrambled eggs she called from around the corner, "Ready?"

"Okay."

"She stepped into the archway with something resembling the slutty farmer's daughter, daisy dukes, traditional plaid top tied at the midriff, unbuttoned for lots of cleavage for the push-up bra. Simple white knee high stockings and black heels and a black cowboy hat topped it off."

"Where you goin?"

"Country honky tonk bar I picked out."

"Is it a compliment or an insult that I think you look like a hooker?"

"That's a very high compliment! I don't want to be too tidy or they won't take the bait."

"Oh I wouldn't worry about that. You look like you've probably fucked every guy in town."

"Perfect!"

"Do you want me to come along?"

"Don't be silly. Of course, I want you along. You're my videographer and full time voyeur husband."

***

Friday night and the place was packed and the music was loud. There was no place to sit so they just stood by the door waiting for someone to leave. A quick scan and there were a whole lot of eyes on Traci.

"One more thing, we can't be shooting for the the big bucks in this place," he whispered to Traci, even though he knew she was doing it for the excitement not the money.

As they were about to give up and go elsewhere they were approached by a guy who offered two chairs at their table. He only looked at Traci when he made the offer so his generosity was predictable. "I'm Trent and my buddy over there is Sam."

Trent ushered her ahead of him to the table and Pete followed him. All the way over Trent never stopped looking at Traci's barely covered ass.

Sam stood up and everyone shook hands and did the introductions and with that came a strange question, Trent asked Pete, "How do you know Traci?"

Apparently there was high anticipation in the answer because as soon as Pete said, "She's my wife," the wind went out of their sails. The disappointment was enough to figure they couldn't dump the boyfriend and leave with Traci. Still, Traci was far too desirable to just give up on so Trent asked Pete, "Mind if I dance with Traci, here?"

"It's fine with me if it's okay with Traci."

"I'd love to," she said in a way that offered a small glimmer of hope and Trent said, "Well c'mon girl, let me take you for a spin!"

Making their way to the dance floor he said, "Never saw you here before."

"That's because I didn't know you'd be here," she said, intentionally setting off stage one of his rocket.

He played a little innocent grab ass to see how far she'd go. He guessed that Pete couldn't see them in the crowd but every once in awhile he'd get a peek.

Back at the table, "Pretty girl, your wife," said Sam, "Not many like her come in here."

"Your buddy seems to like her," said Pete, testing the water.

"Ya, he does."

"What about you? Do you like her?"

"Whaddya mean? Ya, she's a real pretty girl."

"No, I mean are you attracted to her?"

"She's pretty. I'm not going to say something to get myself into trouble if that's what you're aiming for."

"I just wanted to know if you'd like to fuck her?" said Pete bringing the conversation to a dead stop.

Pete continued, "I know your buddy's interested and I'm thinking you are too. In fact, I think there's a lot of guys in this bar thinking they'd like to fuck her. Am I right?"

Pete said it so matter of factly that Sam's brain stumbled a bit.

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that for two hundred bucks apiece you and your buddy can fuck my smoking hot wife."

"And she's alright with this?"

"She loves it and if I know Traci I would imagine that your friend has already gotten his dick massaged on the dance floor."

When the band took a break, Traci and an obviously aroused Trent came back to sit down. He gallantly pulled out her chair having been given some possession of her on the dance floor. He didn't care about Pete anymore. Sitting across from her, Trent reached under the table, feeling up her thigh. Traci just smiled. Further proof of the green light. He was on fire. Fuck the husband.

Sam stood up, "C'mon outside, Trent, I wanna talk to you."

"I'm busy," he said, locked onto Traci.

"Just for a minute...c'mon."

"Oh fuck, this better be good!" He tore himself away from Traci and went out the front door. Five minutes later they came back. Trent slapped $400 down on the table in front of Pete who said, "You've got an hour and I'm coming with you to video it."

"I don't give a shit what you do," spit out Trent, "Let's go, girlie."

Trent walked her out while Sam re-parked the truck back deep in the corner slightly beyond the parking lot lights. Trent backed her up against the truck and with both hands ripped her shirt open.

Pete almost stopped videoing and stepped in but held off since Traci was still smiling. Bra and panties were savagely torn from her and their hands were everywhere. Trent took a long look at her naked body, "I'm gonna get my cock's worth outta you, slut!"

Sam told her to turn around and put her hands on the hood of the truck and he said to Trent, "You've got honors. Fuck her, buddy!"

"Oh ya," and Trent pushed his hard one hard into her pink. "Oh shit, she's as tight as she looks."

Traci was on such a high she came almost immediately, "Aw fuuuccccckkkkkk, uhnnnnnnn!!!"

Pete had managed to get down low enough to get shots of Trent's dick sliding in and out of her dripping wet pussy and his balls smacking her ass.

"C'mon, Sam, get in here and ride this girl."

Sam entered her full force and it was all she could do to stay upright, her feet periodically leaving the ground. She held on to the hood ornament.

"Hey, what's going on out here?" said the owner, Billy, as he approached the front of the truck. "I'm getting complaints from some of the custo..." then he saw Traci..."Girl, you're causing me problems but fuck if you aren't fine. I want a piece of this...follow me."

The five of them went to a decent size shed Billy used to store equipment. As soon as they closed the door Trent started fucking her again and while she was bent over Billy took his cock out of the holster and stuck it in her mouth. "Oh shit, ahhhhhhhhh, you boys have been having fun. Suck it good, honey."

Traci orgasmed again, the juices running freely, her moans muted by a mouthful of Billy's cock.

As the men shifted and Billy stuck her pussy he, noticing Pete for the first time, said "Who's this little prick?"

"That's her husband," said Trent.

"Fucking, say what?" Billy laid into Traci so hard it knocked Trent out of her mouth. "Shit, I'm cumming. Watch this, husband," he crowed to Pete, "I'm going to fill this cunt up like a Corvette at the gas station. Uhnnn, fuuuuccckkk, fuuuuccckkk!!!" and he came.

Sam took over and he too left his load in her and then Trent was left still banging away, until rhythmically "every - last - drop - of - uhnnn - cum - fuuuuccckkk!!!!!!"

Finally, he left and the two of them sat exhausted. Traci had nothing to clean herself with so they went back to where the truck was and found what was left of her clothes.

On the drive back home they were mostly quiet. Traci made the closing understatement: "I love cock."

When they got in the house, Pete asked her to sit down. "Traci, we've got to stop the prostitute thing for awhile. Tonight felt way too dangerous."

"But I was fi..."

"No! There were too many variables. I know it excited the hell out of you but at times it scared the shit out of me. No, the reason we joined Slut Wife Club in the first place was to have a safe environment for what we wanted to do. It's organized. When that guy ripped your shirt open I was seriously afraid he was going to hit you. He was mad that he got duped into paying for what he thought he seduced on the dance floor."

"But I was okay."

"But what if next time you're not!? No, the business guys gangbang was risky but somewhat organized. This thing tonight was potentially too dangerous and it was partially my fault for not presenting it all up front. 'This is my wife, she likes to fuck strangers for money. Are you interested?'"

"But I'm loving this. I knew that Trent was mad but it just made him want to fuck me harder. His passion along with that lust, and in a fucking parking lot against a truck, made me cum like crazy. He was like a hungry animal. Oh god."

"I understand, Traci, but we have to be more careful. Do you think I'm just trying to wreck a good time? I'd never forgive myself if something happened to you."

"Okay," she said embracing him, "I know you were worried but let's put the subject away for tonight. I'm tired."

And with that comment he knew she wouldn't stop but, at least for the evening, he was too emotionally exhausted to fight.

***

In the morning, at her urging, they watched the country bar video. She was right, it was electric. Trent dragging her to the truck and ripping off her shirt got Pete rock hard and the subsequent crude, angry fucking of her by the three men was both debasing and irresistibly arousing.

Pete and Traci fucked to the imagery like they were watching premium porn.

***

They joyfully dressed for the evening's Slut Wife Club, feeling somehow freed up from the busy schedule they'd either accepted from the club or created for themselves. They looked forward to seeing friends and as it turned out friends felt the same way.

Even the valet was excited when Traci's magnificent legs preceded her out of the car and he offered his hand.

"Welcome, Traci, you look beautiful as always!"

"Thank you, Russ."

She came sweeping in the hotel door like a rock star and, in the world that lived out their fantasies on the 10th floor, she was. Bellhops, desk staff, even custodial personnel gave a greeting to Traci. The fact that many of them had heard only rumor but had no real idea about the nature of her notoriety didn't harsh her high. She was the 'it' girl and, as usual, Pete kept his place a few paces behind.

Casey led the welcoming cheers: "Glad to have you back, Traci! Please make some time for staff...they've missed you." Then he followed her around like a puppy.

Many familiar faces; Aaron, Ernie, Austin and others asked for attention but Traci was feeling nostalgic about when they first joined and Dan had seduced her. That hookup set everything into motion and opened up a lifestyle that she discovered an endless appetite for.

She took Dan by the lapels and got nose to nose, "Oh Dan, I think it's been too long since I felt that cock of yours inside me. Wanna play?"

"Hi, Dan!" said Pete coming up from behind her. "From the look on your face, I've got the feeling you're going to ask my wife to dance."

"May I?"

"Yes, but I expect appropriate behavior at all times and have her home by ten."

They all laughed as Traci and Dan took off for the dance floor.

In passing the bar, out of the corner of her eye she saw Eric. She hadn't had any contact since she blew him in the grocery store parking lot, and now she relived the shame of breaking the rules. Pete never knew and she didn't want him to ever know.

Turning her attention back to Dan as he slow danced with her, he unbuttoned her satin blouse and his hands cupped her tits quickly. He kissed her and she shuddered. She'd been in such demand since that first night, he'd barely had another chance with her until now.

Pete sat at the same sofa where Dan had first fucked her. "Can I get you something, sir?" said the tall, slender brunette wearing a short black dress with nude cutouts everywhere. She had a Brit accent and said, "I'm taking drink orders, sir. Of course, if there's something else you see that's not on the menu, I might be able to get that for you as well."

He laughed, "I'm Pete." She smiled and there was no doubt about her intention. "I'm Anna. I'll be your cocktail waitress. I'll supply the tail..."

"Mmmmmmm, sounds like something I might be interested in. Is this your first time here?"

"No, I did it last week. I'm Casey's sister-in-law. We're visiting from the UK. Once I found out what he was managing I wanted to come and (laughing) last week I came a lot."

"Where's your husband?"

"Out at a pub having a reunion with old friends. I know what he likes and he knows what I like."

"Sounds equitable. How about a martini, Anna?"

Walking away he thought she walked with an attitude he hadn't quite seen at the club other than Traci. It was a willful, bawdy display of pure sex for every cock in the room to see.

No question, he HAD to fuck this girl.

She returned and set his drink on the table, "Now...See anything else you like?"

"As a matter of fact, yes, I do." He stood and pulled her to him as he reached between her legs. Casey happened to be walking by and leaned in to Pete, "You might need some help taming this cat," and walked away.

"I like lots of cock, please" she said.

Sitting on the edge of the sofa, Anna undid his pants and blew him to maximum hardness. "God I love good hard cock," she said under her breath. "Dinner is served," she said as Pete hurriedly pulled her dress over her raised arms. She had no underwear on so he immediately licked her pussy and sucked her tits that turned out to be surprisingly sensitive.

Pete had playfully twisted her taut nipples and she shivered a bit. He then torqued them harder and she gasped and urged him to "Hurt me, you fucker! Uhnnnnnn (gasp) owwww, (gasp) fuck I'm cummmming."

The wetness trickled down her leg. Pete sat back on the sofa. Anna mounted him cowgirl, enthusiastically pounding on his rod to the point where Pete could just relax and enjoy. "Oh, yes, I love it..." she said, raising her rear up and down.

Across the room, Aaron saw something he could rarely pass up. Sensing opportunity, he dropped his trousers and stroked himself watching them. Every other woman in the room had been used to watching him prepare his monster and hoped it was coming for them.

With Pete's silent consent and without warning he walked up from behind Anna, lubed her hole with a single motion and began to penetrate her. Initially, she had a hard time taking Aaron's thick member, "Oh no! You're too big for my arse...oh god...oh no...oh no...ohhhhhh...yes, baby."

They fucked her in smooth tandem, she moaning with delight.

Austin, who had been talking to Aaron, also wanted a piece of the British slut everybody was talking about. He walked up to her at the back of the couch, stirred his drink with his cock and offered it to her. "Lick it off" he said naughtily and she eagerly licked him and he repeated it two or three times.

"I'd like your cum even better," she said and took him to the hilt and and successfully filling all her holes.

For the next half hour, they fucked Anna every which way until she urged them to cum on her face, "I want to lick all your cocks cleaner than when you got out of the shower."

On her knees in a semicircle, they jerked themselves off, splashing their jizz all over her face and in her mouth. Aaron came lastly and lightly slapped her cheek with his empty tool.

Standing up she thanked them for a "sweet fuck" and they in turn hugged and kissed her. She slipped back into her dress and was taking drink orders in a flash.

Pete went for a casual search of Traci's whereabouts and found her involved with Eric on a sofa behind the bar facade. He didn't think much about it initially but something about the way he caressed her hair and the way she kissed him made it feel different.

Pete got that jealous feeling in the pit of stomach that he thought was long gone.

As Eric buried his cock deep inside her, Traci had the feeling of being made love to. She was very afraid because it was a shared passion.
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Pete woke up to an empty side of their bed. Traci loved to sleep in after one of the club events but this time she was already at the table when he came in the kitchen. "Look who's up and ready for the day."

"Sit down, Pete," she said in a subdued voice that made him uncomfortable, "We have to talk."

"You're making me nervous, Traci, what's going on?"

"I have to talk to you about something I should have told you long before now. For the sake of our marriage I have to be honest."

"Oh no, what?"

"A couple months back I ran into Eric at the grocery store and even though the conversation wasn't much more than small talk, standing there I felt myself getting turned on."

"Nobody would criticize you for that, I mean, I've been tur..."

"Stop! Pete, I broke the rules and...I...I gave him a blow job in his car in the parking lot...and what's worse, I wanted it to go further but I made myself get out of the car."

Pete was silent for a moment. "Are you in love with him?"

"No."

"Are you sure? Because watching you two last night I'm fairly certain he's in love with you."

"Yes, I think you're probably right. I have a hard time resisting him sexually but I'm not in love with him. You're my love but I fucked up and broke the rules."

"Okay, so what are you going to do?"

"I don't know. I think I just have to stay away from him. I'm so sorry, Pete. You're so wonderful indulging all my urges and fantasies and I go and do this."

"I do it because I love you, Traci, but to be fair it goes both ways. We entered all of this together. I have a suggestion though about the Eric issue. I wouldn't just try and avoid. That's too hard because he'll keep coming. I'd tell him clearly what you told me so he knows where you stand. I have to say, when we first started out the thought of something like this happening crossed my mind. The way we protect our marriage is to have rules. I'm glad you told me about this. I feel closer to you for doing that."

"Petey, you are the best pimp/husband a girl could ever have," she said with a laugh of relief.

"Ah...you're welcome...I think?"

Just then the text alert went off on her phone.

"Eric?" asked Pete.

"No. Dave."

"Really? Just how many crazed admirers do you have? Does he still want back in your panties?"

"He wants to run away with me."

"How often does he text you this?"

"A couple times a day."

"Do you have any plans of going away with him?"

"No, of course not. I don't even answer the texts."

"Then give me the phone."

"What are you going to do?"

"Just hand me the phone."

He typed: 'Dave, this is Pete. I'm not even going into the many reasons your daydream is never going to happen but pay attention to this one last word. Stop.'

"That should do it. I edited my pissed off self for the sake of your friendship with Isabel but if there's another one of these texts my response won't be so civil."

She put the phone down and hugged him, "I rarely see you angry about anything but I like this new Pete."

***

Pete and Traci had to fly out Friday morning on route to a rural chapter of Slut Wife Club. Nearly all club chapters were based in larger cities for obvious reasons, the principal one being the fewer number of interested people in socially conservative towns. This particular club was an anomaly, in a town adjacent to a larger city but tucked away in the mountains, being more of a resort. The town was small but the interest was unusually great and poster girl, Traci, was coming to town!

Pete really didn't want to go, thinking that Carrie Nation would come marching into the club event and clean the heathens out of town with one stroke of righteousness.

Traci took a matter of fact approach. "Most people have the desire but lack the opportunity. Remember, everyone has either a dick or a pussy. Some are just more active than others."

Pete would laugh every time she delivered her biology lesson.

"And maybe you can sell me once on Friday like last time!! Please!?"

"I don't think we'll have time, Traci. We're traveling most of the day and then having dinner with the club managers at seven."

"How about afterwards?"

"I don't know. Why don't we see how we feel?"

"Okay, but I know how I'm going to feel."

***

After reaching the hotel it was late afternoon and Pete was exhausted so he decided to take a nap before dinner. In contrast, Traci was pacing around the room, "And while you're doing that I'm going down to the bar, have a glass of wine and flirt."

"Where do you get the stamina, Traci? Compared to you I should be in a nursing home."

He kicked off his shoes and settled back into a pillow love affair. Traci redid her makeup and slipped quietly out the door.

The bar was empty save for a couple at a deuce and another couple right at the other end of the bar. "Glass of Chardonnay, please."

As she sipped the wine she noticed the man at the bar looking past the shoulder of his presumed date in Traci's direction. Whenever they'd make eye contact he'd smile to the point that the woman, sensing a distraction, turned back to see her. This went on for awhile until the visibly annoyed woman grabbed her purse and got up and left.

In a minute or two the bartender set a second glass of wine in front of her. "Courtesy of the gentleman over there." She thought to herself how easy it was to attract men and how much fun it was to do.

At the last club event she and the cocktail server, Anna, got into a girl's meeting on the glories of sluthood and the endless pleasure of being fucked by one, two, three men...who's counting? They had bonded and she looked forward to calling her once she got home. The only disappointment was that Anna was visiting and going back to the UK. Traci's goal was to get her to stay longer.

Traci lifted the wine and saluted the guy. That was all the tall, burley businessman needed to come and sit next to her. "Hi, I'm Art."

Traci introduced herself and thanked him for the drink. "So," she teased, "what happened to your date? Couldn't handle a big boy like you?"

"Well, you're what happened actually. You're a gorgeous woman."

"But was that your girlfriend/wife who left?"

"No, she's a working girl who hits this bar often."

"You weren't interested?"

"Oh I was interested alright until you sat down and then everything changed."

"How so?"

"A beautiful girl, alone, maybe??"

"But maybe I would cost you too much."

"Wait! You're a hooker?!?!"

"To the right guy I am. Consider me more of a specialty item."

"Oh for fuck's sake, I would never have believed it. Well, let's go, I'm ready!"

"Easy, cowboy, at the moment I'm like an off duty cab. I'm not taking any riders right now."

"You've got to be kidding. I've got a boner with a crush on you and you're going to turn me down?"

"Sorry, I'd love to do something with this," she said, touching the front of his pants, "but it would have to be later."

"You're cruel. C'mon, baby, let's stop fooling around and go up to my room."

"If you want what's on the menu you're going to have to wait. I can tell you, Arthur, that underneath these clothes it gets even better..."

"Oh fuck...this is brutal. Can you at least tell me why I can't have you right now?"

"Sure. My husband's asleep and can't be here until later."

"What?!?! You're married and you're coming on to me?! This is crazy. You're husband????"

"Let's just say, he oversees my activities."

"Your husband is pimping you out?"

"I know, isn't it amazing? Let me ask you this, do you like what you see?"

"Fuck, yes."

"And you want some of this," pulling the hem of her dress just slightly above the white of her panties.

"Fuck, yes."

"Then maybe I'll see you back here sometime tonight and I'll make your dreams come true." She stood up off the stool, kissed him on the cheek and sashayed out of the bar looking back over her shoulder. "Thanks for the wine, Arthur."

He sat there with his mouth open and his dick on high alert.

***

She barged in the door, "Petey, Petey, wake up! I sold myself at the bar!!"

Groggy and disoriented, "What?? You what? You fucked some guy? What??"

"No, I didn't fuck anybody but I sold myself for tonight. I told him you had to be there."

"Oh my god, you are unbelievable. I'm starting to think you can't be satisfied at anytime of the day."

"No I can't. Petey, I'm so excited! I feel so alive!"

"What am I gonna do with you?"

She jumped on the bed like a cat. "How about love me and enjoy the ride."

***

The club managers were a local couple, Randy and Trish, who met Pete and Traci in the hotel dining room. One thing was clear from their introduction, there was a subtle attraction. Pete was clearly taken by the petite pixie, Trish, and Traci found Randy to be the irresistible stud that she would spread her legs for.

After ordering drinks they got to know one another a little bit.

"We're so happy to meet you, Traci," said Trish. "Everybody at the club is out of their minds waiting to meet you! Even the women. I'm sorry, Pete, that was rude."

"Don't worry about it," said a magnanimous Pete, "she's an incredible girl, the star of the family for sure. I'm lucky to be married to her. I am interested to know though, how in the world were you able to have a club like this in such a small town? Doesn't everybody know everybody?"

Randy and Trish looked at each other, amused, before Randy said, "I guess I'll field this one. Trish and I both had affairs. Me with my secretary and her with...ah...."

"Many men in town," chuckled Trish.

"What I didn't realize was that she had a voracious appetite for sex and I was hardly any better, fucking my secretary on a regular basis. At the same time we knew we loved each other and didn't want to divorce. We just needed a different approach to accommodate our desires so we sat down and talked it through and decided to give each other what we needed. We both said what we wanted. Trish strongly identified as a submissive and l wanted to fuck a slut so really it was a match made in heaven!"

Everyone laughed uproariously. "Sounds familiar," said Pete.

"Once we got over the jealousy part and realized what we were giving each other we actually got closer. Then when we looked at the amount of cheating going on in town a light went on when Trish stumbled onto a Slut Wife Club ad. We worked out a franchise deal and were surprised how many couples wanted in. It's basically word of mouth and on the down low for obvious reasons but it works."

"And here we are," continued Trish, "sitting across the table from the girl in the ad with the hot bod. Randy studied those pictures very carefully..."

"With that guy doing you?" said Randy, "Wow, you were soooo beautiful...oh, I'm sorry..."

"You'll have to excuse Randy, he has been drooling over those pictures since he found out you were coming."

Riding the wave of flattery, Traci said, "He's fine, that's what the pictures are there for. I'm glad he liked them."

"Liked? Randy hasn't put his dick down since he saw those pictures."

Traci blushed ever so slightly, "Well thanks, Randy," and added provocatively, "Maybe Trish will let you come out and play with me."

"Oh god..."

"Well now you've lit the fire," laughed Trish.

The banter over dinner stayed along the same lines except that everyone got a lot looser and the martinis flowed more freely. Pete was hardly masking his interest in Trish, complimenting her in every way he could. "That's a beautiful dress, Trish," he said, staring at her bountiful cleavage.

"Thanks, Petey," getting familiar enough to use Traci's affectionate nickname for him, something Traci found slightly annoying.

"Look," said Traci, "would you guys care to come up to our room for an after dinner drink? I could attack the mini-bar."

"Ya! That would be great." said Randy in the midst of a Traci trance.

Trish apologized but, "I think it might be more fun to wait until tomorrow night at the club ...sort of a fun anticipation. If we go up now I think we all know what would happen."

"Well, sure honey, but would that be so awful?" begged Randy. "Besides, tomorrow night I'll have to fight off guys to even get close enough to Traci to shake hands. Remember what I told you before we left."

"I remember."

"Don't want to be nosey but what did he say?" Traci asked.

Pete stepped in, "Traci, if you don't want to be nosey then don't be. Leave them alone and we'll see them tomorrow..."

"Cover your ears Pete," jumped in Randy, "I said if I got the chance tonight to drop my seven inches into Traci's pussy I wouldn't hesitate."

"Randy!!!" said an embarrassed Trish. "Have some class for god's sake! You sound like Floyd!"

"Who's Floyd?" asked Traci.

"He's nuts about the pictures too," Trish said.

Traci began to giggle and then it started to feed on itself and then she couldn't stop. "I'm sorry, you guys but I think I've passed my martini quota. I get like this and everything seems hysterical. I think Trish is right, let's save it for tomorrow. It's pretty clear that we want to swap spouses so let's make time for that during the club event. In case anybody missed it, Pete is lusting after Trish and I'd love to be on the receiving end of Randy's cock."

"You would? Oh fuck..." said a randy Randy.

"Yes, baby, Just like the pictures."

"Oh my god!" he screamed with delight.

"Your hard right now aren't you, Randy?"

"Traci!" Pete said, trying to slow down the runaway train.

"As stiff as a two by four, Traci!"

Traci jumped up from the table and grabbed Randy's hand, "C'mon, let's go, I can't wait until tomorrow." She pulled him right out of his seat and out of the dining room leaving Pete and Trish with conversational whiplash and the other diners watching.

Pete, at a loss for words, "She gets a little impulsive."

"Yes, I can see that. We should probably let them have their party. I have a question though."

"Ask away."

"When Traci said you were lusting after me, is that true?"

"From the moment I met you...Waiter? Could we see the dessert menu please?"

***

An hour later Randy found Pete and Trish in the lounge, "Wow, wow, wow. Thanks a lot for sharing her. You get that everyday? Wow!"

"Glad you enjoyed her."

'Well we have to be getting home. Big day tomorrow! Let's go, Trish. Oh, Pete, she told me to tell you, if you were in the lounge, stay put, she'd be right down. Thanks again!"

Traci came in about ten minutes later wearing, as Pete dubbed it, her 'hooker uniform.'

"Uh oh, don't tell me you still have more juice in the box?"

"I kinda made a date."

"Was this the guy you sold yourself to?"

"Ya, but I don't see him. Maybe he gave up and went home."

"How was the stud muffin?"

"Oh, Randy? He was right about his cock. A good seven and he was a beast!"

"So you had a good time?"

"Oh hell ya. Came twice. Did you end up in Trish's pants?"

"Nope, she's first on my dance card tomorrow night."

"Excuse me," said a big man, "is this seat taken?"

"Arthur! You came back to find me!"

"Had to, couldn't get you out of my mind."

"Oh, Art, this is my husband, Pete."

"So this is the guy I have to thank for this sweet thing here. So what's the damage?"

"You can fuck my wife for six hundred bucks and I get to watch and video it. Otherwise it's eight hundred and I still watch and I'm standing outside the door in the hallway for a thousand:"

"It's like going through a fast food drive-thru. You're some weird folks but here I am. I'll take the six and a side of fries."

Traci put her hand on Art's chest, "Are you going to cum all over me, Arthur?"

"That's the plan, sweetheart...By the way, what do you two do with these videos?"

"We fuck while we watch," said Pete.

"Let's go," said an over ready Art.

***

In the room Art helped Traci lift her dress over her head. "Fuck me, what a body on you, girl," growled Art as he went about removing her bra and panties. "Holy..." He turned her around and slapped her ass.

"Oooo, Arthur," yelped Traci, "you've got big hands."

Art leaned back against the couch, "On your knees and suck my dick..."

She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his fly, yanked his pants down and went on a tear. Seeing that she was skillful he pushed the envelope, "Take it deep and look up at me." She took him as deep as she could go and then with both hands he pulled her head into his belly and smothered her.

When he let her up she gasped for air. "I like that. Again!!" he ordered her, "Take it down your throat!" He face fucked her until her eyes began to water. When he finally let her up she smiled, "Good for you, Arthur?"

He pushed her back on the bed and, diving between her legs, ate her pussy furiously until she screamed, "Oh god, you fucker, ahhhhhh, fuuuuccckkk, Arthur! uhhhnnnnnnnnnn!!! Right there, baby!!!!!!!!!!!!! Uhnnnnnnnnnnnn!!!!!"

He got up and unceremoniously drilled her, his big belly slapping against her. "You fucking hot little cunt!!!" he yelled. He kept the pounding at a blistering pace and she screamed, "I'm cummmming again, fucker!!!!!"

His ass bounced up and down as he hammered her for quite some time. She was astounded that he never let up. He stopped once to flip her onto all fours and hit it again with the same energy. "Fuuuuccckkk me, Arthur!!!!!!!"

She came for a third time.

Pete circled them with the camera like a vulture but they lost all sense of him. Watching Traci get railed Pete could feel his cock throbbing to get out. There was a part of him that couldn't get past the fact that this was his wife under that beast but another part of him wanted her to take even more.

Art's assault was punctuated by her screams and his deep grunts. Finally his breathing got loud and more frequent and, "I'm cuuummmiinngg."

He pulled out, she turned around facing his cock with her tongue out and he let loose a torrent of thick white cum that dripped off her face and onto her nipples, all caught by Pete in a glorious closeup.

"My my, Arthur," said a satisfied Traci, "you do everything big."

"You bring out the best in me, girlie. Next week again?"

"Sorry, we're going back home Sunday morning but keep me in your dreams."

When he left Pete was sitting on the bed looking at the video. "He fucked you so hard I'm surprised you don't have a concussion."

***

The next evening they waited outside the hotel for the limousine to take them to the club. "Maybe it's a log cabin." cracked Pete.

"Now Pete, they're horny men and women just like us. If they're anything like Arthur and Randy I'm going to have one tired pussy. God I love what we do!"

"I know you do, baby. I love to see you so happy."

"Even when a total stranger is fucking me?"

"Even then."

"Petey's in love, Petey's in love..."

"Yup. Love my beautiful slut!"

When the limo driver picked them up there was an immediate recognition that this was Traci from the club ads. They began wondering just exactly how many men had seen the ads? While there was still no video of her, the pics with Robert had taken on a life of their own.

"Pete, I think we should consider giving the club a video."

"I thought you didn't want to do that?"

"I'm changing my mind."

"I've got a better idea than that. How about we give the club a link to our website? 'Wanna see more of Traci? Click here' and then they get directed to SlutTraci.com or something like that?"

"How about SlutHusband.com with pictures of you watching me?!"

"Are you mocking me?"

"Only in a loving way," she giggled.

***

At the banquet hall, the driver went around to the back of the building "to draw less attention' and guided them up a freight elevator that emptied out in the hall. When the door opened everyone cheered her, Pete following along as usual.

Randy and Trish greeted her and the other members crowded around. They went to a small riser with a microphone and Randy introduced them:



"Hey everybody, we're so happy to have Traci with us tonight. Of course, I had her last night so I'm even happier."

Everybody laughed and Trish whacked him on the arm. "So, here she is, poster girl, Traci!"

Everyone applauded and thanked them for a warm reception. "I'm so happy to be here but I really have to thank my husband, Pete, for getting us into the club in the first place. He not only helped bring out my inner-slut but has loved me all these years. You girls won't regret taking a ride on my Petey! And you guys can thank him for sharing me. Tonight I'm just another cock hungry slut so let's see where the night goes!"

The place went nuts. Offers came from every direction and then someone yelled, "How about a gangbang, Traci?"

"That can probably be arranged. Have fun everybody!!"

She stepped down off the riser into a circle of 6 or 7 anxious faces, some absentmindedly playing with themselves.

Two or three couples were already going at it but most of the members were following the celebs around. For the first time that he could ever remember Pete was in the middle of a reverse gangbang. The group had stripped his clothes off and jockeyed for a chance to ride his pole. Ones waiting sometimes licked his balls or tongued his nipples. They all seemed to be having the best time of it with their boy toy.

Traci was on her back on a twin bed and was entertaining with whatever holes she had available. She let their base instinct wash over her delectable body. Nothing was off the table.

While Trish was in the saddle she leaned into Pete and whispered, "I want you alone to fuck the daylights out of me." Her pussy wrapped around his bone like they belonged together. "I want you too," he replied.

The bangers kept a low level running commentary about Traci as if they were discussing car parts at an ice cream social. "Fucking beautiful rack on this girl." "Hell ya." "I'm fucking her ass." "Oh c'mon Floyd you don't even fuck Denise in the ass." Traci said nothing to the men, her mouth trying to manage two dicks at once.

While Denise straddled his shaft, she tried to grind her clit on him. Trish dropped her tits from over his head so he could suck them. Pete lasted for awhile but eventually lost his restraint when he was mounted by a petite redhead who bounced up and down on him until he began to cum. "I can't hold back," he warned them.

"She got ass-fucked in the pictures," said Floyd, "and I want some of that." Another banger had the good sense to swab a dollop of jelly on her anus just before Floyd brutishly rammed his cock into her ass, her scream muted by a mouthful.

The girls all gathered around Pete, jerking him en masse, all their hands finishing him. The sperm shot up, "fuuuuccckkk," and onto a couple of girls.

The crudeness of the gangbang was driving Traci to that monster orgasm that often occurred when she was being ravaged and used. She felt it growing in her belly, "Uhhhhnnnnnnnn, you fuuuuccckkkers" until it exploded into ecstasy and juice glistened on her thighs. "She likes it!" "Ya, she loves it just like the pictures."

Floyd couldn't stop.

No sooner had he left her ass than he went right back in her pussy. "Geez, Floyd, leave some for the rest of us!" Floyd ignored them until with a thunderous growl he blew his cum up her chest. Like lemmings the rest of the men followed suit until Traci was covered in man spunk.

Pete caught the last part on video, "For our family album," he explained to everyone's amusement.

***

The evening was a success but by the end of the night even Traci, the sex machine, was weary.

"I'm ready to go home," she told him in the limo back to the hotel.

"What have you done with my Traci?"

"I feel like I fucked my way through an entire town. Not to mention 'tipping' the bartender and Byron."

"Who's Byron?"

"He's our chauffeur." Byron waved in the mirror smiling. "She's very good," he said.

"By the way, Traci, in an effort for full disclosure I need to tell you that Trish gave me her business card and said she'd love to see me again...alone. I thought you should know I'm going to toss the card."

"Don't do that right away. At the rate I'm putting out I might die of a cock overdose and you'll be single again."


Slut Wife Club Inc Ch. 12

Traci met Anna, the slut club cocktail server visiting from the UK, for lunch Monday afternoon. Traci's endless enjoyment of taking cock and all its obsessive variations didn't allow for many girlfriends but Anna, although from a vastly different background, shared very similar desires.

They were both unrepentant sluts who craved cock, the more adventuresome the better.

"I just can't believe you got your husband to sell your pussy!" said an excited Anna. "My husband likes to watch me go at it but I can't see him getting up from the recliner to pimp me out. Sounds incredibly exciting though!"

"Anna, it's such a rush to have a stranger fucking you for cash! Just watching the negotiation turns me on. They want me so bad they can't think straight."

"You're a gorgeous girl so I can see why they might lose their bearings for a shot at your pussy."

"I guess so because, so far, no one has said no to Pete videoing the whole affair."

"What?!?"

"Pete is attempting to film everything and then later on we watch them and get off all over again. Crazy, huh?"

"Oh my god, do you think I could go with you guys sometime?"

"Sure, but I thought you were going back home?"

"Surprise!! My husband is going home but I'm going to stay on for awhile longer!! I liked the slut club so much and I met a friend!"

"Anna, I'm so happy you're staying."

Traci hugged her.

"Me too, and Casey likes me helping out at club events so I'm staying with him. My husband, bless his heart, was really sweet to me about staying. He knows what a hopeless cock and cum maniac I am and he said he'd miss me but have fun!"

For the next 2 hours they talked about sex in detail and we're surprised at the commonality of their interests and pleasures. An excited Anna said, "We're like cock hungry sisters from opposite sides of the Atlantic."

"Frankly," said Traci, "I've lost my best friend, Isabel, over this and other than Pete and a couple of conversations with girls from the club, there's been no one to share my experiences with. A lot of times the girls see me as a threat so bonding doesn't happen but I felt comfortable with you immediately. For sure they wouldn't understand my thrill ride of being bought and used. But it's so fucking intense and I cum all day just thinking about it."

"Traci, luv, we're going to have adventures."

"Yes we are, my beautiful friend!"

"Do you think Pete would mind a girls night out or two?"

"I don't know but he likes you, I know that."

"He sure as hell liked sticking his dick in me, that's for sure..."

"No, I mean he kept talking about you even after we got home that night. 'That Anna is so sexy!' See, Pete and I have rules about all of this and that includes doing it together. But he might figure you'd make a good chaperone!"

"That would be a gross error in judgment."

Traci started laughing and soon the two of them were convulsing as Anna acted out the idea of a 'proper chaperone'. "Young lady, get that penis out of your mouth, you don't know where it's been!"

"Oh, speaking of adventures," said Anna, "let me tell you about our trip to Paris..."

***

Later that evening at home over dinner...

"Well I guess so," said a hesitant, Pete, "but two pretty sluts loose on a girl's night out? It seems like that can only end up one way."

"So, that's a bad thing?"

"Ahhh, I suppose not considering what we've been doing but I'd be worried about your safety. Maybe I could just shadow you guys and you ignore me."

"Honey, I think we can take care of ourselves. The only likely scenario is we get picked up and I promise you we'll be selective."

"Traci...okay but I'll worry about you until you get home."

"How about if I check in with a text every once in awhile?"

"Yes, do that."

"When were you proposing to go out with her?"

"Wednesday? Oh, and when we go out again to sell me I promised Anna she could come with us."

"Traci, remember when we just used to sit at home and watch TV?"

"Vaguely."

"You like her, don't you?"

"Yes. She feels like family. She totally gets me sexually and I don't have another person in my life who understands my drive. You get me but I need a girlfriend like her."

"I'm happy for you...a little worried but happy."

***

Wednesday night Traci met Anna at a downtown bar and figured they'd make the circuit, come what may. Without comparing notes they ended up accentuating their long legs with short skirts and high heels. "They will be tripping over themselves, and allowing an occasional glimpse of our knickers should have them panting like dogs," said Anna.

"Oh Anna, you're so bad. I love it!"

They sat at the end of the bar, "Strategically the best angle for what's going on," Anna pointed out.

Traci laughed, "Seems you've done this before."

"A time or two. My husband and I have had plenty of adventures but there's times when my pussy needs attention and he's not up for going out and masturbation isn't enough. Sometimes I just need to be fucked by some guy with dirty thoughts."

"Oh god, me too!"

"What'll you girls have?" said the bartender.

"What do you suggest," said Anna, "for a couple of girls with loose morals?"

Traci and the bartender laughed, "A couple of cosmopolitans should get you off and running."

"Two, please," said Anna, who closely watched him walk away to make the drinks. "Nice looking guy."

"But, Anna, he's working."

"Sometimes the best lollipop is right in front of you. Mmmm, he's got a tight little bum."

Traci studied him as he shook the cocktail shaker, "You're right, he is an attractive guy. If the front is as nice as the back you may be on to something."

Serving the drinks, "Here you go, ladies."

Traci nudged her purse off the edge of the bar.

The bartender sprung into action. "Let me get that." The purse fell near her feet and as he picked it up he rose slowly, deliberately enjoying the scenery. Traci edged her skirt up almost imperceptibly.

"Here you go, miss."

"Thank you...ahhh...I don't know your name."

"Rudy."

"I'm Traci and this is Anna."

"Well it's nice to have a couple pretty girls in here."

"That's apparent" said Anna, staring at the tent pole growing under his bar apron.

"Oh, sorry," he said slightly embarrassed.

"So, Rudy, how long have you worked here?"

Leaning on the bar in front of them trying to mask his boner, "Since we opened. I'm the owner. So, Anna, I detect an accent, where are you from?"

"Near London. I'm visiting my friend here and we're out looking for some fun."

"Maybe I could show you girls the whole place. We've got different rooms for things like poker and pool. It's actually pretty big."

"Sounds great. Traci and I love big."

"Walt! Cover me, I'm taking my break."

He led the girls on the "grand tour" through the labyrinth of private gaming rooms. In one of the last rooms, a large poolroom with two tables, Traci asked him what his favorite game was and he said, leaning back against the table, he loved pool the best.

Traci moved within an inch of his nose and squeezed the stiff cock in his pants. "That's great, Rudy, because I like to play with balls too. Interested?"

She freed his cock from its confinement with no resistance and went down on his throbbing shaft and licked his balls. Anna joined her and together they put him in a happy place.

Breaking the trance, Rudy said, "Girls, I haven't got a lot of time so strip down and let me fuck those sweet pussies." They did so and lined up against the pool table waiting for their turn as he alternately laid into them.

"Fuck me good and hard," said Anna.

"Fuck, you sluts are delicious," he said, switching to Traci's wet and welcoming cunt.

"Pound it, Rudy," she begged him.

Without warning, the other bartender, Walt, peaked in, closed the door, whipped it out and pushed his half mast dick into Anna's mouth. He was aroused so quickly he was banging her in a flash. Looking over at Rudy he said, "Nancy's watching the bar."

Rudy pushed Traci's face down on the table. She could feel the felt on her nipples and it made her cum, "Uhnnnnnn, fuck me mutherfucker!! Uhhhhh!!"

"Twist my nipples!!" Anna demanded. "Twist my nipples...hurt me!!"

"Whatever you want, slut!" He did what she asked and her juices exploded down her leg.

"I'm close," said Rudy, "real fucking close. Where do you want it?"

"In my mouth," said a smiling Traci. "Give me your spunk, stud."

From behind the door they all heard, "Rudy!! Rita just came in!"

"Shit!! On your knees, girl!!!!" Traci pushed away from the table, dropped down to receive his cum and he jerked it in her open mouth, some of it going on her shoulders, some on the floor.

Rudy pulled his pants up and made a dash for the door, "Damn, why'd she have to come now?" The door slammed and he was gone.

Still fucking Anna, Traci swallowed most of the cum and asked Walt, "Who's Rita?

"His wife."

Traci sucked and licked Walt's nipples while he reamed Anna. He kissed Traci and noticed her wedding band, "Do your husbands know where you sluts are?"

"Yes," they said in unison.

"Well, fuck me silly...I'm cumming, bitch." He picked up the intensity, pulled out at the last minute and splattered his cream on Anna's sweet little ass. She reached around, scooped up some and ate it while looking at him.

"Ohhhh, fuck, you are a nasty little tart...and I love it. You're gonna get me hard again."

"We'd like that," said an eager Traci.

"Grab your clothes, girls, and follow me." There was a doorway with steps at the other end of the room they hadn't noticed. He led them to a small studio apartment.

"I live up here. Drop your clothes anywhere and let's get to business. Suck my dick, both of you!"

They went at his cock like hungry wolves, jerking, sucking and licking. He was erect and hard again and looking to plow the delectable Traci.

"More cock, please," said 'a lot is never enough' Anna.

While the blowjob continued Walt picked up his cellphone and texted a friend he knew was down at the bar. 'Tad, come up to my apartment. You won't be sorry.' Then Walt lit up a joint, took a drag and handed it to Anna, "Help is on the way."

In only a couple of minutes the sound of shoes on the steps announced the arrival of more than one person. Tad stopped in the doorway seeing his buddy get serviced, "Holy fuck, Walt, dude, what the fuck?! Hey, this is Jimmy, hope you don't mind."

"No problem," said Walt, "they're fucking sluts...plenty to go around." The newcomers got their pants off and had their cocks initiated by Anna. Once hard they spit roasted her.

The weed made its way around the room until everyone was toasted and lost in the euphoria of fucking. Walt had Traci by the hair and was blasting her dripping pussy. "Fuck, yes, fuck me, fuck me!!!" she urged him on. He grabbed her gorgeous tits and she climaxed on his cock.

"What's Rudy doing?" Walt asked Tad, like they were idly chatting, waiting for a bus.

"Working the bar, uhhhhh, fuck..."

"I know what he wishes he was working," and they all laughed.

Tad and Jimmy switched ends. The joint made its way around the group, everyone getting higher and hornier than ever. "Fuck," said Jimmy, "I don't know for sure but I think this is the best pussy I ever had." "Stop talking and fuck the shit out of me, you bastard!" said Anna.

Jimmy held onto her hips and seriously banged her to the degree that Tad couldn't keep his dick in her mouth so he moved over and shoved it between Traci's luscious lips. "I can't believe it, this girl is so hot."

Other than trading places the fuck fest went on for nearly an hour until the guys, unable to hold back their cum, unloaded one by one onto the girls. As they lay naked oh the floor the door burst open and Rudy said, "Oh, please tell me it's not over. Rita just left."

Anna stood up, walked over to Rudy, kissed him and put his hand on her wet spot. He had his pants down and Anna on her back, legs in the air and his cock filling her up. She moaned, "Yes...give it to me...all my holes!"

"You want me to fuck you in the ass?"

He pushed her legs further over her head and spit on her asshole. He roughly planted his pole in her and made her shout, "Fuuuuccckkk!" She orgasmed hard, her cum dripping everywhere.

"Whose bitch are you?" he yelled at her.

"Yours! Fuck me deep!"

"Man, she can't get enough," said Walt sitting on a chair. "I'm getting hard again watching that."

He looked over at Traci and she got the message, coming and straddling him on the chair. She guided his cock into her. Once inside he was fully erect again. She bounced up and down and came once more, her juices running down his inner thighs.

"Twist my nipples hard!!!" demanded Anna. "Yes!!!!!!! Ohhhhhhhhh, shit, ahhhhhhhh."

"I'm cumming." said a heavily breathing Rudy.

"Cum in me."

"Uhnnnnnn," and Anna felt the surge expand in her.

At nearly the same time Walt shot his wad in Traci's wet spunk receptacle. "Oh, girl..."

The end result of all the weed consumed was a post fuck glow and, with the exception of Rudy who worked the bar through most of it, three zoned guys and two well oiled pussies. Rudy ran back down to the bar.

Traci made the move, "I think it's time for us to leave. Thanks for a delightful time, boys. Anna?"

"Yes, thanks for a fucking great time," Anna added.

Stoned beyond comprehension, Jimmy suddenly deduced, "Hey, you're English!"

Anna and Traci cracked up and left the apartment. Two pool players studied their asses as they passed by. The bar had gone through a transformation since they had come in earlier. It was loud and not an empty table or barstool to be found. Walking out the door, they waved to Rudy and he blew a kiss in their direction. When they got out on the street they high five'd one another. "Now that was a girls night out!" said Traci.

Traci took Anna to her rental car and as they parted Anna said, "See you Saturday at the club?"

"See you there, girlfriend!"

***

Traci told Pete a slightly condensed version of the outing but generally touched all the bases. His take away was, of course, "I should have been there to record all of that, and I'll tell you what, I can see a book deal coming out of this. 'The Guide To Loose Behavior'."

"People would think I made it all up."

"Oh maybe a few but for the most part they would believe it because they'd want to believe it. I have to think there are a lot of undercover sluts out there who would love a role model. The rest of the readers would be men and women who were simply titillated by it. They may never try it but they'd have fun imagining themselves doing it."

"My question though is what drives you to want to put me out there? A book, videos, a website? Why do you want me out there?"

"I don't know. You're hot! Okay, I know this is weird, what isn't, but when we went to that rural club promotion, those guys were nuts in anticipation of meeting you because they'd all gotten hooked on those site pics. Every time it was mentioned, which was a lot, I realized it turned me on that there were a lot of men out there jerking themselves like crazy, wishing they could have you."

"Wow, you sure have come a long way from when we started this."

"I know. I've become the freak husband of a slut who likes to watch his wife go at it. I've either gotten more secure or more insecure, I'm not sure which. I guess at the end of the day you come home to me and I'm comfortable with our love."

"Pete, how about we give one of the videos to the club site to go with the pictures?"

"Really, you're okay with that?"

"Well I love taking cock and apparently a lot of men, including my husband, like seeing me do it so let's try one and see how it goes."

"Which one?"

"I'll leave that up to your esteemed vision."

"Thanks, pornstar princess. I'll do my best...Wait a second, if this is another promo for the club why don't I follow you around with the camera and show prospective members what a night they'd be in for if they joined?"

"Hmmmmm. Wouldn't that kill the spontaneity?"

"I don't think so. Those guys are not going to pass on an opportunity to get in your pants even if it was broadcast on network TV."

"You're right. Let's try it and if it's too weird we can stop."

"Deal"

"Now you realize if you're filming you're not fucking," she pointed out.

"I can survive one event. Besides, I'll get to watch you!"

"You know, Pete, you really are a pervert."

"Thank you, dear."

***

Pete emailed Casey as to what they had planned and, of course, Casey was more than positive about the idea since it benefited the club and possibly his dick. More than any of the other wives, Casey tried everything he could to get away with dipping his cock in Traci and manage the event at the same time.

Traditionally they were fashionably late so Traci could make an entrance but because Pete wanted to let the regulars know what they would be up to they arrived fashionably early even though that's not really a thing.

Traci affectionately greeted Anna, "We'll reconnect later, girlfriend."

Pete called Aaron to help out with angles and setups because of his experience as a videographer. Aaron told Pete that 2 cameras could more accurately capture the sex and then sort it out in editing. As far as passion for the project went it didn't hurt that Aaron was a Traci aficionado. He had once taken her to a private room in the hotel to do the deed. He was rough with her and she liked it.

Traci dressed in her favorite slutty gear; a sheer black blouse barely covering a white lace bra, impossibly tight black leather dress, white lacey thigh high stockings and black patten leather heels. In a word she looked fuckable.

The filming began like a testimonial:

"Hi, I'm Traci and welcome to Slut Wives Club. As the club title suggests I'm here for one reason and there are plenty of husbands more than interested in satisfying me."

Her club first fuck, Dan, walked in the shot and greeted Traci with a deep tongue kiss. "Mmmm," he said, "Tasty Traci every time. That first night I met Traci I politely asked her husband, Pete, if I could take her out on the dance floor. He generously said, yes, and..."

"C'mon," Traci said, pulling him away from the cameras and towards the dance floor, "enough talk..."

Pete and Aaron followed with the cameras, trying to capture the dance foreplay between the two. Pete followed their hands as the dancing morphed into groping and eventually Dan picked her up and carried her to one of the sofas.

Pete softly did a little voiceover, "I sat at the bar and watched my beautiful wife get seduced by a stranger. It was MY first time too and I was very anxious but my hard-on was telling me to get past the shock, just relax and enjoy. Of course, it didn't hurt that Dan's wife, Valerie, came over and blew me while I watched Traci lose her panties and get eaten out."

The camera followed Dan as he got her completely naked and offered his erection to her waiting mouth. Pete moved in close as Dan's considerable member sliding effortlessly down her throat. The camera panned up to Dan's face, eyes closed, head back as she licked the length of his shaft.

Dan laid Traci on her back and buried his cock between her legs, his ass rising and falling, muscles contracting with each plunge. Aaron shot a close up of just her legs and heels shaking with the rhythm of the fuck and it became one of Traci's favorites in editing. This followed through to when she orgasmed and her legs stiffened tightly.

After the cameras had studied their fucking bodies for awhile, Pete and Aaron got nice angles on Traci's face as Dan splashed his spunk on her beauty. "Fuuuuccckkk, Traci!!!" The sticky cum hung from her cheek and chin and she swirled her tongue to pick some of it up. Dan scooped some of the cream off her tits and she sucked it from his finger.



Both videographers had raging boners and the night had just begun. They followed a half dressed Traci to the bar where she ordered a French Gimlet from Brandon the bartender.

"Do you want your tip now or later?" she asked him, partially playing to the camera.

"Definitely now, Traci,"

He wasted no time taking her behind the bar facade, hastily ripping down her panties and doggy fucking her as he had done at other club events. He came quickly on her buttocks and gallantly wiped away the evidence with a bar towel. It may have been done in a short time but he had drinks to make and hopefully other grateful tippers to accommodate.

Anna had gotten a chair and watched the whole thing, masturbating to a pleasant climax and calculating when she might get some of Brandon for herself.

Aaron told Pete, "I don't know how much longer I can hold out. Sorry, Pete, but I really want to fuck your wife. My nuts are busting." (they left that audible in the final video because Traci liked it).

There was literally nowhere she went throughout the night where she didn't get offers and Pete got a real sense of what the events were like for her and just how much she said yes to everything. There was almost nothing his slut wife wouldn't do and he had the video to prove it it to himself should he ever need a reminder.

By the end of the event Traci had administered copious numbers of blowjobs to members, fucked many of them to climax, got in the middle of a staff gangbang at Casey's urging and, as a final act, Aaron got his wish, handcuffed her to the bar railing, slapped her vulnerable ass and fucked her in every hole, much to the enjoyment of gathering members.

As Aaron stuck his dick in her ass she screamed because he was so big. Pete took a seat at the bar next to them and kept filming.

Rosita, Aaron's wife, on what one might assume was a mission of mercy, squatted in front of Pete and sucked him dry, swallowing every last drop.

It became the only blemish on the video because the camera shook occasionally. Aaron liked the unintentional effect.

***

On the ride home Pete kept looking at an exhausted Traci with an equal measure of awe and disassociation. As often as he'd seen her perform he still couldn't believe he was married to an indefatigable sex machine and just when he figured she was totally satiated and couldn't even think of sex anymore that night she asked, "Petey, would you take Anna and I out next Wednesday night to sell me?"
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Lunch with her new BF, Anna, had become a regular item on Traci's calendar. Pete wasn't sure whether Anna was a good influence or a bad one, or a perfect blend of both.

He told Traci, "She'd fuck a lamp post if she could fit it up her pussy," and she wasted no time passing it along to Anna who laughed hysterically at his observation.

"Well, I can't say he's wrong," she said still laughing, "I have a hard time saying no to anything long and hard." Of course, that took the laughter up a notch just as the waiter asked what they'd like.

Looking straight at his table height crotch, a giggling, Anna, said, "I hope that's on the menu."

"Anna!" said an embarrassed, Traci, "Waiter, could you come back, we're still deciding."

"Sure, Miss."

Traci was still laughing, "Anna, you naughty, naughty girl! Can't I take you anywhere?!?"

"Can't help it. Born this way."

"Oh girl, we're going to have a time of it tonight," said an excited Traci, "I'm going to suggest that Pete sell both of us, that is if you're into it. Or maybe you just want to watch?"

"I think you already know the answer to that..."

The waiter appeared once again, this time with a noticeable bulge underneath his white apron. "So, you are happy to see me," observed Anna.

He smiled as Traci steered the focus back to the menu. As he wrote her order, Traci added, "You'll have to excuse my friend here. She just knows what she likes." The waiter took Anna's order and left.

"Well, listen to you Miss naughty thing! 'Knows what she likes'?"

"What?" said a playful Traci, "Did I just accidentally get you laid?"

"You little devil. Well if he offered I wouldn't turn it down."

"So your husband is okay with this?"

"He just loves to watch me get fucked, urges on interested parties and he even loves the stories when he can't be there."

"Pete was a little in shock at the beginning but now he's even filming me whenever possible so that has come a long way. He wants a porn website dedicated to me."

"We're a lot alike, you and I."

The waiter brought their lunch, setting everything down carefully on the table with one eye on Anna. Looking down he noticed her skirt riding up on her thighs. It wasn't a fashion accident.

After lunch Traci stood up to leave, "See you tonight at seven?"

"I'll be there!"

Anna sat back down.

"Aren't you leaving?"

"Eventually," said Anna waving a little note. "The waiter is offering me free dessert if you know what I mean."

"Anna, you naughty girl. Have fun!"

***

Later in the day Traci called Pete at work. "Petey, please tell me you'll sell both of us."

"What do you mean? Separate? Together?" he laughed. "Don't forget I'm an amateur pimp!"

She laughed too. "I know baby, we're getting so crazy."

"Well you can't call us boring, that's for sure. And now you've got a gal pal as wild as you!"

"I know, can you believe it? I'm going to be so sad when she goes home."

"By the way, i delivered the slut club video we did and Casey told me the website hits are off the chain. He said the comment thread wanting to fuck you and know everything about you has lead to a big increase in membership. Can you even imagine the numbers of horny men jerking off watching you take cock?!"

"It's kind of overwhelming. Makes me wet thinking about it."

"Casey said many new members, even women, want to know when you'll be coming to their town and Robert wants us to go out on another road trip. You're the slut club queen! The thing is blowing up!"

"We'll talk tonight."

Traci went to the club website to see the completed video for the first time and read the comments. She was surprised at the quality of how Pete and Aaron edited the video and how hot she looked on camera. She loved the part where Aaron puts down his camera and tells Pete, 'Sorry, Pete, but I really want to fuck your wife. My nuts are busting.'

She relived the pleasure of him handcuffing her to the bar railing and pounding her kitty. It was even hotter knowing Pete filmed it.

By the end of the sequence she had cum watching herself cum. It was surreal.

The comment section went on and on:

'Traci is the sweetest piece of ass I've ever seen. I'd give anything to fuck that girl and I think my wife would understand.'

'I've got 9 inches that need a home and I wish it was in you, Traci!'

'I don't know how a girl could be hotter than you Traci. I'd fuck you anywhere, anytime.'

'I'm joining Slut Club just on the small chance I'll meet her. My wife already fucks anything that moves so our membership is a no brainer.'

Even as she read them she could see the thread expand in real time. Some boldly left phone numbers and email addresses. Others sent selfies of their dicks or, if they were more confident, their faces and holding their dicks. It was unbelievable.

***

Anna got to Pete and Traci's place promptly at 7 and Pete drove them to a dance lounge in the city that Pete scouted out one day on his lunch hour. Primarily an upscale guy hangout where the cash on hand would be more than sufficient to cover a hookup. What Pete noticed was that the ratio of men and women tilted severely towards the men leaving a female shortage. So it wouldn't be uncommon for there to be women looking for pickup fun or even other hookers looking for a payday. Traci was, of course, a hybrid, only taking the money to accentuate the sex.

As they were parking Anna said, "I never did the tart thing, maybe I'll just lay back and watch Traci."

"Where's Anna?" joked Pete, "and what have you done with her?!?"

"Oh, Anna," said Traci, "it's electric when some guy pulls out his wallet for you. It's the ultimate 'use'. They're usually buying out of their league so it's crazy exciting."

"I'll give you a maybe. It does sound enticing."

As they went inside it was still early so they set up shop on a 4 top located in the middle of the room for maximum visibility. Traci dressed in her standard slut gear; tight dark blue spandex dress, thigh high stockings and 'fuck me' pumps. Anna was in all sexy black, her tits on a display stand. Both girls were blessed with long beautiful legs.

Now the question a regular patron of the bar might ask is what are two major league hotties doing in this lounge? They seemed sorely out of place but Pete's thought was that dick brains were more powerful than regular brains and while they might wonder, would they care?

Another interesting part of the equation was that Pete was sporting 2 women. That would generate interest all on its own.

It took about 15 minutes for the first fish to chase the lure. "Excuse my observation," a well dressed, portly man said to Pete, "but you seem to have an embarrassment of riches. Are either of these beautiful ladies available to dance?"

"Well," said Pete, clearly enjoying the game, "were you interested in my wife or my girlfriend?"

"Wow, you are a lucky guy. Sorry to intrude," and he started to walk away.

"No, I didn't say they weren't available, I just asked who were you interested in?"

The guy laughed, "Well, to be honest, both of them."

"I see, but so I'm not lonely, why don't you take one at a time. This is my wife, Traci, and this is my girlfriend, Anna. Your choice."

"You're either out of your mind or the most generous guy I ever met." Then he turned to Anna, "Would you like to dance?"

Anna looked at Pete, not sure how to proceed since he was obviously making it up as he went along.

"Go with the gentleman, Anna. Dance with him and try to be a good girl this time."

Extending his hand to Anna, "I'm Alan, nice to meet you." They walked onto the dance floor just as a slow song started and he put her in hold.

"Girlfriend, wife out together?" he said, dying to know, "how does that work?"

"Very well, thank you," she replied, maintaining the confusion in his balding head.

"Sooo," Alan said, a little unsure of what was happening, "your boyfriend mentioned you being a 'good girl'. What's that about?"

"Oh, it's nothing. It's just that Traci and I have the tendency to entertain men."

"You're English?" he said, noting her obvious accent.

"Yes"

"What do you mean by 'entertain'?"

"Traci and I enjoy being with other men."

Alan looked down the front of her open blouse, her pushup bra showing a hint of her nipple. "So, he lets you be with other men? I don't know if I would let two extraordinarily beautiful girls like you out of my sight."

"He likes to watch..."

At this point Alan's mind is something akin to scrambled eggs but he can't stop asking. "So, are we talking sex?"

"Yes. He likes to watch us have sex alone or together with other men. Sometimes he films it. Why do you ask? Do you want us?"

The boldness of her question threw him off, "I...ah...I was just curious."

They returned to the table, "Thank you, Anna," and then Alan turned towards Traci, "Would you like to dance?"

"I thought you'd never ask. I'd love to!"

As they went off, Anna relayed their conversation and Pete was laughing at how good her story was. "But you didn't mention money, right?"

"No, I figured that was your area."

"Great."

Out on the dance floor Alan was hypnotized by the way her body filled out the spandex dress.

"Are you staring, Alan?"

"Oh...ah, yes, I guess I was. You're easy on the eyes. You and Pete are really married?"

"Yup"

He pulled her close and into her ear, "Anna told me you girls like to entertain and your husband likes to watch."

"Yes we do and, yes, he does. I did three guys on our wedding night. He loved it."

"Wow...do you think...?"

She moved his hand down from her waist to her ass and he gratefully left it there. "Oh my god..."

"I'll let you in on one thing though. He values us monetarily so it's likely to cost you a bit. I hope we get to entertain you," and she subtly ran her hand over his ever bulging package, "because I like you."

"I...uhhh...would love to spend time with you girls. You're fucking amazing."

She got right next to his ear, "I can't wait to ride your pole. Mmmmm."

That, as they say, sealed the deal and he was theirs. Pete had already reserved the hotel room and all that was left was the negotiation.

"So you like my wife?"

"Very much," he said eagerly and cutting to the chase, "so how much for both of them?"

"$800 for the hour, hotel room's on me."

"Deal. Won't need the room I'm already checked in around the corner. Also, I'll pick up your bar tab."

They left the lounge and walked the short block to the hotel, Alan holding hands with both girls. Oddly, he seemed unfazed by Pete's camera as he filmed them walking to the hotel. Alan stopped and kissed them all the way.

Walking through the lobby, all eyes were on the businessman and his two slutty companions. None of the participants cared what anyone thought and when Alan opened the room door and closed it behind them it was on.

He walked up to each and put his tongue down their throats and they reciprocated by excitedly pawing their way into his pants. On their knees they licked and sucked him until he began moaning. Traci worked his shaft and Anna licked his balls. They giggled when their lips accidentally touched. Then they licked each side of his stiff cock in unison.

Looking at the camera, Alan said to Pete, "I've never fucked a guy's wife and girlfriend in front of him. This is gonna be nice."

And then he instructed them to "Strip, girls! I need some of that hot pussy." As the girls did so he removed the rest of his own clothes. It was a fucking frenzy after that and he moved them around like he was going page by page in a sex manual.

"Damn, you girls are good." He was unrelenting and had surprising stamina for an older man and Traci and Anna were every bit as into it as he was. He, being totally unaware they would have fucked him for nothing, couldn't get over "the best escorts I ever bought."

After 45 minutes of nonstop fucking, Alan had them on all fours next to each other on the end of the bed and alternately fucked/slapped their rears. "Kiss each other!" he demanded. Pete's camera got close, panning from Alan's ecstasy to the girls kissing.

The kissing paused for some cheerleading, "Fuck us, big boy, fuck us and cum hard!!" said Traci.

"Keep talking," he pleaded for more dirty talk.

He was slamming into them, the bed shaking and the girls screaming.

"Pete even got into it off camera, "Fuck my girls, Alan. Fuck 'em til they can't see straight!"

Anna was getting a lot of attention so Traci begged him for his cock. "I need that cock, I need it now!!!"

"Help me out, buddy, put the camera down and stick one of them. I've got too much pussy!"

Pete set the camera on a table at an angle to cover the action and took his pants off. "My wife wants you to fuck her. I'll do the girlfriend. They repositioned themselves and got back into a rhythm. Now with two hammering cocks the bed began to incrementally shift across the floor.

"I'm cumming, baby," Alan announced to Traci. She immediately spun around and he let loose on her face. "Uhhhhhhhhhhh"

Pete followed suit and as he ejaculated Anna took him completely in her mouth and swallowed the cum.

***

On the way home Pete teasingly asked Anna if she liked being his girlfriend.

"It was cum sucking fantastic," said Anna, "as long as your wife doesn't find out."

"I can share," said Traci.

"I saw that when you two were making out. Seriously, Anna, with Traci's okay would you like to spend the night in our bed?"

Traci, more than a little surprised, said "Petey...are you suggesting a three way with my best friend? Look at that, Anna, he wants to fuck you in our bed."

Anna didn't hesitate, "I accept. I've grown quite fond of fucking your husband."

***

In the morning after Anna had gone Traci approached Pete in the bathroom while he was shaving.

"So, stud muffin, what's with the Anna invitation and not discussing it with me first?"

"What are you talking about? I thought you had fun last night."

"That's not what I'm talking about. I'm talking about our bed being our sanctuary from our wild life and you sidestepped that without talking to me."

"Well I thought you'd like it..."

"You know I'm not sure who's more out of control, you or me. You know what I'm fucking saying. It has nothing to do with whether I liked it or not! We had a rule that our bedroom was for us only and you stepped over it like it was nothing. Maybe I should call Eric and give him a blowjob in our bed."

Pete put the razor down, "You're right. It was an impulse...she's your friend...I didn't think it through. I'm sorry, babe. We have to have this just for us."

"That's right, Petey. And this is your out of control, fuck anybody, slut wife talking common sense."

"I hear you, baby. I'm so sorry."

"Hey," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck, "I still love you."

"Love you too."

Smiling, she said, "So you like fucking Anna?"

"Ah...yes? Did you know you can get her to do virtually anything by twisting her nipples?"

"No, but I'm gonna miss that girl when she goes home. I can talk to her about anything in a way that I can't with a man."

***

Pete got an email from Casey wanting he and Aaron to video testimonials Saturday night from the members as to why they love Slut Wife Club. Robert made the request but Casey moved it along. Probably because Pete wasn't particularly fond of Robert and would rather hear it from Casey.

Pete agreed but made it clear that he didn't want constant assignments, otherwise he couldn't enjoy the club himself. Pete got Aaron on board with the stipulation that if the opportunity to fuck Traci came along he would be temporarily relieved of his duties.

The testimonies would be simple enough. Just a straight, shoulders up headshot and talk to the camera. Aaron's idea was to film the same subject from different angles and edit everything. From a curiosity standpoint, Pete wanted to know what the members, especially the women, thought of the club.

***

Saturday night Pete found a good spot in the ballroom to set up and Casey announced the testimonials and encouraged everyone to make one. "These will go up on our website and, as an incentive, entry is free for next club event for participants."

Because 'free' always works its magic a line formed behind Pete;

"I'm Dan. My wife, Valerie, and I were having a hard time with what we wanted sexually out of our marriage and things started to unravel when I found her at the company Christmas party fucking my boss in his office. The irony is I fucked his secretary in the outer office. It was obvious we needed an outlet we could share and that has been Slut Wife Club."

"Hi, I'm Giselle. Originally my husband, Ernie, wanted this because he's a crazed, horny guy and he said 'let's go once and just look around'. I kept saying 'I'm not a slut'. We came, he went right after one of the wives and I sat there, resisting any guy who approached me. Then on our second event I let my guard down 'cause I liked him ('Hi Pete') and it turns out I'm a closet slut and having a great time. Finally my husband and I have something in common."

"My name is Rosita. Both my husband and I have uncontrollable sex drives, which lead to a lot of cheating by both of us. We love each other but this thing is always there. (smiles at Aaron) But Slut Wife Club has given us a playground that we can share with other people like us. I'm getting all the attention I can handle and we go home happy."

"I'm Austin. Tina and I have fucked like rabbits since we got married two years ago but it felt like we needed more. We were hitting on friends but that was a disaster and we lost friends. Tina found the Club ad and we went and haven't looked back. I'm getting loads of unbelievable pussy and every time I turn around Tina's open for business with some guy. I love this fucking club!"

"Hi, I'm Steven and I guess I'm in the minority because I like to just watch my wife, Gigi, in action. We joined the club because she's a hot, cock craving, slut. I say that with love. (he laughed) What I didn't know was that I was such a voyeur. First time she got with one of the husbands I couldn't look away. It fucking turned me on so much I blew a load in my pants. Once in a while I'll have a hookup but, really, I love watching Gigi take cock."

"Hi, I'm Gigi. I just blew this really handsome guy at the bar (wipes a dollop of cum from her lip). Anyway, I LOVE Slut Club! Every time I turn around there's another guy with an offer! I can't get enough and me and Steven are having a blast! He goes nuts watching me."

Aaron lowered his camera and said to Pete, "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?"

"Absolutely and we should take a break right now."

Before she'd gotten 10 feet, Pete shouted over the dance floor music, "Gigi!!!"

Turning back towards them, they guided her to a quieter spot. "What's up, boys? Do I have to redo the testimonial?"

"No, not at all, it was really good," said Pete.

"Ya, REAL good," echoed Aaron, "We just wondered..."

"Let me guess. You boys are interested in double teaming me."

"Yes," they said in unison.

"I was hoping so. Where do you want to go?"

Pete led them behind the bar facade. There they roughly got her naked. "You don't have to be in a hurry, I'm not running away."

"It was the testimonial," panted Pete.

Pete bent her over, spit on his fingers, lubed and laid into her pussy. It was as good as she advertised and Aaron completed the spit roast by putting his cock in her mouth. Steven sat about 20 feet away jerking off, "Oh fuck...Gigi."

In a few minutes they heard her muffled, "Ummmmffffttttt!" and watched her petite body shake with ecstasy.

They traded places and Aaron reamed her cunt out and she came again. Pete, close to cumming, said to her, "Keep me on your permanent dance card. I want a lot more of you." Then he ejaculated into her mouth.



Steven was slouched in his chair, jerking like a mad man, and as Aaron came on her buttocks Steven's cum fired out across the floor.

Brandon, a part time voyeur himself, offered to wipe the cum off her with a bar towel. Then she went off to the bathroom to finish cleaning up and reapplying her makeup.

Pete's eyes were glued to her sweet little ass as she went through the door.

***

On the ride home Traci couldn't restrain herself from mentioning Pete's interest in the new girl, Gigi.

"How'd you know about that?"

"A little birdie told me."

"And that birdie would be?"

"Me. I walked by and saw you and Aaron spit roasting her. I heard what you said to her...'permanent dance card'?"

"Right. So what's your point?"

"Oh I don't know. It sounded like you had a thing for her."

He grinned. "I don't see it very often but you're so cute when you get jealous."

"I'm not jealous."

"Sounds like it...I do have a little crush but I want to fuck her not marry her."

"I'm not jealous!"

"I love how sometimes you resist being human. When we started this club thing it was you who talked me down off the jealous ledge but I still have those feelings sometimes. You know it's okay to feel a little jealousy once in awhile, right?"

"Ya, I guess."

"Love you, Superwoman."

"Love you, Petey."
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At the airport, Traci was practically in tears over her friend's departure back to the UK. "I don't want you to leave, Anna. We're a team and we need more adventures together and...and you're a good friend...."

"Traci. I love you too," said a subdued Anna. "When we came here to visit I never thought I'd meet somebody like you. We've had a bloody great time, haven't we?!?"

They hugged until the last moment when the final boarding call came over the intercom. Anna hugged Pete, "Take good care of her and thanks for every good fuck you gave me."

All of them laughed and Anna ran for the gate.

Driving home, Pete tried to console Traci. "We can go visit, you know?"

"I know, but you don't make a friend like that very often. We are two oversexed peas in a pod."

"My two favorite sluts in the whole world," he said smiling.

Traci's IM ringer went off. As she read the text, "Oh shit, fuck me with a broomstick, I can't believe it."

"What?"

"It's Casey."

"What does he want?"

"He says Robert is in the process of opening an international club chapter and wants to send us, all expenses paid, to where do you fucking think?"

"No...! You're kidding!"

"We're going to London!!"

***

They barely got in the front door than Traci skipped up the stairs and started laying out her London wardrobe. She was so excited that she was hauling out luggage and dresses were being displayed on the bed.

From the doorway, Pete reminded her, "We don't leave for two weeks."

"I know. Petey, don't distract me, I'm in fashion mode! I'm going to London and I want to look good. When I walk down the street I want every head looking in my direction."

"That's going to happen regardless of what you're wearing."

"You're sweet but stop talking. I need to concentrate on my outfits."

He went back downstairs, got a beer from the fridge and sprawled out on the couch, happy to finally come to rest from this wild roller coaster ride they'd been on since the decision to join the club.

Their approach to sex had changed exponentially and while they had always been sexually active, even watching porn together, the new version of their sexuality was supercharged. Traci was fucking anything that moved and, if he wasn't filming it, he was participating. Their sex radar was always being monitored.

Now she was the face of the club. Traci was that irresistible beauty that every man wanted to fuck and as soon as her pictures and video blew up on the Slut Club website, so did the interest in membership.

Pete remembered back to her asking him before they joined the club, "How would you feel if I fucked another man right in front of you?" Now it had gone from a rhetorical turn-on to 'how many?'.

Lounging on the sofa, he saw the light come on her cell sitting on the table. Oddly she never locked her phone, either out of disinterest or neglect. It was a text from ex-friend Dave across the street.

'Traci - I know I'm not supposed to text you anymore but I can't let go. I want you badly to the point where I'd leave Isabel to be with you. Don't show this to Pete. When we made love at the club it changed my life. Meet me somewhere. Please. You said you loved me inside you.'

He took the phone up to Traci, "Read this."

"Oh no...," she said reading it, "not again."

"Did you say that?"

"Ya, probably, but I say a lot of things when I'm being fucked. It certainly wasn't a declaration of love."

"That's what I figured but I had to ask. Would you mind if I take care of this?"

"Sure, but don't do anything rash."

Back downstairs Pete texted, "Dave, this Pete. I thought we cleared this up last time. Stop listening to your dick. You're confusing lust for love. She's not in love with you. Next time I'm getting a restraining order."

From up in the bedroom, "Pete, come up and see these bras. I need your eye for lingerie."

"Coming dear," he said, thanking his lucky stars for yet another Traci fashion show.

***

The next morning after she'd had breakfast and Pete had gone to work, Traci went off to do some serious shopping for the London trip. She didn't know what the men there wanted to see but she made it her mission to look as much like sex candy as possible. She spent the night before surfing the web for the latest.

She went to an upscale lingerie shop downtown called, Georgie's, a place she'd only visited once before because of the cost but this time was different. They'd be there a week and who knows how many times her adventures with Anna and the club would come down to showing off her underwear.

The store belonged, despite the name, to two men, John and Trent. Surprisingly, they were a couple of straight guys who got into the business to meet women but ended up learning a lot about fashion and how things fit on the body. They started loving the process and the business.

Even though she'd only been there once, John greeted her like an old friend, "Hi...Traci?!"

"How'd you remember?!?"

"Ah, forgive my brashness but I make it a point to never forget an exquisite body."

"Well thank you. I'm honored. You must see a lot of women."

Absolutely, or guys trying to make sense of all this. What can I do for you?"

"I'm going on a trip to London and might want to impress some admirers," she said with extra sexy on it.

"Something hot for your husband?!"

"Yes, and him too."

John paused a second after she dropped that little nugget. "Okay...," he said with a chuckle, "well I can show you some really sexy pieces we just got in. I'll hang some suggestions in the dressing room and you can give me your opinion when you come out."

"Great, but I'd like you to see each of them on me in the viewing room. I trust your vision of these things."

"Well we leave that pleasant task to the husband or boyfriend. Besides, my girlfriend might not be so fond of that idea. We have a protocol. Usually, I have my associate, Mimi, to do that but she's off today."

Teasing him, "So you don't want to watch me model the lingerie?"

"Well it's not that but..." he grinned.

"Are you concerned you might have a reaction?"

"Ahhhh, yes, you might say that. I try to keep things professional."

"Good, I want a professional opinion. I'll even text my husband and get his approval."

"Well I..."

She texted Pete: 'I'm at Georgie's downtown. I asked the owner, a very good looking man, to give me his opinion in the viewing room. Do you think that's safe?'

Pete: 'No, but have fun.'

She showed him the texts.

He laughed, "It sounds like he knows you."

"That he does. So are you going to give me that personal attention?"

"Sounds like I have no choice."

"Don't worry. I can guarantee it won't be painful."

"No, I imagine not. I have to wait until Trent gets back but in the meantime I'll gather some things for you to try on."

The dressing rooms were 4 across, each one with a mirror divider on a pedestal and a comfortable chair for the companion.

Traci waited while John ran back and forth loading the hooks with several suggestions. 'This will be fun,' she thought, 'having another man envision my sexiness'.

Trent dutifully manned the counter, keeping one eye on her ass, and John escorted her back. "I hung them in order of presentation. Hope you like my choices."

She emerged to the pedestal wearing an ornate red lace bra and panty set with a matching choker.

"Whaddya think?" she said, posing seductively.

"I think...if you're looking for attention you're going to get a lot of it."

The next outfit was essentially a purple crop top with nude shoulders and a g-string. On the slutty side but all done in navy blue lace.

On the pedestal with her back to him she bent over to where he could get a tiny glimpse of pink. Looking back at him she could see his desire grow while resisting an almost overwhelming temptation.

"Very hot but not my first choice," he said in his best attempt to remain neutral.

After three or four more outfits and her endless invitations she put on an emerald green velvet bustier that lit up her green eyes. The matching panty was on the skimpy side, just short of a g-string. She was stunning in the black stockings and she played with the angles in the mirror, never taking her eyes off him.

"I need to see it without the panties. Would you help me slip them off?"

"I better not," he said.

"What? Don't you think I'm pretty enough?" she teased.

"God yes."

"Is the door locked?"

"Yes"

"Do you want to fuck me, Johnny?"

"Honest?"

"Yes"

"Okay, I've wanted to fuck you since you walked in the store. It's been almost painful keeping my dick from exploding in my pants looking at you."

"Well I don't want you to hurt yourself any longer so why don't you help me remove my panties?"

He stopped talking and stood in front of her, slowly inching the panties to the floor where she stepped out of them. She spread her legs apart in the mirror, "Yes, I like this look the best."

He pulled his hard cock out and stroked it before her. Turning around, "Well, hello," she said, accepting the invitation. She squatted down and went after his meat like a hungry animal. He indelicately face fucked her.

It was frenzied and he wildly threw her in the chair. She stretched her legs up and he tasted her private delights with such intensity that she came quickly and he had to cover her mouth so as to mask the sound throughout the store.

With easy access for the taking he plunged his cock into her pussy and reveled in the way it clamped down on his manhood. Fucked as many times as he imagined she had been he was amazed at her tightness.

As he was thinking this she came again and he reached up one more time to muffle her scream with his hand.

"Fuck me in the ass, baby," she begged him. "Fuck me in the ass and drop your load in me!"

She turned around on the chair and offered her back door. He spit once or twice on her hole and eased himself in. She made a guttural sound as he pushed it all the way, which lead to her third orgasm, a slowly developing shudder that forced John to cover her mouth yet again.

"God, Traci," he said, breathing heavily next to her ear, "you're a fucking hot little bitch." As he said it he pumped her harder until..."fuuuccccckkkkk," he released a good amount of cum in her ass.

"Was that good, baby?" she asked.

"Fucking fantastic," he said. "Traci, that was probably the best fuck I've ever had. Thank your husband for me."

"I will."

"And pick out your three favorite outfits, they're on the house."

"You don't have to do that."

"I WANT to do that."

"You know, John, this doesn't have to be the only time. I'd love to drop by again and fuck you AND Trent. Maybe Mimi watches the shop?"

"Don't tempt me."

"I'm not tempting, I'm offering."

After she had done a quick cleanup and gotten dressed, she popped out of the dressing room like nothing extraordinary had happened. "Thanks for your help, John. I'll take these three!"

Trent was leaning back against the counter, arms crossed with the smile of the knowing. Two other giggling customers took time to look at her, having heard enough of it to put the pieces together.

When she got to the car there came a text from Pete: 'How did things go?'

Traci: 'Deliciously well. The salesman gave me three outfits for free!'

Pete: 'Geez, I wonder what could have prompted such generosity.'

Traci: 'I don't know. People just like to give me things.'

Pete: 'I bet they do.'

Traci: 'LOL. Bedtime story tonight!'

Looking through the bag at her lovely haul, she found John's business card and written on the back was his cell number and a message, 'Let me know when you're cumming again.'

***

Traci had decided, based on the 5 hour time difference, when to call Anna with the good news of their visit.

"Anna, girlfriend! I've got a surprise for you!"

"By all means, tell me."

"We hadn't gotten out of the airport parking lot and I got a text from Casey about a new club opening and that Robert wanted to send Pete and I there as representatives for the club."

"Wait...no...Traci...you wouldn't be telling me like this if it wasn't here?!?"

"Yup."

The scream was so loud through the earpiece Traci had to pull the phone away from her head.

"That's why Casey was acting so funny on the phone. I'm so excited," said Anna, "I could bust!I'm going to get you fucked in every pub on the island. We'll be the pint and pussy girls! Blokes will be lining up to empty their naughty bits all over us! Now D and I will pick you up at the airport!. What's your flight number?"

"We don't have all the details or the tickets yet but I'll let you know as soon as I do. And I can finally meet your husband!"

"Believe me, he'll be looking forward to meeting you. I showed him your video on the club site and he took the tablet into the loo for half an hour."

***

That evening at bedtime, Pete asked Traci for the promised story of her romp in the lingerie shop and she delivered a cock hardening recount fit for a pervert.

In the middle of the story he penetrated her and kept a smooth motion while she spoke.

"Wait," interrupted Pete, "so you asked him to fuck you in the ass?"

"I didn't just ask, I begged him."

"Fuck...that is so hot, Traci," and Pete banged her harder to where her voice was shaking. "And did he do it?"

"I can be very persuasive, especially when I offer up the goods."

As the story climaxed so did Pete. "Fuuuucccckkkk..." The cum shot out, casting white streaks across her tits. He went down on her and finished her off.

"Traci," he said going to get a towel, "with all due respect, you have to be the nastiest slut wife on the planet."

"Thank you, dear."

"I started thinking today when you texted me, maybe it's time to revise the rules. We've evolved in our relationship to the point where I think we trust each other more than ever. Yes?"

"Yes"

"I think we've moved into a new realm in our sexuality where spontaneity is important. It was cute how you texted me from the shop but I think from now on if the urge strikes and you or I want it, we just go for it. I trust you to make the right decisions. What do you think?"

"I think you're right."

"There's only one thing I ask and that's at the end of the day you tell me who and where. The same rule applies to me. Deal?"

"Deal"

"Bedtime fuck stories optional but encouraged."

"Got it. Just so you know," she said, "I'm going back to that shop and fuck both owners. John gave me his cell number to let him know when I'm coming."

"None of that surprises me. Oh, by the way I secured a domain name for our website. What do you think of 'TouchTraci.com'?"

"I like it but are you sure you want to get into porn?"

"You wouldn't? Look at all the men you could fuck at the shoots. Imagine the thousands of men jerking off to your videos, wishing they could be that guy. We could eventually use other girls but it would focus primarily on you and I would be in the stories, sharing you with other men for a variety of reasons."

"You've really thought a lot about this."

"Yes I have. I get turned on every time I think about it. Men from all over the world wanting to fuck my hotwife."

"It does sound good but let's talk more when we get back from London, okay? The way Anna's talking my pussy's going be in a sling by the end of the week."

***

To get a sense of what having her own website might be like she logged back into the Slut Club site to read more commentary on her pictures and the club video.

To herself, she acknowledged the huge buzz she got reading the lustful posts and as she read she felt herself getting wet and by the time she'd gotten halfway through she was fingering her clit.

You were required to register with the site to post anything even if you weren't a club member.

One of them read: 'Traci, you're the foxy girl of my dreams. I think about you all day, even at work. Sometimes I have to go to the work restroom to relieve the tension. Because of you I'm jerking constantly. - Jim' (In the post was a pic of his dick in hand)

She replied: 'Jim, I'm flattered you're so obviously moved 😜 by my pictures. Mmmmmm, I loved getting fucked like that! See you in my dreams.❤️ Traci'

A couple more reads and responses and she masturbated to climax. She began to seriously consider the website idea. After all, she was a self-acknowledged attention whore.

***

With departure day upon them, Traci was already packed and texted a photo of her outfit to Anna. A fashion homage to the Britain of the '60's; black and white horizontal striped shirt, yellow patent leather miniskirt with suspenders, white lace top stockings, black heels and a black tam hanging cockeyed on her head.

Anna replied, 'Miss Twiggy would be proud. Meet you in baggage!'

'Slight change in plans. They're sending a limo to Heathrow so we might as well live it up. Would you meet us at the Hotel Benedictine for a late dinner?'

'We'll be there! Don't forget to take a nap.'

***

The eight hour flight was uneventful except for a male passenger on the aisle opposite Traci who couldn't take his eyes off of her legs. She noticed him looking at her during takeoff and every time she looked over he was smiling. Pete had decided to nap as much as possible so he'd be fresh when they got there. During that time the admirer across the aisle continued to stare at her. The miniskirt was working its magic, or so Traci assumed so she subtly crossed and uncrossed her legs since she always enjoyed a tease.

Then she noticed he placed an open magazine across his lap and during that time occasionally adjusted his pants. The passenger to his left was taking the same 'wake me when it's over' approach as Pete so in effect he wasn't noticed except for her. Also, his scotch consumption seemed to embolden him and at one point he mouthed to her, 'Wow'.

About two hours into the flight he finally leaned over to her and said, "Excuse me but is your name, Traci?"

"Yes," she said, initially surprised he knew her name. Did he catch a glimpse of her ticket?

"Oh my god," he said, gushing, "I'm such a huge fan. I've watched that video over and over and you're amazing."

"Thank you." She thought, so this is what celebrity looks like. It caught her off guard that some random guy had been getting his rocks off watching her fuck video. At that moment she considered how that recognition would increase greatly if they started the TouchTraci site.

"I've been trying to convince my wife to join, we're pretty open to unconventional things, but she's on the shy side."

"Tell her that after about an hour she wouldn't be shy anymore."

"Thanks, I'll pass that along...say, you wouldn't be interested...," and he motioned with his head to the nearest restroom door.

"Oh, thanks, but I better not. You're a good looking guy but...we've got a long day. Thanks anyway."

"Could I get a picture?"

"Sure"

After the plane landed and they were in baggage the guy waved to her, "Bye, Traci!"

"New friend?"

"Just a fan," she said.

"I'm surprised you didn't meet him in the restroom like he wanted."

"Petey! You were awake!"

"Only with one eye."

***

After they had settled in at the hotel and gotten in a quick nap, Traci got a text from Robert:

'Hope you're enjoying the hotel. Only the best for my girl. Save some of that recruiting pussy for me. Say, hi, to Pete. Itinerary is attached, rest of time is yours.'

Pete, hearing her text ring go off, "Who was that?"

"Robert. He said to tell you, hi."

"Ya, right."

"Oddly, he did, and he sent along an attached itinerary. We meet with the management of the new club tomorrow for lunch, see the club itself after that and then the rest of the day is ours. Oh, and in the itinerary he said don't forget to fuck all of management, we want to make a good impression."



Looking at his watch, Pete said, "We better get downstairs so we don't leave Anna and her husband alone at the dinner table."

Entering the dining room, Anna jumped up and hugged Traci and the guys introduced themselves.

Anna's husband, 'D' as he was affectionately known, was a straightforward, plain talking man who not only loved to fuck but thoroughly enjoyed watching his wife spread her legs for virtually any occasion. The fact that their interests complemented one another made their marriage a successful and satisfying union.

"So, Pete, I hear you shagged my wife on several occasions." Pete was thrown off for a second wondering if it was an accusation or a simple statement. "Anna is not only good at it, she has an insatiable appetite for cock and cum. I hope you enjoyed her...most of my friends have."

Settling into the good natured banter, Pete said, "She was delightful."

"That's good to hear because after seeing that fuck video on the Slut Club website I'm sure you won't mind me getting off with your Traci."

"Not at all," said a polite, Pete, "but I leave those things up to her. Traci?"

"Ride 'em, cowboy!" said Traci, looking straight and sexy at D.

"D likes to make out like I'm the sex fiend in the family," said Anna, "but I've never seen him pass up an opportunity with some willing lass."

D laughed, "That's probably true. So tell me what got you two into this Slut Wife Club, Anna's always talking about?"

Traci fielded the question, "Both Petey and I have had a curiosity about having sex with other people. We used the idea as a turn on for our love making but the more we mentioned it, the more real it became and the more we wanted to try it. Then the Club came along and things took off."

Pete followed, "She would say, 'How would you feel if I fucked another man right in front of you?' and when she finally did I had a lot of ambivalence but the more I got used to it the more I liked it."

The waiter appeared and Anna asked, "Another round of drinks?"

"Absolutely!" answered Traci and turning back to the story. "So how did you guys get into sharing?"

"It was pretty much in play from the start of our dating," said Anna. "Like I told Traci, I was more or less bred into it and D loved watching me as much as doing me."

"Here's this smart, beautiful bird who fucked like a banshee. I was smitten," he laughed. "We were meant to be together."

They talked and drank for another half hour and because time had gotten away from them, Traci suggested sandwiches to go and everyone up to the room. "I have to say that jet lag's getting me a little bit and I don't want the night to get away from us without giving my best friend's husband a proper greeting."

She reached under the table and put her hand on D's thigh. She moved it slightly until she could feel his hard-on.

"Yes," he said, "you two have come a long way not to be properly welcomed."

"Yes, and Anna and I have some serious catching up to do," added Pete, gently sliding his fingers between her legs.

Anna broke the mounting tension, looking at Pete, "If we don't go up to the room soon, I'll clear the silverware and fuck you on this table."

Everyone chuckled, Pete signed the check and they hurried to the elevator. From the moment the the elevator door closed, D kissed Traci and grabbed her ass. "Are we going to make it to the room?" mused Traci.

Pete unlocked the door and stepped out of the way as D, in one swift motion, picked up Traci, her legs wrapped around his waist, and carried her to one of the sofas. Putting her indelicately on her back, he grabbed her panties and pulled them off, voraciously eating her pussy. "I've wanted to rip your knickers off the whole night."

"Oh, god, D, that feels so good...you're going to have me cum...uhnnnnn."

Anna and Pete sat on the adjacent sofa, enjoying the show before Anna stood up, stripped down and helped Pete off with his clothes. "Fuck me, Pete, I'm just getting hornier watching those two."

D removed Traci's miniskirt that had been riding up her waist. With nothing left but her stockings he went on a blinding tear, laying her over the arm of the sofa, taking both her wrists behind her and hammering away.

"Damn, D, fuck me, babe, fuck my juicy cunt..."

Her dirty talk only made him crazier and he slammed his cock in her, shaking her buttocks with each hit. "Is this what you want, slut?"

"Fuuuuccckkk, D, fuuuuccckkk I'm cuuummmiinngg, uhnnnnnnnnnn!!!!!!!!"

Anna was riding Pete as he suckled her tits and bit her nipples until she screamed. "God, that hurts good," she said bouncing her ass up and down on him.

Soon after Traci's second orgasm, D, sounding like a fierce bear, marked his territory with a huge wad of cum on her face. After wiping her off with a washcloth the two of them sat and watched Anna and Pete.

"Fuck her in the arse, Pete!" encouraged D, "she loves to get buggered."

"C'mon, Petey!!" said Traci, "Fuck my BFF in the ass, honey."

D was starting to get randy watching Anna put her rear up for Pete. Traci saw D's erection coming back to life and went down on him. She looked up, "You like?"

"Hell, yes, don't stop."

Pete had Anna face down, ass up, his cock head entering her backdoor. She yelled at the initial push. "Owwww, shit, fuck, piss, oh god." Pete pushed deeper with each pass and reached around and fingered her clit. He grabbed her by the hair and rocked her body back just before she orgasmed, "Agggggunnnnnnnnnnnn, fuuuccccccckkkkkkk.

As Pete filled Anna's ass with his cum, D filled Traci's mouth with his second load and she swallowed.

All parties laid back on the sofa. With a wink, D said, "Well it's really nice to meet you Traci. You too, Pete. Thanks for sharing."

"You're welcome," said Pete, "and thank YOU for sharing Anna."

"Well if you two studs are done congratulating yourselves," said Anna, "just remember you don't get in unless we open the door..." To Traci, "So can we see you guys tomorrow for an actual dinner?"

"Of course, girlfriend," said Traci, "I want to see you every day we're here."

"Great. Maybe we have dinner here and then D and I are going to take you to a fun place called 'Naughty Girl'. I'm just dying to get my friend on stage."

(To be continued...)
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Through the shower door, Pete called out to Traci, "Just got a text and the limo will pick us up at ten thirty and take us to the luncheon."

"Got it," she answered.

Traci hopped out of the shower, toweled off and went about the fun task of adorning her rocking bod with whatever would make men drool. In the bedroom she had already laid out the featured pink hot pants, white thigh high stockings and an obscenely low cut, skin tight top to compliment the pants. And, as always, she would step into the black stilettos.

Men absolutely loved fucking a woman in heels. It was foolproof catnip, putting her ultra hot ass up and on display. Any stripper knew that. She made herself laugh a little at how easy it was to control men's cocks with the right clothing.

Her fingers unconsciously reached for her hotspot.

She looked in the mirror and saw what they saw, checking her naked body out at every angle. She knew what she had and how to use it. She smiled, knowing that before the day was over she would be deliciously fucked multiple times and be overwhelmed by the free flowing orgasms.

As she imagined their cocks penetrating her she sped up the massage of her clit, her fingertips circling and her box almost vibrating, her pussy wet and anxious. She would happily take them all and come back for more.

As she pictured the lust in their eyes and the rise and fall of their cocks in her she jerked off a little faster until the climax spread throughout her body, ecstasy covering her like a warm blanket.

Pete, dressing in the next room, heard her exhale that familiar sound of satisfaction. When she finally opened the bathroom door, Pete teased her, "Having some alone time?"

"Alright, smarty pants. A girl can never have enough fun, you know?"

He embraced her, "I love you my achingly beautiful slut."

"Thank you, Pervy Pete, I love you too."

Considering the wild abandon of their sex lives, they frequently stopped to reaffirm their union.

After she had dressed and had her earrings and makeup in place, she asked Pete for his final fashion assessment. He studied her like an art critic.

"Well, my totally objective and unbiased opinion is that you look so good that you'll be lucky to make it through the hotel lobby without getting humped."

***

Their limo was met at the French restaurant by two men, Jules and Mark, who looked like they stepped out of the pages of GQ and now had sunk their cash into expanding the Slut Wife Club franchise.

It had cost them a bundle for downtown real estate but their educated opinion was that this idea would work even better in the UK than the US.

The easy answer to success was the UK's historically liberal approach to sex. Institutionally, sex was by and large more upfront and open compared to the the traditionally repressed US.

Jules extended his hand to Traci, helping her from the car. "Well," he said, "Robert was not exaggerating that you're even more stunning in person than your pictures. I'm Jules and this is my partner, Mark."

She curtsied.

Pete came around the car and on the way in the restaurant Mark leaned into Pete with a low voice, "Aren't you one lucky boy to have a bird like that. If I were you I'd consider a chastity belt when out of my sight."

Pete politely laughed at his joke but said, "We're dedicated to one another but also give each other room for personal pleasure."

"From the feedback we're getting from members who've been motivated to join by seeing that website video I have no doubt she'll be getting a lot of that at the club."

At their table, Jules and Mark were clearly taken with Traci, directing much of the conversation her way. For the most part, it was as tour guides, Traci wanting to know about people and places.

"We hope you'll like the new club," said Jules. "We went to great expense to give it that look of opulence so when a man is fucking another man's wife, they'll feel even more special. Our membership to this point are very attractive couples so that yields a lot of possibilities. I think Pete will be a happy lad on club night."

"After we finish eating," said Mark, "we'd like to take you over to the club and see what you think. I don't wish to be rude but we thought it might be proper to ask Pete here if Jules and I might sample his lovely wife at the club."

"As far as I'm concerned," said Pete, "you have my permission but if I were you I'd direct that question to Traci. Only she knows what she wants."

Mark turned to her, "Traci?"

Reaching underneath the table for their respective packages she said in the voice of a vixen, "I can never get enough and two cocks is always better than one."

"Oh my god, how do you get through a day with this girl?" Mark asked Pete in all earnest.

"I thank the gods for my good fortune and let nature take care of the rest."

***

At the club it was old school architecture meets modern decor with a flare. In this space there were not only sofas and a dance floor and bar for negotiating, there were semi private enclaves along the walls for some serious fucking.

All and all not appreciably different from back home but the finishes were the best money could buy and the erotic artwork created a stimulating ambiance. Sex would simply look more beautiful because of the surroundings. It was a ballroom with style.

Jules could see that Traci was enamored with the interior and looked forward to being put on her back. "It's so amazing," she said, running her hand along the rich, dark color of the bar top accented with gold plating. Jules, standing closely behind her, intercepted her hand and drew her close to him, pressing his hard-on against her bottom.

Pete, sensing their takeover, pulled out his phone camera. "May I?" he asked.

"Certainly," said Mark, "it will make a great promo for the club, plus I'm obsessed with your wife."

It did indeed become a surreal advertisement for the club. Jules and Mark played to the camera as they went about seducing Traci.

"We're the owners of the newly created chapter of the Slut Wife Club here in London," said Jules. We're preparing for its grand opening but today our honored guest is international club poster girl, Traci. You've all seen her and you've all wanted to bang her. She and her husband came all the way from the US to wish us well and to christen the club properly by allowing the two of us to do the business with his slut wife so grab your bar on and enjoy."

They turned her back to the camera and pulled off her hot pants together, running their hands over her ass. "She has the most unbelievable bum I've ever seen on a girl," Mark said, like he was polishing a diamond. Traci purred with their touch.

After getting her naked they dropped their trousers and Traci to her knees, alternately sucking their cocks. "Uuguummff," she said with her mouth full. "I think that means she likes it," said Jules. Traci nodded.

"Fuck, she's good." "Very talented girl."

They both reached for her breasts, her nipples erect. They brought her to a standing position and suckled them. Having both their mouths on her brought on an unexpected orgasm.

"She's wet and wants it." "Ready for the spread, little darlin'?"

They bent her over and spit roasted her. Jules removed his tie and wrapped it around her neck as he rammed her. "Uuummmffftttt," speaking with her mouth still full of Mark.

Pete came in close to capture Jules's cock sliding into her then the camera panned up to see her sucking Mark's pole. It was beautifully shot. Pete was getting the eye for this kind of sensuality.

The men spent considerable time in this position, occasionally switching ends to change the glorious scenery.

Pete began to see the power of facial closeups especially during orgasm. He started noticing how her hands would clench and her eyes would roll back into her head.

Later they lifted her up and laid her back on one of the alcove beds and took turns going missionary on her. Rubbing her pussy she came again. "Fuuuccccckkkkkk!!!" she yelled out, the orgasm making her want more.

The guys were getting close so Mark told her to sit up on the bed and both of them stood in front of her and ejaculated onto her face. "You're beautiful with your cum covered face," said Mark.

Then the camera came in close. She smiled and made them crazy by licking the spunk from around her mouth.

"Welcome to London, Traci," said Jules. And then Pete stopped the camera.

After leaving the club Pete and Traci went back to the hotel room, primarily so she could clean up and reapply her makeup. In the meantime, Pete was so excited with the video that he suggested he spend the afternoon editing and get it up on the website in plenty of time before the London opening.

"Do you mind if I don't go sightseeing today and work on this video? Maybe check in with Anna and you two can hang out. I'm sure she knows the turf."

"That sounds like a good idea, Petey. I always love my 'Anna time'."

She picked up her phone..."Hey, girly girl! I just had a delightful..." and she closed the bedroom door behind her. Pete could hear bits and pieces and Traci laughing. He was happy for her liberation from the negative social constraints of sexuality. She embraced her sluthood and expressed herself freely, making the word a joyous one rather than a scornful label.

Watching the video he was, as usual, turned on with the hedonistic dominance over his wife. It never got old. Slightly distracted by the performance, he wrote down notes referring to potential edits.

Coming out of the bedroom, Traci was exuberant, "The bad girls are going out to terrorize the town. I'm meeting her at Big Ben...and I hope he is!" She playfully flipped up the back of her skirt as she went out the door.

***

A cab took her to the landmark. She was thrilled to be in London amidst the places she'd only seen on tv.

"Traci!"

"Anna!"

"Geez, girl," said an excited Traci as they walked, "you wouldn't know we'd just seen each other yesterday."

"Traci, I just love hanging around with you. I don't mean to sound weird but it's like hanging around with myself! So how was your morning?"

"Absolutely sexciting! We met the owners of the new club and..."

"And what? Alright I've got a favorite pub around the corner. Let's get a couple pints and you share."

The Lusty Lion, a working man's watering hole, was about half full and they had no problem getting a booth by the window. As they sat and sipped, Traci poured out the sexy details of her club encounter.

"Oh god, Traci, I wish I'd been there."

"Well at least you'll be there Saturday to meet them," said Traci.

"I don't think so. The grand opening was by invitation only and we're not members. D has to go out of town and they only allow married couples."

"But you've worked for the company."

"Casey tried to get me in and they said no."

"You're coming...for sure."

"How do you know?"

"My pussy knows." Traci pulled out her phone, texted something and put the phone face down on the table. Smiling, she said, "Watch..."

Fifteen seconds later her phone buzzed. Traci picked it up.

"My new fuck buddy, Jules, says you're going."

"Yay!!! Magic pussy, you've got a magic pussy!"

"I don't have a magic pussy, I just have a pussy and that's enough to get any man I want."

"Excuse me," said a man stepping around from the next booth over, "but I couldn't help overhearing your conversation..."

"You mean you were eavesdropping," said Anna

He laughed, a little embarrassed, "Yes, I suppose you're right but listening to you pretty birds I was wondering,..how much for both of you?"

"Well you cheeky devil!" said Anna, "you think we're tarts?"

"Well I..."

"Go back to your own table and jerk off!"

"My mistake. So sorry to have bothered you."

Traci and Anna just sat there with half smiles, looking at each other and then burst out laughing. Whispering, Traci said, "But he WAS rather handsome."

"I know him but he doesn't remember me."

"You know him?"

"Yes, well it seems we both have an affection for this pub. He approaches women all the time because he owns a peep show a couple blocks away and he's always looking for girls interested in taking their clothes off behind glass while customers jerk off. Also, behind that, but not advertised is a glory hole."

"What is that?" asked Traci.

"You've never heard of a glory hole?"

"Heard of it..."

"Well it's a crude setup where men put their junk anonymously through a hole in the partition and a girl sucks them off. Sometimes a girl will back her bum onto a stiff one and do the old in and out."

"Oh hell, that sounds debauched," said an incredulous Traci. "Did he ask you to do it?"

"Oh yes."

"Well...?????"

"You know me well enough by now. Of course I tried it, cock and cum are my specialty."

"And...???"

"I was very popular that day but I never did it again. That dump is a bit too seedy, even for me."

"I wanna try it!"

The guy in the other booth jumped up and, pushing his way into the girl's booth next to Traci, "I think you're going to like it. If you like sucking cock, imagine a wall of cocks waiting for you."

"Oh bloody hell!!!" said Anna, "Ray, that's your name! Ray!! I remember! Get out of here, she doesn't want to be a cheap slut!"

"Now, Anna," said Traci trying to calm everything down, "if I don't have this experience on my resume then I'm not a full fledged slut, cheap or otherwise."

Everyone stopped talking, stunned by her logic, until a subdued Anna said, "Okay, but I suggest I do it with you and we only do an hour. Ray and his customers get their rocks off and you get your check off. We'd better have another pint before we go."

***

Ray ran ahead and on the walk over Anna admitted that she'd fucked him a "couple years earlier in a loo stall at the pub."

"Slutty Anna strikes again!"

"I may be quick to drop my knickers but life would be boring without it. Oh, here we are."

"Where? There's no sign."

"Yes there is," said Anna pointing to the wall inside the stairwell. It read, 'Girls, Peep Show, Upstairs' and an arrow.

"How do people find this place?" wondered Traci.

"Oh they find it alright. Men have cocks like divining rods."

At the top of the steps there was an older woman taking admission.

"You must be the girls Ray told me were coming," Pointing to her right, "Through here and take your clothes off. There are lockers."

Ray met them on the other side of the dressing room door. "You girls can strip down in here and then follow me to the glory holes. You get a cut of the number of dicks you suck that cum, got it?"

Then he added, "I'd be glad to toss in some extra if one of you wants to fuck me first."

Ray guided the girls with a hand on each of their rears. "Here we go, ladies. I called a couple of pals so you'll have lots of dick. When you get in and comfortable on the stools, just knock on the partition so they know you're there."

An eager, Traci, rapped politely and saw through one of the openings an eye obviously checking her out. Quickly the man jerked himself and pushed his almost hard cock through the hole. "Suck on this lollipop, girlie," said the muffled voice from the other side.

Traci worked his cock promptly to the edge, "Oh, Ricky, you're gonna like this one. Oh shit, I'm cumming, girlie."

She could feel the cock swell in her hand and his member shot out the jizz onto her open mouth. She didn't necessarily expect it but fingering herself she came with the faceless customer.

Traci looked over her shoulder at a busy Anna, juggling 3 cocks in a busy rotation. "Well look at you," said an impressed, Traci, who followed her lead and took a cock in each hand and one in her mouth. After about 20 minutes and a couple more explosions, Anna, cum dripping down her chin, said, "Some bloke just asked to back me up."

The cock was large enough that Anna turned bum to the wall and guided his shaft into her slit. She heard him moan, "Sweet, sweet little tart. Oh ya." While she fucked him, banging her rear against his hard-on, she still managed to keep jerking 2 other dicks.

"You got the gift, girl," commented, Traci.

"Practice makes perfect. When D brings a few buddies home, I'm pretty busy."

The supplied towels could barely keep up with the cumshots. Both the girls were jerking a constant stream of customers and it was getting close to the hour limit Anna had set. "One more cum wad and we're off to other adventures?"

"Ya, I never sucked this much cock in my life. I'm a little sore." Just as she said that a customer blasted a load on her tits.

"Thanks guys, we got you off and now we're off!" announced Anna, as the girls left the booth for the showers in the locker room. As they left, the complaints from those who didn't get serviced by the two pretty girls flew hot and heavy. Ray begged them to stay but to no avail.

"So, what did you think?" asked Anna.

"I don't know what I was supposed to think about it but I must be a full fledged cocksucking cum slut because I liked it. That said, I enjoy more overall attention than that. I nearly fucked Ray."

"Ray?!? He's such a sleezeball."

"Ya, but you fucked him!"

"Yes, but I had too many pints"

"You know what though, Anna? Everything is more fun with you."

"Awwwww, Traci you're getting me a little teary."

They walked off down the street, arm and arm, planning that evening's fun at club 'Naughty Girl'.

(To be continued...)
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"You've only got two more days left here and I have to get you to 'Naughty Girl'," said Anna.

"You keep talking about it," said Traci. "What's the deal, girl?"

"It's just something you don't see much of in the States and I thought you might like to see a live sex show and this place is one of my favorites. It's, shall we say, interactive."

"Uh-oh, I know what that means. You know, when I get home people will ask did I see this landmark or did I see that landmark and all I'll be able to tell them is I went to Naughty Girl."

"Don't forget the glory holes!"

Traci laughed, "That would be hard to forget."

"Well, you came here to have fun and, I tell you, this place is a landmark!"

"You mean like Big Ben?"

"As a matter of fact, he was."

"Anna!!"

They laughed together and, as things got quiet, Anna lamented. "What am I going to do without you?"

"I don't know. I've dreaded leaving since we got here. You're my partner in crime!"

"I know, Traci. Well let's make the most of it. You know, since the four of us are going to the Slut Club opening tomorrow, how about we do just you and I tonight at Naughty Girl? Do you think Pete would mind?"

"Oh I don't think so but I'll ask."

"Wait, I've got an idea..." Anna texted D about possibly taking Pete on a mini pub crawl while the girls go out. "Okay, D says he'd love to hang with Pete if he wants. That way they can talk about us behind our backs."

"I texted Pete and he's into it!"

"If I know, D, a pub won't be the only thing they come inside."

***

Meeting in the hotel lobby Traci and Anna did little to mask their assets or their intent and the hotel manager started to make his way over to remove the 'hookers' from the hotel when he recognized Traci as a guest and spun around back to the desk.

Having a cocktail before going to the club, Traci could feel the fantasy gazes of the men and the judgmental disdain from some of the women. She never tired of being mentally undressed and, in some ways, it was as exciting as the real thing.

Having gotten themselves a bit lubricated they headed for the sex club.

"Hello, girls! Just the two of you?" said the doorman. "The cover is fifty quid apiece."

"That's a lot for drinks and a little show!" said a surprised Traci.

"I'll get it," said Anna reaching in her purse.

"You birds do know where you are, right?"

Anna stepped up to him and grabbing his nutsack, "We know exactly where we are and if you'd like proof I'd be glad to swallow your cock right here on the sidewalk."

Surprised by her boldness, "That's a generous offer but I think you definitely came to the right place. I'll have to pass for now but the night is young and I can find you."

They signed a waiver sheet that nobody read and as they slid past him, Traci pressed herself against his now prominent bulge.

They found a two-top near the stage and were greeted by one of the male servers, amidst an all nude male/female staff wearing the skimpiest G-strings with Naughty Girl embroidered on the front.

"Hi, I'm Grant, I'll be taking care of you," said the chiseled server, looking like he was fresh from the gym.

Anna, as bold as ever, "I bet you will...may I?" she said eyeing his package.

"Certainly, Miss."

She rubbed his newly minted erection until his eyes closed, "What can I get you girls to drink?"

As he left, Traci said, "Is this how it works in here? He just let you touch him?"

"Of course, sweetie, that's how they make their money. We'll be doing more than that before the night's over."

When he returned with the martinis, Anna indelicately put her hand on his butt cheek as he bent forward. "Are you available for some personal attention later, Grant?"

"Why, yes, Miss. Naughty Girl wants you to enjoy yourself. Hope you love the show."

The lights dimmed, laser images of the Naughty Girl logo shown on the ceiling, an emcee walked to the front of the stage. "Ladies and gentlemen, if you thought you were going to leave here the same way you came in, you may have mistaken us for Ye Olde Burger Barn next door." (laughter)

"First up is Miles!" Miles, one of many Club hardbodies, came center stage, completely nude and stroking his schlong, surveying the audience. He also wore a headset microphone.

"Miles, here, needs to be satisfied and wants to find some slutty beauty to fuck. Miles eats, sleeps and breathes pussy. He's looking for you? Are you looking for him?"

Traci and Anna looked at each other and giggled. Anna impulsively raised her hand along with 2 or 3 other women in the audience.

Miles leaned into the emcee's ear and pointed to Anna. Miles came down the stage steps and to their table. "What is your name?" he asked as he took her hand and she stood.

"Anna"

"Anna, do you want to touch it?"

"I thought you'd never ask." She took his cock in hand. He led her up on stage where the emcee waited with a simple chair. Anna sat with Miles standing in front of her, his cock stiffening as he looked at her. She stroked him.

"Would you like to suck my cock, Anna." She took him all the way to the hilt the first time and the audience gasped. "Oh fuck, Anna, oh fuck," he said as her hands ran slowly down his chest.

The emcee began a play by play of their performance. "So, Miles, are you liking Anna?"

"Oh fuck ya. I'm going to shag this bitch till she can't walk."

"We have a nice foam pad for you two lovebirds, "said the emcee, pulling it into place. Miles pulled out of her mouth, the emcee swept away the chair and Mark had her doggy, all of this choreographed in the blink of an eye. He grabbed the back of her hair and drew her to him.

Holding another microphone out to her, the emcee asked how she was doing. Intercepting the question, Miles, breathing heavily and sounding like a professional wrestler said, "She's cumming like crazy, that's how she's doing."

Down on the floor Traci was getting to know Grant better having removed his G-string and blown him. At the emcee's urging, Grant brought her up onstage with him where they continued to play. While he prepared to enter her she held onto a stripper pole and the emcee asked her name.

"My name is...uhnnn...Tra...uhnnn...ci...uhnnn."

"Sounds like you're not from around here, Traci."

"No, I'm visiting...uhnnn, oh fuuuuccckkk...I'm visiting from the U.S...uhnnn, fuck me, baby!!!"

"Well we want to give you this special welcome."

Without asking, the emcee whipped out his dick and forced it in her mouth, creating a spit roast. "My, my, you are a pretty bird," he said, hitting the back of her throat. "And how you suck cock...mmmmm...Like her, Grant?"

"Fuck, ya," he replied, "her tight pussy's on fire."

Table after table, inspired by the stage show, slowly began to fuck either the person they came with, their server or someone from a neighboring table. It was a burgeoning scene that would have made Caligula proud.

As more alcohol took hold the wilder things got. After an hour into the orgy nearly every woman had been penetrated at least once and most of the men had left their spunk somewhere.

Grant had pulled off all of Traci's clothes and laid her back down on the mat wildly fucking her. Over his shoulder she could see random men, employees or otherwise, lining up to take over when Grant was finished.

Her orgasms were coming closer together as she let them have her. Instead of being satisfied her appetite increased each time another man entered her and left his cum somewhere on her beautiful body. She looked over at Anna who was enjoying the attention of the emcee and another man, lifting her up into a standing double penetration.

Anna screamed out at yet another climax only, like Traci, to be recharged and hungry for more cock. One of the female servers came up onstage and squatted down on Traci's face and Traci gave her what she came for.

The room, in general, appeared to be some weird organized chaos. As the drinks continued to flow, so did the cum. One of the female bartenders was getting fucked by a customer at the end of the bar prompting one to wonder who was steering the ship.

Servers split their time between making drink runs and fucking. No sooner had the glasses hit the table than the customer hit the server.

Traci lost track of time, immersed in the impromptu gangbang. Man after man had their way between her legs, the creamy cum splattered all over her and Anna looked the same. By the time Traci finally got to her feet an hour and a half had passed.

Grant took Traci and Anna by the hand back to their table. "Let's hear it for our special guests!" The club erupted in applause and Traci and Anna did a playful bow while Grant helped clean the cum off them.

"I enjoyed you," Traci whispered in Grant's ear. He looked at her and smiled. She noticed his cock becoming aroused again. As he carefully wiped the cum from around her face, he impulsively kissed her and she kissed him back, reaching for his erection.

"Uh-oh," said Anna, "looks like my slutty little friend is off to the races again."

Traci put her hands against the stage and Grant once again went K9 on her. "You eager little cunt," he kept repeating as he pounded her. She covered his shaft with her juices and Grant pulled out and shot even more cum onto her backside. Both of them were gasping for air and Grant cleaned her up.

Putting her clothes back on, Traci said, "Get me out of here, Anna, before I fuck him again. Otherwise, I won't leave this club before I screw all of them!"

Anna laughed hysterically. "It's like looking in a mirror."

***

Back at the hotel Pete camped out in the lounge after his pub crawl with D. He'd already imbibed more than he should have and now here he was camped once more in front of a bartender waiting for Traci's return.

It had been an hour since she'd texted him she was coming back and the club was only blocks away. "Where are you?" he texted her. It was rare anymore that jealousy and worry entered his mind but damned if that wasn't what it was.

It was what he felt the first time they went to Slut Club watching Dan fuck his wife. He had worked through much of that and Pete had even opened up the rules requiring they always be together when having sex with other people.

But, hell, there was that shitty feeling again like running into an old friend you didn't want to see. After all this time, why? His mind was racing. Was she okay? Did she go home with somebody? What if she was hurt? With each sip of ale he got more twisted up.

And at that moment she sat down next to him and taking one look at his face, "Okay, what's wrong?"

"What? Nothing's wrong. Just sitting here waiting for you."

He nonchalantly turned back to his beer.

"Pete...look at me," she said.

"What? How was your evening?"

"It was fine," she said impatiently. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing. I just asked how your evening went."

She gently rapped on his forehead. "Pete, you've been sitting here kvetching over something, probably me. Spit it out."

He was always amazed, "How do you do that?"

"That face. I've been able to read that face since we first met. I don't know why you make it harder when you know I'll see right through you. Feeling insecure?"

"Ya, a little bit. I don't know. Sometimes it just sneaks up on me and my imagination has you running off with some guy."

"Boy, great pimp you are! Sorry, wrong time to be funny. Okay then, you know the drill."

"Yes"

"Petey, who loves you more than anything?"

"You do?"

"Yes. And who wakes up every morning glad to be married to you?"

"You"

"Yes, and who's the only person who understands what an out of control, exhibitionist slut I am and still loves me."

"Me"

"Yes, and sex in those times is what?"

"Just sex."

"Correct, except that when we have sex we make love and I don't share that with anyone else."

"Okay"

"Good. I love you so much, Petey." She put her arms around his neck. "You're the best damn pimp a girl could ever have." She started laughing. "Sorry, I couldn't resist." They both laughed and kissed.

"So did you two have fun?" he asked.

"Oh god, yes. It got pretty wild and now I know why Anna wanted to take me there. What did you guys do?"

Oh, we hit several classic pubs, talked about our wives, and then later there was a back room where we got a couple of girls."

"Oh my god! I hope you kept your pecker in your pants!"

"Ahhh," he grinned, "it might have slipped out a little,"

"Let's go up to the room, get in bed and we can have story time..."

***

Jules called in the morning and told them the limo would pick them up at eight so that poster girl, Traci, could make her fashionably late entrance as the club star. She also negotiated including Anna and D in the limo and, feeling the power of her sex appeal, suggested they have permanent free entry to all club events.

Jules balked at that one but Traci's promise of 'rewarding' him for his generosity eventually got her what she wanted. She thought to herself how really pliable men were in the face of pussy.

When she hung up she asked Pete, "When you met me, what was it that attracted you the most?"

"I don't know. Is this a trick question?"

"No, I just wanted to know what you first thought about me when we met."

"I thought you were beautiful."

"So you first thought about my body?"

"Well, sure but then I found out you were smart and funny..."

"But initially you wanted in my pants?"

"Well, that crossed my mind because, you know, I'm a guy."

"Yes, I'm aware of that. So when did you realize, 'Hey, she's pretty smart?'"

"Oh I don't know. Second or third date, I don't remember."

"So, about two weeks?"

"Well, no, I'm sure it was sooner than that..."

"Right, so until then all you thought about was tapping my ass."

"Well, you know..."

"So, would you have married me if I was beautiful and dumb?"

"Ah, there, I knew it was a trick question."

"No, just an informal poll."

"Well, I have no idea what you're on about but I'll say this, when I found you I found my best friend."

"Nice save, Valentino. Get dressed, we're having lunch with Anna and D."

***

At lunch Traci and Anna vowed to keep each other in their lives and debrief on the phone every week without fail.

"Turns out they have the same hobby," chuckled D. "So, Pete, Anna's been telling me that you want to set up a porn site for Traci."

"We've talked about it."

"But can you imagine the attention she already gets being magnified ten fold? Are you two up for that? I'm not trying to talk you out of it because I'd be yet another wanker but these days every bloke on the block's got porn in their pocket. They're not dating much but they're wanking off all the time."

"True, but I think we can handle it and it's something we can do together. And with my magnificent wife on display I would bet we could retire on the earnings."

"Well, there are a lot of restless cocks with wallets out there."

"Yes there are!" said Anna. "Thankfully!"

"Anna," said D, "is the biggest cock sucking slut I've ever met and (turning to Anna) I say that affectionately, my love."

"Thank you, dear."

"The key to our relationship is giving my wife what she wants and her mantra is 'more cock, please'. I must say, it's hardly painful to watch. I assume Traci feels the same way."

"Which is why the porn site could potentially satisfy everyone," said Pete.

"Say, D," said Traci, "What did you think of Anna the first time you met her?"

Pete, intercepted the question, "I'm advising my client not to answer that..."

"That's an easy one," D answered quickly, "I thought she fucked like a jack rabbit."

"On your first date?" asked Traci.

"In the first fifteen minutes! We just connected like we'd known each other forever and I haven't regretted a single day together."

"He's so generous," added Anna, "If there's an interested third party, D says, 'Go ahead and have her, she likes it.' Isn't that sweet?"

Everybody broke up and Pete snorted into his water glass.

***

As the two couples, dressed to the nines for the grand opening, waited on the sidewalk for the limo's arrival, the girls exchanged endless compliments.

Pete laid out for D the general protocol for approaching another member's wife. "It's largely ceremonial but when one member takes an interest in another man's wife he asks the husband permission to dance with her or whatever. The 'whatever' is you know. The approached husband always says yes, except I defer to Traci, but it's basically pick your pleasure."

"Sounds quite civil."

"Very civil...and then you turn around and four guys are gangbanging your wife. It's the pretense of civility."

***

When they got to the club, the protocol and staffing was much the same as the US; valet parking, security guards, DJ, bartender and a couple of servers. Only one addition was an attractive housekeeper in a French maid outfit to keep the booth bed linen fresh.

Even the valet's response to Traci's legs in her white slit skirt exciting the limo had the same lustful intensity. And that doubled when Anna followed her.

Every man regardless of position had one thought in mind.

Jules announced Traci's arrival, "Here's our poster girl all the way from across the pond, the lovely and fuckable, the girl every slut aspires to, let's hear it for...Traci!!!!

The place exploded as Traci glided into the ballroom, feet barely touching the floor. Pete stayed behind her knowing how much she loved the entrance.

As couples gathered around her, Traci leaning back to Pete said, "This whole thing has a shelf life. I'm glad you love me."

Hearing her words momentarily shut off all sound in his head except her oddly timed commentary on the state of her celebrity.

"Just this way to your table," Mark said, "and then later the staff would like to meet you personally."

"I think I know what that means."

D had peeled off from the pack and was making his way towards the housekeeper. Anna noted to Pete, "D has a thing for French maid outfits. It's a fetish really. He has me dress up from time to time. He'll have her knickers down in a flash."

Before there eyes, the entire proposition played out and D had her legs in the air on one of the booth beds. When they were finished she had to change her own sheets.

As D returned to the table to recharge his batteries. "I think I'm really going to love this place."

"Excuse me, sir," the man addressed Pete, "my name is Nigel and I was wondering if I might take your wife for a spin on the dance floor."

"Have you seen her video on the club website?"

"Why, yes I have. Stunning really."

Pete, teased him good naturally, "You wouldn't want to fuck her under the guise of dancing would you?"

"Well I..."

"Alright, funny boy," said Traci standing up, "Give your permission and let's move the night along."

Pete stood up and shook his hand, "Why of course, Nigel, enjoy yourself in my wife."

They went out to the dance floor. "Pete was just being silly," she reassured him.

"Oh I know," he laughed, "It was a small price to pay to be slow dancing with you."

"So, you do want to fuck me, right?

"That's rather direct but what man, after seeing that video, doesn't want to fuck you?"

She reached for his crotch and found a rock hard cock. "I think I just discovered something I want." She slowly ran her hand up and down his bulge and started to unzip his trousers.

"Will your husband be watching us?"

"Probably. He gets aroused watching me take another man's shaft."

"Hmmm. Maybe one of these days I'll enjoy my wife, Victoria, having her legs spread but for now I can't watch."

"Pete was totally in shock the first slut club but not so much anymore although he has moments of insecurity. But let's forget them right now and go to a booth where I can suck that lollipop. Hmmm?"



Traci led Nigel to a booth adjacent to their table and in Pete's sight line. She freed his substantial cock and wrapped her lips around it. "Oh my, watching that makes me wet," said Anna. "I can help with that," came a voice behind her.

It was Jules, "And I'm guessing you must be the Anna that Traci keeps talking about."

"I am."

"Well since we're going to be seeing much more of you how about me giving you a proper introduction to some of our wonderful staff?"

"Yes, yes, yes."

Jules turned to D who said. "She's all yours."

Jules took Anna by the hand to a door back and to the right of the bar which is where D positioned himself out of curiosity. He heard her shouts immediately and the occasional slaps across her arse. He smiled knowing how much she liked gangbangs and periodically the door would open and he would catch a glimpse of them ravaging her.

Since there had to be staff on the floor, one man would leave zipping up his fly and another would go in unbuckling his belt. He recognized the valet when he entered, pulled off his belt and as the door closed he heard the leather crack and Anna yelp.

The bartender, started to go to the room but was stopped by D who requested that "you pour me another pint before going to fuck my wife."

"Oh yes, sorry sir, of course." As he pulled one he kept looking around anxiously at the door.

"Don't worry, you won't miss anything. She won't leave until she licks the last drop of cum off the last cock in the building."

Awkwardly he asked D if he needed anything else. "No, I'm fine. Now get in there and fill her up."

The bartender backing away, "Thank you sir, thank you..." broke into a run. As the door opened he could see them surrounding her. Sensing an opportunity, D went around the bar and topped off his beer.

Pete sat alone at the table watching Traci get what she so loved.

Occasionally he would scope out the room. As he turned, a petite brunette with a killer figure sat next to him and extended her hand, "Hi, I'm Victoria. I figured since my husband has his dick in your wife, you might like what I have to offer."

Already turned on by Traci's display, he didn't hesitate, taking her hand, "I'm Pete, offer accepted," and dragged her into the adjacent booth. He came just short of ripping her clothes off.

"In a hurry?" she asked.

"Oh my god, you've got a gorgeous body."

"That's what Nigel says but he's not comfortable watching me with other men."

Pete went down on her and Victoria kept talking.

"That's why I wanted to join this club...ahh...so maybe we could have a...uhh...fun activity together. He fucks his secretary...mmm...and I fuck the postman but this...oh god...is something we could do for each...fuck...other...uhn...but he won't look at me...oh fuck, I'm cumming!! Fuuucccckkkk...I'm cuuuummmminng...uhhhhnnnnn."

When she peaked he mounted her and went on a fucking tear, ramming his hungry cock in her now dripping hole.

"That's it, Peter, fuck me! I'm your bitch!!!"

He leaned in and kissed her.

"I'm a fucking slut who wants it hard and fast, Peter. Do you like sticking it in me?"

Her unexpected dirty talk just made him pound her harder. "Fuck me like the nasty slut I am!!

For both of them the room and everyone in it faded away. "Slap me!" she said, fingering her clit.

"What?"

"Slap me across the face! Do it!!!"

He slapped her. She smiled. "Harder! Slap me harder and twist my nipples until they hurt!!"

He slapped her harder and twisted her nipples until she cried out in pain and pleasure, cumming yet again.

"I'm close!" Pete said.

"Leave it in me! Slap me! Hurt your nasty slut and leave your spunk in me!!!

Unable to hold on any longer he roared and released his load in her pussy. In the same moment, as he was filling her, he wrenched her nipples and she came a third time.

Then he fell next to her, exhausted and smiling. She smiled back and then, slowly reconnecting with the room, realized they had drawn an audience who applauded their performance. And in that audience was Traci and Nigel.

"Did you see me.?" Victoria asked him anxiously.

"Yes, baby," he said, "you we're magnificent. Come here."

She jumped into his lap and they kissed.

***

By the end of the night, Traci and Anna had fucked nearly every available cock in the club. Jules got his payment from Traci. Traci got gangbanged by the staff as Anna had earlier. Pete followed Victoria around all evening and managed to fuck her again...in front of Nigel. D got in the French maid's knickers for a second time, fucked another woman who turned out to be a neighbor and pulled himself as much ale as he liked.

All and all the club opening was a smashing success and became a regular stop for Anna and D.

***

In the early morning, rather than take the offered limo to the airport, Anna and D took them to Heathrow so they could say a longer goodbye. Amidst plenty of tears, Traci and Anna held one another tightly. Best friends.

***

As random life would have it, on the flight home Traci sat kitty corner to the same video admirer who they had flown with to England a week before.

This time she said yes and he fucked her in the rear...

restroom.
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"That term is thrown around a lot but what makes you think that?" asked Dr. Gonzalez.

"Because I want to fuck all the time," answered Traci.

"Well, as to whether you're a nymphomaniac or not, well, I doubt we can figure that out in one session."

"I can't stop. And on top of that, nearly every man I meet wants to fuck me and that probably includes you."

"You're a very pretty woman but my job is to remain neutral and try to help."

"But if I gave you the opportunity to fuck me you'd take it wouldn't you?"

"Not necessarily..."

"Not necessarily? You're bending already. Since I've been sitting here you've kept your eyes mainly on my legs."

"Ahhhh, I'm starting to wonder who's the therapist here."

"Don't worry, every man does that."

He paused for a second. "One thing is for certain, you enjoy putting yourself on display. Exhibitionist would be the term but there may be others. Yes, I did look at your legs and your skirt rides up just this side of modesty but when you dressed for this appointment, isn't that what you wanted me to do?"

"Yes"

"So maybe I should ask what you want from me besides looking at your legs?"

"I want...I want somebody to guide me. My husband totally gets me but we're inside the bubble and together we're not the most stable pair. Don't get me wrong, I love him dearly and he loves me but sometimes I wonder who's taking care of us. My best friend, Anna, is a great sounding board but she lives in England. We're like two peas in a pod...we're both sluts of the highest order. We talk on the phone as much as possible..."

"So we're back to the original question...what do you need from me?"

"I think I need a referee."

He started laughing, "Okay, I get that."

She continued, "I'm very sexually impulsive and I would never even think of using the word 'no'. For instance, right now I want you to clear your desk off and fuck the hell out of me. I know you want to but you're holding yourself back."

"As your therapist I can't do that."

"No, maybe not today but I'll leave here and you won't be able to stop thinking about me. You'll know I'm available and little by little you'll break down and one day you won't be able to stop yourself and you'll put that cock where it belongs."

As she said the last few words she overtly ran her fingers up her inner thigh stopping just short of a demonstration.

"Our time is up," he said, somewhat relieved, "Same time next session?"

***

When Pete got home from work, "So how'd it go?"

"He might be helpful," she said, "we'll see."

"So you liked him?"

"We'll see about that."

"Well then, as a junior psychologist myself, let me interpret what you just said. You thought he was incredibly attractive and, indeed, was hoping he'd fuck you on his desk but even though you dressed provocatively he managed to hold onto the professional high ground even when his dick said otherwise. If he can resist you then he can be a successful sounding board for all the crazy things we're doing."

"How'd you do that?"

"You forget I'm familiar with the patient."

Changing the subject, Pete showed her some of the graphics sent to him by the web designers he hired to help construct 'TouchTraci.com'. "Obviously the main setup is me sharing you in all sorts of scenarios but I thought of the 'selling you' angle too. I remember that time I sold you to those pickup truck dudes at the bar. That was really hot when they fucked you against the truck grill. What do you think?"

"I loved it! I can't believe they let you film that."

"They were so obsessed with you they never even saw me."

I know it's a little dangerous," she said, "but I fantasize about street hooking. It's so classless and nasty I think I could get into it."

"The problem is I could only get so close with the camera. We might have to stage it."

"Not as exciting. I get turned on watching porn when it feels spontaneous."

"Well I've got an idea that might make that work but it's only a theory at this point. We put you, looking all hot and sexy, in the middle of the barroom and wait for the first guy to pick you up. He says something like 'are you alone?' and you're honest, you say you're just waiting for your husband. He expresses regret, starts to leave but you ask him to stay. You get affectionate with him and explain that your husband likes to see you with other men. He'll know what you're talking about. He'll say that's crazy but then you say you love it to. Then I come over from the bar, we shake hands, you keep flirting with him and then I mention that we've got a room nearby, I'm in a sharing mood, is he interested? Of course, he's nuts over you by now and can't leave. I follow that up asking if he minds if I film it because, of course, that's my fetish. From there he says yes or no. My money's on 'yes' at this point because you're doing something suggestive under the table like rubbing his thigh. We go to the hotel and Aaron is already set up. So, what do you think?"

She sat there stunned that he had thought this out in such detail. "I...I think it's deviously brilliant but that doesn't guarantee it will work but it's worth a try."

"By the way, Aaron wants to be heavily involved in the website filming and I cou..."

"Absolutely! I want someone filming me who wants to desperately fuck me. It will energize the vision."

"I could use that help when I'm in scenes where I'm sharing you."

"Petey! I'm excited! This is such a turn on! Take me to the bar tonight, please?!? Try and share me with a bar dude. Call Aaron to film it"

"I'll call and see if he's available."

"It's me, Petey, he'll be available."

***

Indeed, as Traci predicted, Aaron was available. Pete and Aaron booked the room, set up two cameras at 6 and by 8:30 Pete and Traci were at the bar, she sitting alone nursing her drink and dressed to arouse. As catnip goes she looked irresistible.

It wasn't more than 20 minutes before she was approached by an attractive man in his 40's.

"Hi, I'm Mason. Are you alone?"

"No," she purred, "but I'd love it if you'd keep me company. My husband's up at the bar talking to someone."

"I'm not sure this is such a good idea. You look amazing but I don't want to get punched in the face for staring at another man's wife."

As he started to get up from his chair, she placed her hand over his. "Please, stay. I like having you here and, believe me, my husband doesn't mind at all."

"Really?" he said, sitting back down.

"Really. He likes seeing me with other men. It turns him on and I like it too because then I can meet a handsome guy like you."

"Sure, I guess I can hang a little bit. You're so beautiful why would he leave you sitting here?"

"Like I said, he likes watching me with other guys. It's a fetish I guess. The best part of it though is I get plenty of attention."

"I'll bet you do."

"Pete looked over here and smiled a few times already. He tells me he wants me to enjoy myself and he says he gets aroused when men undress me with their eyes. But what I like even better is...is when a man undresses me."

"Oh fuck..." he said, stunned by what she was suggesting. He looked around and noticed the number of other men in the room wishing they'd approached her first.

After giving Traci time to work her magic, Pete left the bar stool, walked over and extended his hand to Mason. "I'm Pete. I guess I owe you a thanks for keeping my wife occupied."

Traci put one hand on Mason's shoulder and one hand stroking his thigh beneath the table, occasionally grazing his hard-on.

"I think I'm the one who should be thanking you. She's the most gorgeous company I've had in a long time."

"She does have an effect on men and, frankly, I love it. Would you like to see more of her?"

Mason was all of a sudden on unsteady ground, "What do you mean?"

"Would you like to fuck her?"

"I...ah...I..." stammered Mason.

Remaining perfectly calm, Pete continued, "I like to share my wife's charms with other men. It's my thing and in the process she gets her rocks off. The guy who's lucky enough to put his cock in her gets a special treat. It's a win, win, win situation. The only thing I ask in return is to let me watch and film it so I can jerkoff later on."

"Wow, that's a lot to take in. I get her and you get a video?"

"That's about it. I'll even give you a copy."

"He gets to watch me and then he fucks me afterwards," said Traci so sweetly it discombobulated his mind even more. What eventually sold it was her constant stroking him under the table.

"Let's go," he said.

Pete texted Aaron to get ready, they were on their way.

***

As the door to the room opened the filming began.

"C'mon in and have seat on the couch with Traci. I love sharing my girl, right baby? I'm going to sit in this chair and enjoy every moment. Let your imagination go wild, buddy. Do anything you want. While you're here she's your bitch."

"Fuck yes, thanks, she's incredible," said Mason, and to Traci, "In the bar I wanted to fuck your hot little ass from the moment I looked over at your table."

"Mmmmm, wanna undress me for real, Mason?"

She stood before him and and he lifted the skin tight sweater over her, stopping to admire her breasts and the expensive bra that kept things orderly. Reaching around her back he unclasped the bra and playfully tossed it to Pete, who noted, "Nice, aren't they?"

Mason was transfixed by her perfection, "They're exquisite." He sucked her nipples, gently bringing his teeth together until she winced.

"Harder, I like the pain," she moaned as he bit down. She felt the rush of painful excitement and the slowly building orgasm. It's what she fucked for and hardly a day passed where she didn't feel that ambrosia kiss her body.

He bit down on the other nipple and she cried out, "Ohhhhhh fuuuuuucccckkk." He looked up at her, "I'm going to fuck you until you scream you nasty bitch," and he bit down again causing her to gasp.

Unable to even look away for a second, Pete took out his cock and pleasured himself with the vision of his used wife.

Mason eased down the zipper on the side of her skirt so deliberately that she wanted to beg him to go faster. After the skirt fell away he was at eye level with her kitty. Pulling her panty aside he flicked his tongue on her clit until she shuddered, "Oh my god...aggkkkaaaa."

Aaron got some closeups of the oral action, one hand holding the camera and the other jerking his exposed member. Traci was partially distracted by Aaron's multitasking but it was momentary as she submitted to Mason, lost in his overwhelming desire for her.

His fingers were in her. "Yes, yes, yes," she repeated like a mantra, her box on fire. "Like that, bitch?" he said, looking up at her, his fingers slightly bent upward finding the sweet spot. "Ahhhh, ooooohhhhhh, fuuuuccckk," and then she went silent as her body shuddered and her juices flowed out over his hand and wrist.

As she absorbed the last of her orgasm he stood up, pushed her by her shoulders to her knees,"Suck my cock, my lovely slut," he ordered. Holding the back of her head he roughly shoved it in her mouth and immediately gagged her as the tip struck the back of her throat. "Gluuukkkk, gluuukkkk, gluuukkkk."

"Look up at me," and when she did he cock-slapped her across the face. "That's it, that's it." He found particular pleasure in grabbing her hair and whipping his dick on her cheeks, leaving a touch of pre-cum on her lip.

Pete was going nuts jerking himself and telling her, "Take it, baby. Let the nice man have his way with you..."

Mason filled her mouth once again and face fucked her, both hands forcing her completely down on his ample shaft. Gluuukkkk, gluuukkkk..."

He turned her around facing the back of the couch and with no warning, roughly entered her wet cunt and pounded her relentlessly with a running commentary, "Like it, you fucking bitch?"

"That's my girl," said Pete, "You look amazing, Traci!"

Aaron was circling around with the camera, half of him tending to the best angles and the other half wanting to dump the camera and fuck her too.

Mason swapped places on the couch with her and she rode him like a bucking bronco, her ass bouncing enticingly for the camera. Aaron moved in for a closeup of of his cock sliding in and out. It was like a car piston and at the same time he bit down on her nipple she, once again, screamed and orgasmed at the crazy energy. She thought to herself, 'This can't be the last time with this maniac'.

Now Aaron was an excellent videographer but had one weakness in his professional work and that was Traci. He wanted her so badly that he'd forget what he was doing on occasion. This turned out to be one of those times as, unable to hold back any longer, he put the camera on its tripod, carefully aimed it and hurriedly pulled his pants off.

Pete knew what was coming but didn't know quite what to do so acted as if he'd planned it all along. "Surprise, baby, somebody's knocking at your backdoor."

Aaron knelt down trying to rim the bouncing Traci but gave up and unceremoniously entered her ass, the two of them DPing her and she screaming. The louder she got the harder they fucked her, their cocks buried deep within her holes. She came again, begging them, "Fuck me, don't stop...fuck me. Fuck me! I'm cuuummmiinngg again!"

"Like it, baby?" asked Pete.

"Yeesss!!!! Oh fuuucccckkkk, yes!!!!!!!"

Pete, motivated by the glorious vision of his wife, got up from his chair and put his aching rod in her mouth, muffling her shouts.

"I'm gonna cum, man," said Mason.

"Me too!" said Aaron.

Traci felt the throbbing of their orgasms in unison and Pete added his release in her mouth as she came once again, overwhelming her senses.

They filled all of her with their spunk and one by one they removed themselves from her well used body, leaving them to revel in the satisfied visual of their lust.

Mason, still stroking his half mast, "You are an amazing bitch. I want more."

"So go ahead and fuck her," Pete said cheerfully, "you can't wear her out."

***

"So what did you do?" asked Dr. Gonzalez, choking a little on his words.

"Do you want me to tell you or show you?" said Traci with a slight smile.

"Ahhh, telling me would be safer."

"Mmmm, but can't you just imagine my pretty mouth wrapped around your cock?"

Ignoring her offer, "So you had oral sex with him?"

"I crawled on my hands and knees, leaving a trail of their cum on the hotel carpet, and gave him head as he laid back in the chair. Soon enough he was hard again and I looked up at him, 'Will you fuck me now?'"

Traci could see the doctor swallow and knew how he was fighting his arousal.

"Traci, I'm not sure it's helping to give the fine details of these stories. In fact, I'm still not sure what I can do for you at all. I can listen and that's about it. You don't want to tell me about your upbringing."

"But you like the stories, right?"

"Well...I'm listening with a clinical ear."

"But don't the stories excite you?"

Big pause.

"Look, Traci, I'm married."

"So doesn't she want you to be happy? Pete wants me to be happy."

"Well, of course, but not what you're suggesting. Besides, I could lose my license for having sex with a patient."

"Nobody needs to know and I'm consenting to having you fuck the shit out of me. Let me tell you something, doctor. When I was looking for a therapist I wasn't reading the qualifications, I looked at the pictures and decided who I'd like to fuck."

Traci stood up and sat on the edge of his desk, her skirt hiked up high enough for Gonzalez to see that she was wearing no panties. She fingered herself while he watched and the bulge in his pants got ever more visible.

"Traci..." he began as she put a finger to his lips.

She said in a soft, sexy tone, "Just watch and enjoy."

She masturbated only for him.

Looking into his eyes she took hold of his imagination. He couldn't talk, locked in on her overwhelming sexuality. Her moaning increased as the manipulation grew and never once did she look away from him.

He wanted to take what she offered but fought the massive urge by steering his thoughts elsewhere. She was every man's dirty dream and the task of resistance was wearing him down.

She glanced down at his crotch and smiled as his hand found the bulge and he slowly jerked himself. He convinced himself it was alright as long as he didn't touch her.

She was so close and her fingers began to quickly flick her clit. "I'm cumming, baby. I'm cumming for you..." With the last surge she sped up and with a loud exhale released a massive orgasm.

She watched as a wet spot spread across the crotch of his khakis. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't stop from ejaculating watching her.

As she hopped off the desk and pulled down her skirt she couldn't resist, "I think we made some real progress today."

He nervously laughed and said, "I guess so..."

"Say, why don't you and your wife join Pete and I for a Slut Wife Club event this Saturday?"

"Thanks, but my wife's not into that."

"You'd probably be surprised what she's into. A lot of husbands don't have a clue."

"Thanks, Traci, I don't think so. Besides, I have a rule not to mix my professional and my personal."

As they walked to the door, she put her hand on his wet spot, "This'll dry in about fifteen minutes. Until then stay behind your desk. See you next time."
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Lying in bed on a Saturday morning there was no urgency to get up so Pete and Traci slowly lounged their way to activity. No rush.

"So why does Dr. Gonzalez want me to come to your next session?" asked Pete.

"He seems to think that it will help him understand why I'm so compulsive about sex."

"Two things come to mind: One, why does it matter and two, why are you doing this again?"

"I don't know, Pete. I wanted to find out something about myself. Not necessarily to change anything but understand why I love cock so much, why I'm a horny slut all the time."

"I recall you saying he was attractive."

"Ya, he's crazy good looking and, well I..."

"You've made it your mission to get him to fuck you."

"Yes, kinda."

"What does that have to do with psychotherapy? You do know what psychotherapy is for, right?"

"Of course, but I feel compelled to fuck him first. Believe it, Pete, he wants me."

"I don't doubt that for a second. So basically you're taking this on as a personal challenge and then worry about the therapy later."

"Ya, something like that."

"Well I pity the poor guy. He's out of his league and doesn't stand a chance."

"So will you come with me?" she asked sweetly.

"Sure, I've gotta see this."

***

That evening Traci made her usual fashionably late entrance, Pete, a few feet behind her. Dressed for action, she floated in with a shimmering green sheer flowing gown, completely see through to a blue bra and panty set.

The men surrounded her, knowing she wanted to be and expected to be the object of every man's desire. Before the night was over she would have fulfilled those desires and let them fuck her over and over. It wasn't surprising then that certain men stepped over the already thin line and wanted to own her.

Pete could see it building in Aaron. When he first met Traci at a club event he wasted no time in whisking her away to one of the adjacent hotel rooms and roughly fucking her. Traci loved it but there was something so possessive about it that Pete was unsettled.

They hadn't been club members long and Pete was still adjusting to the idea of his wife having endless sex with other men. He would eventually not only get comfortable with the idea but enjoy watching her perform. Still, the occasional obsession had to be dealt with.

It had been problematic with their neighbors Dave and Isabel. Dave's sex drive decided that Traci should be his and, of course, that destroyed her and Isabel's friendship.

That he should now have to deal with Aaron's brand of obsession, while not a surprise, was a pain in the ass.

The day before he got a text from Aaron: 'We need to talk,' so he approached the bar with a measure of apprehension.

"Aaron?"

"Pete"

"What's up pal?"

"I can't be your videographer anymore. I just can't. I lose my mind when I'm around Traci and I think about her all the time and I know she's your wife but I find myself craving her and then I'm neglecting Rosita, like it's some kind of competition in my mind."

"Aaron," Pete said in a calm and soothing voice. "Listen to me. Traci wanted you to shoot the videos for the very reason you're describing. Your obsession with her shows in the film. And as for Rosita, she doesn't look neglected to me."

Aaron looked back over his shoulder to see two guys spit roasting Rosita, to her obvious delight.

"In fact," added Pete, "I have plans to get between your wife's legs before we leave here tonight. You calmed me down once, so now I'm returning the favor...just relax. We're lucky enough to be in a sea of sluts so let's have fun, eh?"

"I thought you'd be mad about me jumping into the scene."

"You startled the hell out of me but it turned out to be really hot. Traci loved it."

"I couldn't help myself."

Pete stood up and patted Aaron on the shoulder, "Now if you'll excuse me, I see an opening in your wife's dance card."

***

"So you're the legendary Traci. Finally, I can stop jerking off to your videos and put my cock to better use."

"And you are?" said Traci, never having seen him at a club event before.

"Oh pardon me, I'm Raymond and my wife, Eden, suggested we join so maybe after fucking you I'd shut up about it. We've been swingers for years but I've gotten a bit fixated and even I think I talk too much about you."

"Well, Raymond, maybe I should see if you're Traci worthy," and she squatted before him, bringing his dick out in the daylight. "Mmmm, Raymond, what have we here?"

"A gift for you," said Raymond.

She stuck the hefty shaft in her mouth, growing it ever larger until he face fucked her, forcing it down her throat. Gasping for air she kept saying his name. Eventually, she stood up, "I want you to fuck me, Raymond."

"That's what I wanted to hear the queen slut say." He took her by the waist and drew her face to face. "From here on until I fill your mouth with my cum you'll do what I tell you to do."

A feint smile crossed her face as he took her by the hand to one of the booths. "Take your dress off, now! I'm going to give you what you want, slut."

After she had stepped out of her dress, he shoved her back on the bed, pulled her panties off and went about removing his pants. "You like this don't you, slut?"

"Yes," she said quietly.

"See that pretty brunette over there?" he said. "That's my wife, Eden, and she likes to watch me fuck other women. Suck my cock for her."

"Yes"

"Look at her while you suck me."

"Yes"

Impulsively he pulled away from Traci and dove into her wet pussy with his tongue.

"Keep watching her...cum with her, you delicious little cunt."

A blissful Traci edged ever closer and she watched as Eden ran her hand under her dress and masturbated in sync with Traci. At almost the same time the two women...

***

"So what do you think when she has these urges to have sex with other men?" Dr. Gonzalez asked Pete. "Aren't you ever jealous?"

"I was sort of in shock to begin with but the weird thing was it was my idea to join Slut Wives Club. We'd discussed both of us having multiple partners and how exciting that would be, but when it became real I froze."

"You felt jealous?"

"Yes, but Traci talked me down off the ledge and after awhile I began to enjoy watching her. And it went both ways of course. I've had my share of beautiful girls so..."

"Did you know your wife has been trying to get me to have sex with her?" said Gonzalez.

"What?!?!" Pete answered with fake outrage. Turning to Traci he shouted, "Is this true?!?!" Then he laughed, "Yes, she told me."

"Does she tell you everything?"

"As far as I know. What I can't figure out is why you haven't fucked her? She's gorgeous and willing and what man can resist Traci?"

Gonzalez nervously adjusted his chair, "Because in my profession we have ethical standards, not to mention I'm a married man."

"The one thing I've come to understand about men is they will choose pussy over ethics any day of the week as long as it's safe. Now, as I see it there's only three of us in the room and I'm giving you permission to fuck my wife. Do you find her attractive?"

"Yes"

"Good, we're making progress..."

"But..."

"No buts, just yes or no. Have you imagined her naked?"

Looking at Traci he admitted, "Yes"

"Have you fantasized about fucking her?"

The pause was longer than normal.

"Yes, but..."

"Remember, no buts. Look, Traci has needs and wants and as a good husband I help her with those because I love her. For lack of a better description she's an insatiable slut and a happy one."

"She told me you sometimes pimp her out for the thrill."

"Actually, that was her idea. I do video the act when I can. It's a treat for both of us. We like to watch the videos and have sex in the morning."

Dr. Gonzalez sat back in his chair, at a temporary loss for what to ask next. He theorized that Pete and Traci were the most debauched couple or strangely the healthiest he'd ever counseled.

"Doctor, I see the way you look at her and I've seen that look before on a lot of men. You want to fuck my lovely wife. How about we make it easier and Traci strips for you and you can take it from there?"

"I...I...I...don't think..."

Traci, who hadn't spoken a word since coming in the office, stood in front of Gonzalez in a blue skintight spandex dress. The dress accentuated her figure in such detail that taking it off was almost a formality.

Her nipples were taut, braless, clearly defined by the fabric and further framed when Traci lowered the dress over her shoulders. She leaned forward, her hands on his desk, teasing him with her cleavage. He was locked in on her, unable to move.

"I want you to use me, doctor," she said, walking around the desk to his side, putting one of her high heels up on his desk. Her dress naturally rode up high enough to reveal her shaved pussy a foot from his face. She licked her palm and ran it over her pussy.

"I want to be ready for your cock."

She turned around, cleared the desk of his note pad and whatever else was in the way and bent over, her tits flat on the desk and her perfectly round ass on display for the doctor.

Unable to resist any longer, he put his brain on autopilot and pushed the chair away and stood behind her unbuckling his belt and placed it next to her. He stepped out of his pants and stroked his penis until he was ready and then penetrated her.

"Is this what you want?" he asked her, banging the beauty before him. He looked over at Pete, masturbating in his chair. Traci's ass absorbed the hard pounding as she held onto the desktop.

The first time she came she doused his desk with her juices and his rod glistened. His hands ran over her curves, caressing what had consumed his thoughts since he first met her.

"Oh fuck, that's good," she told him, her face pressed against the desktop.

He methodically picked up the belt, ran it under and around her neck and pulled her head back with every thrust. "Oh fuck," she shouted, as he put a hand over her mouth. "Quiet, girl," he said, "my receptionist will hear us."

If it was possible to hit her harder he did. It was inevitable something would be broken. The desk lamp went crashing to the floor.

By the door, "Are you alright Dr. Gonzalez?"

Without missing a stroke of his wand, "I'm fine, Grace, just an accident."

"I'm cumming, Traci. Swallow my cum, sweetheart." He let her up and she went down on her knees to take his load. She felt the shaft expand and her mouth took a tremendous amount of his spunk. It kept surging and she swallowed as much as possible, some of it creeping out the sides of her mouth.

Pete grabbed handful of patient's tissues and climaxed into the wad. "I thought you were all about ethics, Dr. Gonzalez."

"I try, but that doesn't mean I haven't fucked women in this office before and I could only hold out on a girl like Traci for so long. I've had all sorts of pervy patients in here and at some point you just have to fuck them. Especially if their husband gives you the green light."

"You know, Doc," said an amused Pete, "you're a lot more practical than I thought. So, honey, is this the therapist you were looking for?"

Still wiping the cum from her mouth, "Oh ya! I think we'll work well together, but just to be clear I don't want to change anything. I just want a confessor."

"You could get a priest for that," said Gonzalez.

"No, too judgmental."

***

On the ride home, Traci didn't recognize the neighborhood. "Pete, where are you going?"

"Just a little side trip before we go home. You'll see."

As Pete drove deeper into the area it became clear as to what was going on. She noticed women in all sorts of sexy attire standing along the sidewalk, cars pulling over, some getting in.

"Petey, what are you suggesting?"

"You said you wanted to try street walking. I thought you might give it a try. I'll stay in the car and keep an eye on you for an hour or so and then we'll go home."

"But I'm not ready."

"You look ready to me. Spandex dress with cum stains, tousled freshly fucked hair and five inch heels. Pull the dress down on your shoulders again and you're in business. We're near a seedy little diner frequented by truckers so I don't think you'll have difficulty getting attention."

"You'll watch out for me?"

"Of course." Pete pulled over. "I scouted this out the other day and some of the girls were talking their Johns behind that building over there. It's dusk and time for some action."

"I'm nervous."

"Here, I'll set things up for you." He reached across her body and opened the door, "Thanks for the fuck, bitch," he said loudly, "now get the hell out of my car!" Pete, smiling, pushed her out.

"Asshole!" she yelled, standing there giving him the finger as he drove away. She stood still for a second as the other girls checked her out. She walked only half a block before a Mercedes pulled alongside her, bringing down the window.

"Hey there, darlin', are you busy?"

She came and leaned into the window. "What did you have in mind, baby?" she asked.

"How about a quick fuck before I go home," said the man, sixtyish, balding, with an over developed gut. Despite his looks reminding her of a pug, Traci was tingling with excitement over the raw nastiness of the transaction.

"How much for that nice looking ass, darlin'"

Traci had nothing prepared so she just tossed out, "Two hundred."

"I'll give you one fifty. Get in. There's a place around the corner."

Traci didn't argue the money but got in the car. When she opened the door the dome lights shined on her. "Wow, you're a pretty one," he noted. "My name's Sam, what's yours?"

"Traci"

He drove around the back of the building Pete had mentioned. The back was burned out so he could pull in. "I wanna fuck you on the car hood."

"Cash up front," she said boldly, chancing that she could make a demand. He didn't hesitate and counted out the bills which she promptly deposited in her handbag.

They got out and he leaned back against the car, she pulled down his trousers and blew his modest member until he was erect. "Hands on the hood and spread your legs," he said, commanding what he paid for.

He entered her and methodically went about his business, occasionally wheezing as if this were his only regular exercise. To her, it seemed that being fucked like this felt so crude and debased. She wondered if she would even sniff an orgasm but then the crudity itself took over her body and his big belly slammed against her buttocks and suddenly it stirred a pleasurable place and she moaned long and low as she came on his cock and her cum dripped a drop or two onto the pavement.

"Don't cum in me, cum on me," she told him and soon the wheezing stopped, he pulled out and with an audible exhale he sprayed his seed across her rear and fell forward, pressing her against the car.

"Fucking best whore I've had in a long time." he said. Even the compliment was crude. She acknowledged it and pushed him back so she could breathe. "I've never seen you around here before. Is there a chance I could see you again?"

Her answer, "Maybe, I don't know," was such a nebulous response that he took it for a no. "I drive by here from work hoping for a little piece of ass before going home." He handed her a business card and asked her to call if she was in the area.

He drove her back to where they'd met and she was once again hooking. Looking down the street she could see Pete parked a couple blocks away. Or was it? The car turned the corner and drove off.

A few moments later, a pickup truck with a camper pulled near her. "Hey, girlie, how'd you like to ride an eight inch cock?"

She approached him, "Sure. Know where I can find one?" she said, playfully mocking him.

Grabbing his nutsack, "Right here girlie. You and I go for a ride and I'll show it to you. How much?"

"Two hundred."

"Whoa, that's a little much for me. Maybe you give me the eight inch discount."

"One hundred and you make it quick."

"Deal. Hop in, there's a park a block away."

"My name's Traci."

"I don't really care what your name is. I just want to fuck you. I'll probably never see you again.' He handed her a hundred dollar bill.

They got to the park and stepped into the camper. "Get that dress off," he brusquely told her. As he was removing his own clothes he asked her, "How many guys have you fucked today?"

"Six or seven, she lied."

"Well, it's about to be eight." He was already rock hard. "How do you like it, girlie?"

"I like it hard and quick."

He wrapped his hands around her thighs and dragged her onto his cock. He was right, she felt it go deep in her. "Like that, girlie?"

"Fuck me, big man."

That was about the only encouragement he needed. He began to pound her pussy and slapping her tits. He was just this side of overly aggressive but Traci loved it.

Bang, bang, bang. Her orgasm was a matter of due course. She loved to be abused and ridden hard and he didn't disappoint. "Uhnnnnnnnnnn" she screamed.

"You like this you little bitch?," and he wound up and slapped her across the face and then pulled her hair. She orgasmed a second time. "Bitch is loving it."

"Cum on me not in me," she said.

"I bought you. I'll cum wherever I want."

He held her ankles and with a final flurry of fucks he blasted his cum in her. "Ahhhgggggggggggg, fuuuucccckkkkkk!"

Trying to catch their breath, he pulled out of her and sat back on his knees and proudly watched his handiwork seep out and down her inner thighs.

He tossed her a towel.

"I liked that shit," and he started laughing. "You don't seem like the regular hookers I pick up down here."

"I'm new."

"If I see you again I'm snatching that pussy right off the street."

He dropped her back to her original spot and, with little in the way of a goodbye, sped away. Pete came right up behind him and picked her up.

"So...more or do you want to go home?"

"Home, please," she said.

"Okay"

"I can't believe you did this for me. What a sweet thing."

He started laughing. "You're welcome."

"So, how much?" he asked.

"What are you talking about?"

"How much for a quick fuck, bitch?" he asked as he pulled the car around the back of the burned out building.

"Why, Petey, you nasty boy!"

