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It was the moment of truth. Most women would have happily accepted a free drink, simply engaged in a noncommittal conversation and left it at that, but Christine was at that tentative point where she was dancing on the thin line between innocent banter and downright infidelity. As the man slid his business card across to her with his room number written on it, she almost shivered at the temptation.

On any given business trip, she always got flirted with and hit on. She dressed the part, the corporate business mogul flying and eating alone while waiting for scheduled meetings she probably could have had over the phone. But part of what made her company so successful was the face-to-face interaction. She knew it didn’t hurt that at forty-five she looked ten years younger and had a killer body. The breast augmentation she’d awarded herself to celebrate her first year of making six figures had kept her upper half firm and round, and her lower half balanced the top thanks to her skilled Pilates instructor and strength coach.

The man she had been subtly flirting with for the past hour was slightly younger than she, very confident, and definitely married. All these flirty men seemed to be hoping for that ideal scenario where two people meet, quickly decide they like each other, and just jump into the temptation to fuck each other right away. If she were twenty years younger, she would have been swiping right on Tinder and messaging for a hookup. But with the older crowd, there was always an element of first figuring out face to face whether the other person was devil-may-care enough to sail into those waters, regardless of the perfect storm they may have to face back in their home port.

He certainly appeared attractive enough to spend a couple of hours with naked in a hotel room. And they had already danced around their mutual marriage frustrations without coming right out and saying they needed to get laid. But still, the moment the man had turned away to go upstairs with an invitation already spoken, Christine found herself crumpling up the business card and disposing of it in her empty wineglass and gathering her purse for another night alone in her hotel room. She briefly flashed on the serious conversation she’d had with her husband Charles just prior to leaving on this latest trip.

“Babe. I need some attention.” Her frustration was almost boiling over. It was a first world problem for any man if his wife wanted to fuck him all the time. And Christine had found after turning forty-four that her libido had gone crazy. Some of her friends had experienced the same thing, and some of their husbands were happy to accommodate their needs, even exploring outlets like swinging, but Charles was always so focused on other things that exploring options for improving their sex life simply wasn’t a priority.

“I know.” He had a guilty expression. “I’m just… not in the same place, babe. You’re a gorgeous woman, but as much as I hate to say it, with everything else I’m doing, sex is no longer that important to me. I’m just not in the mood that often.” Christine knew there was probably a medical reason, but he refused to see his doctor about it. If it was anything else, he wasn’t sharing with her.

“I see.” It was hard even thinking about the next words coming out of her mouth. “Then we should talk about other approaches, because right now I can’t tell you how frustrated I am.” Christine had reached the peak of her ability to put up with being celibate. Masturbation could only accomplish so much. “This isn’t the marriage I want.”

She had read online about open relationships, and it seemed that in their age category it was more common than she had thought. Once people had been together for a long period of time, it was almost inevitable for things to grow stale, and Christine knew that was the case with them. With her travel schedule, she had been tempted many times simply to follow through with the men trying to seduce her, but she hadn’t ever crossed the line. Yet.

Christine also knew that her days away aggravated the growing rift between them. She travelled half the year, and while that certainly helped them pay down their mortgage and afford a couple of very nice vacations a year, if there wasn’t any romance between them even during those vacations, then what was the point? Even when they were on a sunny beach and she was dressed in a killer swimsuit, when they returned to the hotel room he didn’t want to touch her.

More often while they were away she would look enviously at other couples who were kissing, or even just holding hands, or even worse, walk past hotel rooms to hear loud cries of passion, and then look at her husband and wonder what had happened to them. When she had turned forty, she had decided to get in shape and become happy with her body, but Charles had done the opposite. The extra inches on his gut that had made his penis disappear into it even more, wasn’t exactly attractive. Sometimes she wondered how he got any sexual satisfaction at all, but it seemed it wasn’t really any of her business, as much as she wished otherwise. People changed in relationships, but the fact he never wanted to fuck her anymore just didn’t make sense.

They tried therapy, experimenting with various things and even scheduling ‘date nights’, e.g. sex, but it all just felt… routine and boring. What Christine craved was the types of things she only read about in books, where illicit and dangerous men would ravage her willing body with passion and eagerness. Men who didn’t even know her name. Men who just wanted her, regardless. And were willing to take a risk to have her.

Therefore, she needed to come up with a plausible way of telling her husband she wanted to fuck other men.

“I’ve had needs for a long time now that haven’t been met, and I’m tired of it. So, I’d like to broach the idea of our trying something different.”

“Such as?” his eyes raised. It was ridiculous that discussing her being with other men had degenerated into what felt like a business meeting, but that was typical for their relationship.

“Well. It’s hard for me to say this, but if you don’t want to fuck me…”

“Then you’ll go and find someone who will?” The statement was accusatory, but at least it placed the central issue on the table right away.

“It doesn’t have to be like that. Lots of couples…”

“Who, like Judy and Ken?” He almost spat the names off his tongue. Judy and Ken had been very good friends, but only until they became swingers and openly started having relationships with other people. They had invited Christine and Charles to one of their parties, and it was an awkward mess when Charles became upset and had loudly insisted it was time for him and Christine to leave once another couple started to put on a live show. They hadn’t been invited back.

She swallowed her anger. “As I was saying. Lots of couples have arrangements. I don’t want to leave you, or divorce, or anything like that. I’m very happy with you, just not with our sex life. I just need to experience some passion once in a while, and I don’t think that’s too much to ask. You wouldn’t even have to know about it, unless you wanted to.”

She had read that some couples entered what was called a “don’t ask, don’t tell” type of situation where they were both allowed to explore, and it didn’t interfere with their life at home. Maybe Charles would be interested in other women and it would reignite his libido at home.

His face fell. “I don’t have any interest in being with other women, Christine.” She saw in his eyes it was true.

Then the guilt came over her like a wave. It was manipulative and she knew it, but she also knew they needed to figure out how to make their situation tenable for both of them. She had another option already in mind.

“Well, what about a situation where it’s purely transactional?”

“Like paying for sex? With another guy?”

“Yes, like an escort. But for women.”

His brow wrinkled, but the anger was gone from his eyes when she introduced the term.

She elaborated. “If there’s money on the table, there’s no emotion involved. It means he arrives, does his job and leaves.” But his job is to satisfy me however I please.

“Do… are there men that even do that?”

Christine had already done the research, but he didn’t need to know that. In any major metropolitan city, there was at least one agency that would send an attractive man to your hotel room for a fee to do things she had only watched on internet videos at night. And all of them promised a night she wouldn’t forget.

“I’m sure there are. I’ve seen things online to that effect.”

The words started to flow almost like she was creating a business proposal. “Listen, this is something I think we should try. It takes care of my needs, and it means you won’t have to feel bad. If it works out, then we can discuss rules and boundaries, at least the ones we don’t establish up front, which we should do right now. And the important thing is I don’t ever lie to you or hide things from you, unless you want me to. Deal?”

She felt she had to say more. “Listen. I love you, and I know you love me. This is just one area that needs…shoring up?” It was hard to discuss it like a business proposal, but that was almost what it truly was. “If you disagree then we can figure something else out.” With the final words she paused, and the silence was deafening. Christine was desperate for him to agree to at least give her some semblance of hope.

He paused, and then she knew she had his agreement, at least in principle, when he resumed talking. “Okay, let’s talk about it. Rules and boundaries.”

She nodded. Thank God.

“No spending the night.”

“Definitely. Nothing even remotely romantic.”

“No actual going out on dates. Like dinner, shows, whatever. I think escorts do that type of thing. Keep it purely in the hotel room.”

She almost laughed upon hearing that, since the two of them hadn’t had a romantic date in over a year, but she managed to contain herself.

“That’s fine with me. If he wants to meet somewhere else initially, then we have a drink or two but no meal together, and that’s it.”

He nodded. “No going anywhere private with a stranger that isn’t on your own turf such as your own hotel. Like maybe a sex club or swingers party. I know you enjoyed when we did that.”

“Well, that’s a safety issue, so obviously I book the room, and that’s where we do… whatever.”

“One more point.” He drew a deep breath. Christine could see he was trying to formulate a way to explain something else to her but was having a hard time, “and this is important.”

He looked her in the eye, almost looking embarrassed. “Afterwards, I want you to tell me every detail.”

That statement made her eyes go wide in astonishment. “As in, you want to hear all the details of how we… had sex?” Is he joking? Or maybe using it as ammunition?

He nodded. “I know it sounds strange, but I think if you told me about it, then I’d feel like I was almost part of what happened. So instead of your… exploring, we can call it, driving a wedge between us, it can bring us closer together. More connected. At least that’s my thought; we can see how it goes.” The frank way he discussed her fucking other men was both typical but also refreshing.

Christine smiled at her husband with more affection than she’d felt in some time. His final condition seemed odd, but sweet at the same time. It also made her wonder if his idea could lead to new and exciting elements to their arrangement in the future. If he was happy to be a cuckold and let her enjoy herself, then she was happy to be the beneficiary of some new sexual adventures. It was a possible good place for both of them to be together.

When she had first logged onto the internet to explore her options, she was surprised at the number of companies that provided male escorts. That was without the large amount of independent sex workers online and on social media. After some thought, she had agreed with Charles that an agency was the way to go because the odds that a hired man would be more professional was much higher if there was a company reputation on the line. It was astounding how many men were available.

The largest agency in the city she was travelling to was called Knights4Ladies, and they had a laundry list of men, all provided with thumbnails, descriptions and profiles. Christine almost laughed when she clicked on some profiles, because the men were obviously quite full of themselves. However, several of them were quite exotic and handsome, and the shirtless pictures promised muscles and impressive physiques.

She narrowed it down to a couple of men, and then finally decided on one named Dom. He looked very different from any man she had ever been with, the complete opposite of a businessman. His hair was longer, he was younger but not by a large amount so he would be somewhat mature and he had a body to die for.

Once she clicked through it was a simple process to book a date and time, and then a confirmation email pinged into her account immediately after confirming booking. So easy. Almost TOO easy.

Christine could see why some women chose to use providers. While the pricing certainly was out of the reach of most people, the idea of having a man available for two hours to do whatever she desired kept her libido on edge for the two days she had to wait. While at the airport and on the plane, she watched some of the men who walked by and realized that it might be soon that her sexual world would be opened, and she could seduce anyone she chose to. All communication with her husband was normal.

By the time the big night came her nerves had taken over. Charles hadn’t even mentioned it except for a nod when she told him that her session had been booked. It was almost as if he didn’t even care. That night she took extra care to shave, do her makeup and get her dress on perfectly for being seduced. She consumed a couple of glasses of wine thanks to nerves.

The knock came at the door, and she smoothed her dress. It had been chosen strictly for ease of removal, but she still wanted to look classy at first. The dark green material swept around her hips and the neckline plunged down between her ample breasts, with a gorgeous green lace bra she hadn’t worn in a long time. Matching panties completed the ensemble. She felt sexy. Sexier than she had felt in a long time. And ready to allow that sexy feeling to explode all over her hired date for the night.

Opening the door, she was greeted with the exact face she had seen on the website.

“Hello,” the professional said quietly. “I’m Dom.”

Christine nodded and stepped aside. “Come in, please.”

He stepped past her without another glance and looked around the room, then his eyes settled on her. They swept up and down her body dressed in the tight garment.

A thought flashed into her head, wondering how many times this man had already walked into hotel rooms on occasions just like this one. His crisp purple shirt was rolled up at the sleeves, and his pants were perfectly ironed with a crease. His belt and shoes even matched. Then she took a closer look and saw brawny forearms emerging from the sleeves, and she noticed the width of his back and chest, and the roundness of his ass. If his pictures were accurate, she also knew to expect a well-defined six pack under his shirt.

He turned and smiled at her with perfect white teeth. The smile hovered along the line between being shark-like but still seductive. “It’s very nice to meet you, Christine. I’m so glad you decided to invite me for a visit.” He shook her hand and it lingered on her fingers.

Christine nodded again, her body still slightly on edge since this was her first time, and not knowing what to expect. Would he get right down to it and begin stripping her? Grab her and throw her against the wall? Would he first provide a menu of services? Oral, or even printed? On the recommendation of the website, she had requested a two-hour session to give them time. But she had no idea how to start.

“May I get us a drink?” He said suddenly.

The question prompted her out of her fugue, and she laughed. “I’m supposed to be asking YOU that.”

He laughed in return. She pegged his age around thirty. “I’m happy to pour. Wine?” He nodded towards the bottle she had set on the dresser with an empty glass beside it. “I’m assuming you’ve started the party without me?”

She nodded, and he retrieved her glass from the table and poured them both one, expertly capping the bottle and handing her a glass. “Cheers.” He clinked hers and they locked eyes. His were deep and captivating, and Christine couldn’t get over the charm and how handsome he was.

“Please, sit down,” he invited her as if she were the one visiting him. There was tension in the air, but it was the wonderful tension that comes from knowing you’re undoubtedly going to have sex with your companion, it just hasn’t begun yet. She felt like it was a third date.

“I know you’re a first-time customer to us, but is this also your first time with a professional companion?”

He asked the question so bluntly, she was almost caught off guard. All she could do was nod and blush. “I’m a bit nervous.”

“There’s nothing to be nervous about. Let’s take some time to get to know each other; we have lots of time. Your dress is stunning, by the way. It really brings out your eyes.” He was flirting just like any other man would.

“Thank you.” The ease with which he relieved the tension was ideal. “And yes, I chose it just for you. I hope you like it.”

He smiled. “Just so you know, things between us should go at your own pace. Or if all you want to do is talk, that’s fine too.”

She almost laughed out loud. “Do people really do that?”

“Some do. I meet many women who are just lonely, and they wish to experience conversation on their own terms with another human being. Just looking for a connection.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“Three years. I finished grad school and had a ton of student debt to pay. A friend of mine recruited me into the business, and here we are.”

Christine laughed. It all seemed so simple for him to talk about paying off what was probably a six figure debt in two years. “Is the debt paid off?”

He nodded. “Yes, although it took me two years. I’m now working on building my investments. And a couple of business ventures. That’s why my hours are limited.”

And why you’re so expensive, she thought.

He leaned forward. “Christine, you’re a gorgeous woman. I’m very happy you chose me to spend some time with.” She could smell his cologne and sense him moving into her personal space. 

“You must get all types… shapes, and sizes?”

“Yes, we do. And it’s my job to make them all feel special and desired.” Following his final word, the sexual innuendo hung in the air. He was describing exactly what she was looking for. “And I’m told I’m very good at my job.” His eyes turned smoky as he spoke.

Christine felt her body stiffen in anticipation, and she felt a gentle tingle between her legs.

They sipped their wine again. She had no idea how to prompt him to touch her, knowing only that she wanted him to start. “Why don’t you come sit closer to me?” she ventured.

Dom smiled and glided over closer to her on the seat.

Now that he was close, she could faintly smell his cologne. Uncrossing her legs, she clinked glasses with him and leaned closer. “Here’s to a fun evening.”

Completely naturally, he leaned in and took her chin gently in his hand, guiding her lips to his for a soft kiss.

She felt an immediate shock of adrenaline at the texture and taste of another man touching her. Their lips pressed together briefly, and she felt him envelop her top lip, giving it a gentle suck. The tension made her shiver, and already her entire body was on fire.

He leaned back, looking at her with eyes asking a question she wanted to answer immediately. “That was nice.”

“Yes, it was,” Christine agreed. She could feel her heart beating rapidly and had to tell herself to calm down. All she wanted him to do was kiss her again, this time much harder. His hand fell to her knee and slowly began stroking her stockings.

“So, this is a question I ask all my clients. Is there anything you’d particularly like to experience? And that can be anything at all.”

Do you have a pen? she wanted to ask. It may be a long list. After the ease with which they had begun speaking and the simple way he had begun their physical interaction, she felt she could share anything at all with him without fear of being judged. “It’s been a while since… anyone has really paid attention to me. Like my body.”

His eyes went wide. “You’re kidding.”

Shaking her head, she continued. “So… I want a lover. I want passion. I want to feel like you really want me.”

His eyes softened and he nodded. “Christine, that will be no problem. I’ve only known you for about five minutes, and I wanted you the second I laid eyes on you.” Even though his earnest words probably stemmed only from his assigned role, he played the part better than a Broadway actor. Taking her wine glass, he set it down on the coffee table in front of them. “When was the last time you simply made out with someone?”

“Too long.” Her words started to get hoarse as she realized that he was going to kiss her again, just like she was dying to have him do.

His hand found her chin and drew her towards him, and then their lips melded together again, this time with more force. She felt his tongue penetrate her mouth, and she welcomed it with her own, marveling at the smoothness and heat of it. His hand slid against her leg, slowly moving higher, and she spread her legs to welcome his advance up her skin.

The hand on her chin traced along her face and fingers spread, ventured through and beyond her long dark hair, and arrived to curl around her neck; and as he gripped her there, their kiss became even more urgent, his lips sucking at hers while their tongues continued to dance.

She rested her hands on his shirt, and beneath it could feel nothing but rock-hard slabs of muscle. Her fingers moved to a button, poised to begin undoing them. “May I?”

“You don’t need to ask,” he replied. “You can do anything you wish with me.”

Without breaking the kiss, Christine was soon sliding his shirt over his shoulders, and

she could feel his bare skin under her hands. As she explored, the massive size of his pecs and shoulders gave way to a flat stomach where she could feel firm ridges.

As her hands were exploring his bare skin, his lips upon hers became more urgent and his hands moved higher on her leg, exploring her inner thighs, even just beyond the ridge of her panties. She was already soaked there.

Finally breaking the kiss, he stood and stripped off his shirt completely, giving Christine a full view of his muscular torso. Lightly adorned with tattoos, he was tanned and shaved, and he looked like he had just stepped out of a fitness magazine. He offered her his hand, and she too stood, turning herself to face away from him as he directed.

His lips found her neck, and then she felt his fingers grasping the shoulders of her dress.

“May I?”

“You don’t need to ask.” Her body shuddered at the freedom of telling a man to do anything he wanted to her.

He slid the fabric apart and across her shoulders, making her shiver. Like a familiar lover, the dress slowly slid down, and further down, to reveal the bra and panty set underneath, and then it was on the carpet, then in his hands, quickly folded and set carefully aside. His hands cupped her ass cheeks as he growled into her ear. She could feel a hard erection pressing into her from behind, and it felt more than generous.

Then taking her at her word, she felt him undo the clasp of her bra and it joined the dress, her breasts bounding free to be enclosed in his hands; hands that quickly snaked around her nearly naked body.

Christine leaned back into him, moaning at the sensations of his strong hands massaging her breasts and nipples, teasing and lightly pinching them with his fingertips. Her nipples were rock hard and aching for more of his touch. “Oh my God..” his lips followed her moan up to her neck, then travelled across her upper back, never leaving her skin entirely.

It was time for her to discover the principal implement he had brought along for her to enjoy. Sliding her hand behind her, she felt a massive erection under his pants and easily found the circumference where she could squeeze him. It felt thick in her small hand. Christine shuddered at the idea of feeling it inside her, stretching her pussy.

“Would you like to do the honours?” he whispered softly into her ear.

She nodded and he turned her around by the shoulders, locking eyes with her. Her hands moved to his belt, and quickly it was undone and tossed aside.

His hands continued touching her softly in the perfect areas to keep her body on edge.

The pants went down, and then Dom gripped his remaining waistband, and his underwear slid off as well, and unlike hers, both of his garments were carelessly kicked aside.

A gorgeous thick cock popped out as his underwear disappeared, almost poking Christine in the stomach. It was already almost fully hard and throbbing, and she looked down in awe at the marvelous tool, one she would soon be able to experience so deliciously inside her.

She ran her hand down his body and he leaned in for another kiss, their tongues and lips again dancing together perfectly. Taking his hard member in her hand, she stroked it gently and he moaned words into her mouth.

“Remember, this encounter is all about you.” he said, meanwhile guiding her to move back and lie down on the bed behind them. Her legs hung over the edge, only her panties still acting as a barrier between their sex. Christine hoped that wouldn’t last long.

Her entire body was on edge that his penetration might happen so soon, but then she realized his initial motive to have her lie down was simply to engage her in more extended foreplay. On her back feeling the soft duvet underneath her, she watched as his lips touched down on her thighs above her bare knee, kissing up to her hips and the lower hem of her panties there, then leaping above them to continue running his tongue to the right across her stomach, only to repeat the line of scalding touch on her left side.

Then his hands found her lace panties, and she lifted her hips to accommodate his removing them. Her pussy was swollen, and wetter than she could ever remember it being. The panties

“I can’t wait to taste you.” he said, kissing her gently again. Christine could only lie there in awe at the way he worshipped her body with such knowledgeable familiarity that surely he had experienced it many times before, although he had not. His mouth trailed down her breasts, lingering on her nipples to gently tease them, making her gasp.

Then he continued down, kissing a teasing circle around and around her mound and continuing until she was gasping and mewling and pushing herself up, almost unable to keep herself from loudly begging him to kiss her there. It seemed an eternity, although in reality she didn’t have to wait long.

Dom gently spread her legs wider, and then his tongue found her swollen lips. With a loud gasp, she felt her entire body transfixed with pleasure,

Like she had suspected they would be, his oral skills were just as impressive as his muscular body. When she responded to a movement or amount of pressure, he would unpredictably either zone in and apply it again, or back off just enough to make her want more. When he probed her with a finger, she pushed into it and allowed his digit to penetrate her, and then like a skilled massage therapist, his finger curled up inside her with gentle pressure. Only one man had ever touched her G-spot before, and Dom did it exponentially better than his predecessor. Applying pressure on it from his finger, he also found her clit with his lips, and sucked gently.

Christine felt the surge that was already flowing through her explode into a massive tsunami, and she heard herself gasping. Her entire body felt a growing tension she couldn’t wait to release all over his mouth, but he was doing just enough to leave her dancing deliciously on the edge.

“Please… oh… please… Dom, let me cum…” she begged finally, and she almost could feel his mouth curl into a smile as he backed off away just long enough to quote the ‘Princess Bride’ phrase “As you wish,” then returned to apply more pressure with his lips, sped up his tongue, and stroked her harder with his finger.

“OH! OOH! OH MY… GOD!”

With a final cry, she felt an orgasm like none she had never felt before crash through her body! Howling loudly, she gasped several loud gasps between her shrieks as spasm after spasm shot through her pussy. She even felt a stream of fluid gently flowing out of her.

His lips initiated a new trail up her hips, and then to her breasts again.

As he nuzzled a nipple between them, she felt her body relax completely, and she purred. “I’ve… never felt… Dom, that was amazing!” The sensation of the orgasm almost made her float off of the bed. It was the best she could remember having in years.

His eyes met hers, he smiled, “I’m happy to be of service.”

Biting her lip, she knew she wanted even more. “Can you give me another orgasm like that, or would that be too much to ask?” He chuckled. 

“I’ll do my best, Christine. But I need to be inside you. You’re driving me crazy.” The passion he said it with made her float even higher, and she spread her legs and nodded her assent.

Silently sliding off the bed with a return nod, he retrieved a condom from the pocket of his discarded pants and quickly sheathed his cock. Christine could barely see the thin material and suspected she would barely feel it as well. His cock looked huge to her, and just the anticipation of it stretching her body out had her shaking, ready to be penetrated. Then he gripped her ankles and slid her to the edge of the bed, her naked legs dangling from the edge. She spread her legs wide to receive him.

Leaning his muscular chest way over her, he spread her thighs with his hand and then she felt him run the thick head of his cock up and down her pulsing wetness. Looking her in the eye as if he loved her deeply, he pushed forward and then he was inside her, stretching her walls with his massively thick cock.

The sensation she had felt from his tongue had been like a steady tickle. This was a hammer easily capable of pounding waves of pleasure into her pussy. But initially he merely slid an inch of it in, held briefly and then pulled out, then pushed in again a bit further. And again. By the time he was fully inside her and thrusting with a steady rhythm, she felt a now familiar build and started gasping again, soon once again at the edge, but not permitted to let her imminent orgasm wash through her. Her hands clutched at his forearms in growing desperation as he continued to plumb her depths with infinite precision, maintaining her perfectly at that intolerable, but so very exciting moment.

She opened her eyes to lock with his. But his eyes were closed, obviously enjoying himself, but when she whispered, “Dom?” and he opened them, he smiled even broader.

“Any requests? I can last a while.” He said as he continued his steady motion, sliding perfectly in and out with an even tempo.

Christine giggled at his formality while they continued fucking. “May I… be on top?”

Without making any other moves except for broadening his smile once more, Dom pulled himself out and used his strength to roll over and pull her on top of him.

She rested her hands on his chest, and then he was inside her again with a simple thrust of his hips. The angle was perfect for her to grind her pelvis down against his, and he encouraged her to restrain his hands above his head, giving her total control.

He had stamina to spare, even as she rode him faster and deeper, trying to get as much of him into her as she could. Any thought of her husband caring how well she was fucking this man had long since fled from her mind. She was completely consumed by lust and passion, and their cries got louder and louder as she slid back and forth.

It took no time at all for another orgasm to slam into her body, its entirety shuddering atop him. She looked down once it was over and saw him shuddering almost as hard as she had. Except his shudders were not from release, but restraint. With a smile, she squeezed him with her kegels. He grinned and his mouth opened in a small gasp when she gripped him.  

“I’m not… supposed to finish inside you,” he informed her through gritted teeth.

“I thought I’m in charge of what happens here. And I want you to. There’s no way you’re leaving my pussy.” She replied simply.

At that, he threw his head back and roared out loudly, and she felt him push up into her. And soon with a repeated loud bellow his hips pulsed in a flutter, and she could feel the condom inside her swell with his explosion. A thought drifted into her head that sometime soon she wanted to feel another man’s seed shooting freely into her pussy. But just the swollen condom was enough to remind her that he had succumbed to her body and it felt incredible. 

They both lay there panting, until he pushed her hips sideways and Christine rolled off him. She lay next to him, her head propped on an elbow. “Yet again, that was incredible. You are definitely very good at your job.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” He leaned in to kiss her gently one more time. “You can  ask for me anytime you like and be assured of my delight to see you again.”

Stretching his long body out, he slipped the swollen condom off and threw it in the nearby trash can by the bed. His massive frame standing naked beside the bed made her wish to extend their time so they could do it yet again.

“Will you… stay for a bit longer?” she asked.

He looked at her and smiled. This entire encounter so far had taken only an hour.

“We have plenty more time, and I’m happy to use some of it to recharge and go again.”

Her body shivered at the idea of more, even if not immediately.

“So, do you have a girlfriend?” There was no way an Adonis like this wouldn’t.

“I have a couple of them. It’s hard with this type of job to maintain any kind of serious relationship.” He stood up and stretched, his cock now dangling between his legs, and went over to pour them some more wine.

As she joined him naked on the couch, Christine marveled at how he was so confident in his body, although with a body like his, there was no way he couldn’t be. “Just out of curiosity, have you ever… had the husband watch while you umm… performed with a client?”

“Of course, I have.”

The casualness with which he confirmed Christine’s suspicion that this might be something some couples were interested in, was astounding. “There are lots of guys out there who love to watch their wives with another man. Or even watch them for a while before joining in themselves.”

“So, you’re bisexual?” Christine shivered at the idea of Dom and another man ravaging her. It was something she had always fantasized about.

“Technically, I’m not. Meaning I won’t do anything with the other guy, but I’m happy to be there pleasuring his wife while he does so at the same time, even if there’s some unintentional touching between us. It’s all part of making my primary customer happy. Which is the woman in the room.”

“Isn’t that awkward? Like if he gets upset?”

“It can happen if it’s his first time, for sure. And sometimes a wife will get WAY too into it.” He almost blushed. “I’ve had a couple of times where the husband loses his temper and shuts everything down, once he sees his wife having more fun than she’s ever had with him. Which are always the couples I know won’t last. In the few cases where I’ve had the chance to find out, I’ve never been wrong about that. And in the far more frequent cases when they’ve continued coming back for more, my expectations for those couples have also been realised.

If Charles wants to watch, I wonder how he’ll handle it. If he’s up to it, it could turn out be incredible. Christine’s wheels were turning. Maybe this could become a way for her to not only get what she wanted, but also to satisfy Charles’ needs at the same time. It was certainly worth broaching the subject with him, and his wanting to know everything that happened tonight was giving her some optimism.

“You look way too deep in thought.” Dom leaned sideways and slid his hands up her bare stomach, finding her breasts and teasing them with his fingers. Christine shivered as bumps broke out again across her body. His mouth dipped down and took her nipple into his mouth, rolling his tongue around the sensitive tip and teasing it fully erect.

Her pussy dampened again. “I… can’t believe what you’re doing to my body!” He played it like a maestro working with his favourite instrument.

“Happy to be of service, like I said. You’re stunning, Christine, and you deserve to be worshipped.” Without any warning he stood up, pulled her to her feet, dropped to his knees on the carpet and buried his face between her legs, clutching her ass firmly so that even though she gasped and her knees buckled, his tongue continued finding her slit.

She twined her fingers into his hair and simply stood there gasping, albeit unsteadily, while he licked and sucked at her pussy.

Within moments he was applying the same simple pressure as he had previously, and she felt her hips start to buck, already orgasming on his eager mouth with a loud wail.

“God, making is you cum turning me on.” He kissed her inner thighs. “And that’s quite a compliment.”

“How… how would you like to take me?” Her entire body was trembling, and she wanted his massive shaft inside her again. For the entire night.

He looked up at her. “I’m supposed to ask you that.” She could see her juices coating his mouth. Standing up, he took her hands. “Tell you what, I need a shower. Would you like to join me?”

Like a scene from a pornographic fantasy, he led her to the bathroom and turned on the shower, pulling the curtain aside and assisting her to step under the hot water. Then his hands were all over her, sliding up and down her skin and kissing her neck and back, while he deftly covered her body with liquid soap. She could feel his cock semi hard against her ass and his hands explored her breasts and played with her nipples. 

Delirious with the fantasy she was being consumed in, she returned the favour. They made out passionately under the water, and finally Christine took hold of his cock to feel it fully hard and ready for her again.

Without any hesitation she knew what she wanted, and turned around to present herself to Dom, letting the water cascade down her back as she spread her legs to receive him. A brief fumble with a condom that appeared in his hand as if by magic (he certainly hadn’t had a sleeve or a pocket to conceal it in), and then she felt him split her lips open with his cock again, clutching her breasts while she moaned. Her feet almost slid but he managed to keep her upright, taking hold of her waist while he penetrated her again.

He didn’t hold back this time, fucking her hard and fast, their two exultant voices mingling under the hiss of the water in a rapid crescendo. She could hear and feel the slap of his balls against her ass and his growls in her ear. Taking hold of her wet hair, he pulled her backwards into him each time he thrust forward, to give his strokes even more impact. Before long, she was emitting only high pitched cries, feeling as if her last orgasm had given away to another without never having stopped.

Finally, after what seemed an eternity of pleasure, Christine felt him tense, and then he thrust one more time, emptying himself into her again while sucking on her earlobe and moaning. She almost felt abandoned when he withdrew and removed the condom.

His arms wrapped around her and he kissed her again, slowing the impact of their passion, until he shut off the water. Ever the gentleman, he handed her a towel and then proceeded to dry himself off.

Christine walked out of the bathroom wrapped in the soft towel, still reeling from all she had just experienced, one part of which was her sixth orgasm in a highly memorable evening. There was no way she could share with Charles that a gorgeous man had fucked her twice in two hours and made her orgasm more times in a single session than he had in the last decade.

Dom quietly dressed. “As I said earlier, I’d love to see you again.” He looked at her with something bordering on affection. “I think we made a great connection.”

Christine knew he meant it and knew that so would she, but there was another part of her that knew his role in her sexual evolution was over. He’d played a vital part and shown her that sex could be something much, much more than she had enjoyed before; there was no way Charles would ever see him as anything except an unassailable competitor for her attentions. If he ever heard the full details about their encounter. She smiled. “I’ll get in touch for sure.”

Once the door was closed behind him, she zig-zagged over to the bed and lay down in a daze, her entire body both sore and exhilarated. She could feel her pussy stretched out from his massive cock, and the ache in her scalp from when he had pulled on her hair while fucking her in the shower.

Now, the hardest part was on the horizon, and the metaphorical dawn was fast approaching. However, armed with the knowledge that there were many men out there who enjoyed their wives being with other men, she quickly came up with a plan for how to broach the situation to Charles. Because one thing was for sure, there was no way she was about to deny herself having sex like that again.

She picked up her phone confidently, knowing he was expecting her call. A quick dial, and he answered within moments. “It’s me. He just left.”

There was silence from the other end, and Christine wondered what was going through his mind. “The first thing I need to say is how much I love you for letting me do this. And the second thing is that you can ask me anything you want… absolutely anything.”

“So tell me… what you did.”

“What would you like to know?”

“Start at the beginning.”

“He was wearing…“

“Not that.” There was a pause, and Christine could tell he was breathing hard on the other end of the phone. “What were you wearing?”

“I had on my dark green dress with the low-cut top. Underneath were a lace bra and panty set. No shoes or stockings.”

“And did he take them off you?”

“Not immediately. We talked for a bit first, mainly my asking him about himself and his answering, but I’m sure you wouldn’t find that part interesting. And then he kissed me, and our tongues licked each other for a while.”

At those words, she heard a low moan. Was he getting turned on? “He’s a very good kisser. We made out for a long time.”

“And then?” His breath was faster.

“He stripped the dress off me slowly, kissing me the entire time. I took off his shirt.”

“Leaving you in your lingerie?”

“Not for long. He took off my bra first, and then played with my breasts for a while. He sucked my nipples and kissed my neck from behind.”

Just describing the scenario, even though she had just finished experiencing it a few minutes ago, was starting to make her horny again. She remembered how good Dom’s hands had felt on her breasts, and how wet her pussy was by the time he stripped her.

“Were you wet?”

“Literally dripping wet. My panties were soaked.”

He gave another low moan, confirming he was turned on by her words. “And then?”

“He placed me on the bed, almost naked. Then with my cooperation, he slid my panties off. He went down on me.”

“He licked your pussy?”

“Yes, for a long time. It felt so good.”

“Did you…?“

“Yes.” There was no need to rub in Charles’ face that another man had made her orgasm with his tongue, something he had rarely done. But then she thought that maybe he would want to hear it. “It was an incredible orgasm. I even squirted a bit.” His voice paused but she could hear a faint sound in the background again.

“And then?” His voice sounded faster.

“He put on a condom and got on top of me. His cock was massive. It went inside me inch by inch, he was very slow about it.”

“Tell me how it felt.” His breath was rapid now in her ear. Christine wondered if he was masturbating. She pictured him with his pants down, stroking himself like a teenager would on a phone sex line. Except she was the operator.

“I was so full, like stretched inside so full, and when he thrust, it expanded and filled me even more. He went really deep.”

“Did he fuck you hard?”

“Hard enough that I came again in a really short time. He was really skilled. His stamina was amazing.”

“How long?”

“Maybe five or ten minutes.”

“How did he finish?”

“He said he wasn’t supposed to finish inside me, but he couldn’t hold back.” I’m not sure Charles could handle knowing I begged for it.

Another moan from the other end. “So he came inside you?”

“Yes. In the condom.” But I would have let him cum inside me if he wanted.

“Did you cum again?” Now Christine knew what Charles wanted to hear. He had a fantasy of his own he was hoping she would describe. Maybe I don’t need to hold back anything!

“Yes, and it was amazing cumming all over his large cock.”

She heard a low grunt and a sigh, the signal that Charles had gone past the tipping point. His small cock would have just spurted a small load of cum onto his chest.

“Oh… wow…” he said. “That sounds amazing… for you, I mean.” His voice was back to sounding almost businesslike.

Christine could have told him about her riding Dom to another mutual orgasm, or how she was fucked hard in the shower. Then how he pulled her hair and made her cum again without any hesitation. But she decided to save some of it for herself. Part of the process was becoming comfortable with keeping secrets, even though she was sharing most of it with Charles.

“Yes, it was exactly what I needed. I really appreciate you allowing me to enjoy myself.”

“I’m glad. And thank you for sharing it with me.” They exchanged some more pleasantries and then the call was over. When Christine hung up the phone she slid under the sheets, still naked, and touched her bare skin with the knowledge that her body was now her own, and she could enjoy it as much as she wanted to.

When she returned home two days later it was as if nothing had happened between them and all was routine. The only deviation was when they both knew that she was preparing to leave on her next trip. There was an elephant in the room until Christine finally broke the silence. She had to make sure that Charles was okay with not only what had happened, but with what she was determined was going to happen again. The hunger inside her was fierce now.  

“I guess we should talk about my next trip. I really enjoyed what happened last time and I’d like to repeat it. Is that okay with you?”

She had expected one of two things: that Charles would refuse or that he would happily agree and the same thing would happen.

“It’s fine with me. I really enjoyed hearing about what you did, but I’m wondering if maybe you might want to explore something a bit different?”

She nodded, and what he said then made her eyes go wide.

“This time I want to watch. Hearing about it was fun, but I think I’d really like to watch you with another man.” Christine had wondered after their first encounter if his need to know how she was being used would progress, and apparently her intuition was right. “Hearing about it is one thing and it turned me on. I’d like to see if watching you makes it even hotter.” He blushed. “I guess I’m being really matter of fact about it, but you’re a very sexy woman and it’s always been…a fantasy of mine.” 

“Why haven’t you ever told me about this?” Christine asked. He looked down again.

“I guess I felt like it would make me not so much of a man. But if we are going to move on, we both need to deal with what we think we might be missing. When you told me about…being with him, I was jerking off.” Christine nodded. “And it was hot. I did it twice that night thinking about it.”  

Finally, the truth was revealed, and Christine felt a weight come off her shoulders. Now they could finally confront the situation and make sure that they were both happy about what was happening.

“Thank you for telling me finally. And I’m happy to do whatever you like. You deserve that.” He smiled at her. Christine felt like embracing him.

“So, you’re okay with me watching? I think it’s easy to set up a camera.”

“I don’t have a problem with it, but I don’t think an escort will allow that. It’s got to be against their policies. And I’m pretty sure no professional will want to risk being recorded.”

“No?” There was a lengthy pause. “So then, what about if… we go out and you pick up a stranger? And they agree to it?”

Her eyes went wide. She searched his gaze for any deception, found not a hint of it, and had to accept that he was suggesting that she pick up a stranger, so he could watch the two of them together. It was like he had read her mind.

“I’ve seen videos online. You set up the camera, and then I can watch the whole thing from here.” She could see that he was hard under his pants just talking about it.  

“Are you sure you’re okay with that?” Just the idea had Christine immediately soaked between her legs. Not only the idea that she could finally follow through with some of the men who so eagerly wanted to pick her up at the hotel bar, but that her husband wanted to watch it live, like a command performance just for him.

Charles finally approached her, closer physically than he had been in months. She could see something inside his eyes, almost straining to get out and realized that as much as she was fulfilling her fantasy, she was also allowing his to be fulfilled as well.

“I’m okay with it. I’d love to watch you like that. I think sometimes you forget that I think you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. My own personal…porn star?”

Christine almost blushed, but then she saw that he was throbbing under his pants. Is that how easy this all could have been all along?

Her first day on the next trip was almost a blur, and even her client commented that she seemed a bit distracted during their meeting. But of course, they had no way of knowing what was about to transpire that night, or at least Christine hoped so.

When she arrived back in the hotel room for the evening she showered and shaved, making sure her body was pristine for whatever man was lucky enough to be her conquest that night. A quick text to Charles and she was ready to leave and let fate determine how her night was going to proceed. The plan was for her to have drinks in the hotel bar and if that didn’t work, head to a nearby lounge to see if she could meet someone. 

Okay, I’m heading to the bar. I’ll have the camera set up and text you when

I’m leaving whether or not I was successful.

Sounds great! Good luck. I’ll be waiting.

His final message was welcome. As she headed to the elevator, Christine marveled at the idea that barely a week ago she was frustrated, and now she felt free to explore anything she wanted to. 

Sitting at the hotel bar wearing the exact same dress Dom had met her in, she knew that was a welcoming target for any horny businessman. More than one tried to catch her eye that she ignored, but when a tall younger man walked in and sat down at the bar two seats away, his dark wavy hair and green eyes made her tingle. He had no wedding ring and was athletic, dressed perfectly. Bingo.

He turned and smiled at her. “Hi, there. Do you know what’s good here?”

It was the perfect opening line. Innocuous enough on the surface to be harmless, but hiding lots of innuendo. And obviously practiced.

“I’m only in town for a couple of days, and I haven’t been here before,” she lied. “But this martini is fantastic.” Her mind had played the scenario over a hundred times and she knew it was the perfect invitation to join her.  

He waved at the bartender and ordered the same, turning to her and pointing at the seat beside her. Christine smiled and nodded, and within a flash he was only two feet away.

“Only in town for a couple of days? Business?” he asked.

“Yes, I’m a sales rep.” A lonely, horny sales rep. “Hardware. And before you say anything, I’ve heard all the jokes.”

“Ah, see you’re the enemy to us software developers,” he laughed. “Are you staying in the hotel?”

Christine smiled and nodded, and then the familiar dance began. She had experienced it

dozens of times before, and it was easy to flow into a conversation laced with hints of sexual frustration. Without either of them coming right out and saying anything too direct, she learned his name was Henry, he was from a completely different part of the country, and he was very interested in her. His eyes darting from her bare legs to her breasts, and the way he subtly flirted, told her he too had probably done this dozens of times before. And likely very successfully.

Once their third martinis were almost consumed, Christine was ready for the next location, which she hoped was one of their hotel rooms. He finally made a move. Sliding his hand across hers, he looked her in the eye. “We could finish these drinks and then have a nightcap. Together?”

She smiled. Her body was already tense, and now that the flirtation was about to advance to the next level, knowing he was a stranger and she was about to let herself be seduced, just made her energy level advance from level to high.

“I never normally do this.” Christine said. “But I’d love that.”

He smiled with an expression that told her he had heard protestations like that before. “I don’t judge anyone for their choices.”

His hand slid slowly up her bare leg, higher than it had previously. His fingertips were inches from the line of her panties, and it made her skin break out in goosebumps. If he got any closer he would be able to feel the heat radiating from between her legs. She wanted to encourage him but didn’t want to make it obvious. And Christine knew that when she told him about her arrangement, he might bolt quickly.

“There’s one other thing I need to tell you about, and you might judge me after all.”

He leaned closer. “What’s that?” Now his hand was straying higher and sliding across the band of her panties beneath her dress. His face was only inches from hers, and she could smell the faint odour of the gin he was drinking. She knew he wanted her, it was just a matter of how much and whether he would be into performing for more than just her that night.

“My husband wants to watch us.”

His eyes went wide, and he leaned back, his hand suddenly disappearing from her thigh.

“What!? Your husband is here?” He looked around the bar suddenly.

She realized he thought her husband was in the room watching him pick her up. “He’s not here. He’s at home, a plane flight away. But he still wants to watch me with another man. Like through a camera. Would you be okay with that?” It was the moment of truth, and Christine was desperately hoping Henry would agree to it. She was three martinis into the evening and ready to let him enjoy her.

Finally, he spoke after a long pause, his eyes searching hers for anything else that might be strange. “That choice is certainly… different. But yeah, I think I could get into it.”

“I hope you can.” Now it was her turn to lean forward and slide her hand up his pant leg. She didn’t hold back, and when she began touching his erection further up, he looked down at her hand and then back at her eyes asking, “You’re serious?”

“Very much so.” Her hand grazed the tip of what she hoped was a generous cock. “And I think we could really enjoy ourselves. In my room.”

“Okay, I’m in. So to speak.” He slid away from her and stood up, offering his hand to hers. “Shall we?”

Suddenly the situation became very real. Christine didn’t know how she had gotten to this stage, but she did know it was somewhere she wanted to be.

“Just a second while I tell my husband.” Henry simply shook his head and smiled. 

She grabbed her phone. About to leave the bar with someone. Will text from upstairs.

As they walked towards the elevators hand in hand it felt comfortable, but still naughty. Her entire body was tense with anticipation. When they entered the elevator, she allowed him to stand behind her, knowing he wanted to start touching her. They were alone for the first time when the doors closed, and his hands slid down the back of her thin dress and found the curve of her ass, rubbing her slowly there, as if he was asking permission.

In response, she backed up slightly so her back was resting against his chest and his breath was hot on her neck. The feelings flooding through her still felt improper, like she was cheating, even though she knew she had permission from Charles to do everything she was already doing, and was about to do while he watched them both.

“That feels good,” she murmured as the elevator gently rocked. He got bolder and his hands slid under the dress at the back, lifting it up slightly to find the curve of her panties, where his hands danced across her mostly bare skin. She shivered.

The ding of the elevator finally reaching their destination sounded, and when the doors opened she stepped into the long hallway. Taking his hand again in hers, she led him down the hall towards the room where she would let her husband watch her with another man for the first time.

The tension when they walked into the room together felt awkward. She had played this scenario in her mind many times, but now that it was becoming reality, it was impossible not to be unsure of what to do. Charles had agreed to watch and not to become upset, but would he be able to succeed with the latter? The webcam sat prominently atop the large television console and Henry’s eyes went to it right away.  

“I’ve got to admit, this is a bit strange,” Henry said. But his hands still eagerly explored her breasts, teasing her nipples under the thin fabric. “But if it means I get to see this body naked, I’m all for it.” 

“I know.” She turned, and their mouths found each other, their first kiss filled with more passion than she had expected. His erection poked into her, and his hand squeezed her ass, as their tongues battled. He literally sucked her breath away. Suddenly she was filled with the urge just to lift her dress and let him fuck her, but she knew she had to maintain control, at least of herself, for just a little while longer.

Breaking the kiss, she panted into his mouth, “Give me a second.” The whole scenario had her wanting to just throw him on the bed and let him fuck her senseless, but she had to hold up her end of the bargain before they did.  

She clicked the webcam on, knowing it was already linked to her phone, and therefore to Charles via a video call. Adjusting it to give it a full view of the bed and some of the room, she quickly texted Charles again.

Can you see us? We are in the room.

Yes.

His response being only a single word either meant he was already upset, or simply evaluating. Are you okay still?

You look incredible. It was his way of telling her that she was free to do what she wanted.

Okay. I love you. Enjoy the show. Once her final words were sent, she set her phone aside, turning off any indication of further messages. She wanted to ensure there weren’t any interruptions, no matter how Charles felt.

Henry stood gazing out the window, obviously trying to be calm about the unusual situation, but his nervous glance at the camera told her he was anything but. “So we’re good?”

Christine nodded. She realized she had to be the one to take charge this time, totally unlike her encounter with Dom. Tonight was hers to play out as she wished. “Just forget about the camera and kiss me again.”

She ran her hands up his chest, and then their lips were together again, just like they had been before. This was the first time she had ever gone through with even kissing any of the dozens of men who had flirted with her over the years, and that realisation caused her desire to ignite into a flame. Her body was on fire and she wanted him to use her, to perform with her for her husband.

The invisible shadow the webcam cast over them was hard to ignore, but as she stood there kissing an unfamiliar man and feeling his foreign lips and tongue against hers, she sighed with the forbidden pleasure, alone with the exciting knowledge of being watched. The combination of the two feelings made it all feel even more intense. Within a couple of passionate kisses, she was returning the thrusts of his tongue and allowing her hands to drift down to his pants, where he was already hard for her.

Firm and hard, he was noticeably larger than Charles, and he felt thicker as well. When she slid her hand across his length, it was impossible not to imagine how it would feel inside her, and she wanted to feel it quickly. It was enough foreplay, she wanted to main event to begin as soon as possible. 

Meanwhile he had raised her dress, and he was squeezing her bare ass cheeks, massaging them while they continued exchanging tongues and lips, their kisses becoming more urgent once she touched his hardness. He tugged at her panties, and then their kiss broke as she allowed him to slide them down, leaving her naked from the waist down.

“Come here,” she beckoned, knowing what Charles wanted to watch. He had told her before she left that he wanted to watch her orgasm. She stepped back, feeling the softness of the large duvet against her bare legs and then lay back, opening her legs. Thankfully she had thought ahead and shaved earlier that evening, hoping the results from her hunt might prove fruitful later that night.

She felt bolder, and she ran a hand down the centre of her pussy, feeling the lips swollen and damp from all the foreplay that had happened already. There were no words needing to be exchanged, which again was a departure from all the encounters with her husband. Christine had always longed for a man who didn’t ask permission, and her new friend didn’t disappoint as he moaned and then knelt down on the floor before her, positioning his head between her legs.

“Yes… lick my pussy.” Commanding him felt powerful. “Show my husband how loud you can make me scream.” Henry grinned and then his breath was hot on her legs, kissing her and sucking on the bare skin.

His lips felt wet on her inner thighs, and then his tongue found her slit, and she gasped loudly. It was just the right amount of pressure and friction. The moans coming from his throat were low and steady, but his tongue continued to trace a trail up one side and down the other. He would find her clit for just an instant of a touch, and then move back down again. The idea of a strange man’s mouth invading her pussy was almost too much, but his skills were impressive, and Christine found herself moaning loudly with every circuit. Knowing Charles was listening to all the pleasure he was giving her also made her put more effort into giving him a good show. She glanced over at the camera and tried to smile as she continued to writhe on the bed.

With a surprise, Henry’s lips wrapped around her clit gently and he began sucking on it, using a small amount of pressure at first, and then harder in a steady pulsing movement. Simultaneously she felt a finger slide inside her, curling up and touching her where she was most sensitive. His skills were almost equal to Dom and she slid back into remembering how good his lips and hands felt inside her.

Suddenly, a shock of pleasure shot through her, and she was cascading into a massive orgasm within moments, crying out loudly, and feeling her body spasm thanks to the combination of his lips on her clit and his fingers inside her. “AH! AH! OH!”

And that wasn’t even the main event, because then he was standing up and unbuckling his pants as she lay there prostrate before him, her pussy still wet, quivering and waiting. Within moments his shorts were down and his erection sprang free, and then he stood there, hurriedly unbuttoning his shirt. He glanced at the camera and then back down at her prostate body. She could see in his eyes how much he wanted to fuck her.   

Christine sat up, her legs still spread, and now she was intoxicated by a man making her orgasm so hard, and all she wanted was more. Glancing over at the camera, she wondered if Charles was still watching. He must be. But was he enjoying himself? Or was he upset about how another man had made his wife orgasm so quickly and enthusiastically? The most incredible part was that she didn’t care. Her needs were being fulfilled in ways Charles simply wasn’t capable of, and she even had his permission, so her libido was determined to extract the ultimate satisfaction from the opportunity.

Once his shirt was off, Henry grabbed her legs and guided her back onto the bed. Her dress was still up around her waist and Christine pulled the top down, revealing her breasts. His naked body climbed onto the bed to straddle her waist.

“Do you have a condom?” he asked.

Christine nodded. “On the table.” She almost told him it wasn’t needed, because she was desperate to feel a man uncovered inside her and have his seed bathe her inner walls. Another time.

After he slid off the bed, she watched as a man who wasn’t Charles slid a thin sheath over his erect cock, and then climbed back into position between her legs. From the way the camera was positioned, she knew Charles would be able to see every part of the two of them on the bed, no matter what position she was in.

He positioned himself and leaned down, kissing her again and she felt the head of his cock slide against her wet hole. It was easy to adjust her position to allow him entrance, and when he entered her, it felt deliciously full. With one easy thrust, he filled her pussy and she wrapped her arms around him, feeling his bare chest against her hard nipples as they kissed again, this time with him moaning into her mouth.

Their urgency was mutual, and his thrusts were quick and hard. It was a completely different feeling from any other man she had been with. He filled her perfectly and knew exactly with which pace and depth to use his cock so she would feel every inch of the friction they generated. Unlike Dom, who was steady and rhythmic, Henry was fast and then slow, long and then deep, keeping her body on edge the entire time. 

He lifted himself up and she saw his bare chest, thin silver hair covering it, and then she looked down to see her dress bunched around her waist and his hips moving against hers. His change in angle only made the friction better.

“Jesus,” he grunted. “You feel so fucking good. I’m going to fuck you all night.”

She nodded in return and bit her lip. Then she realized again that Charles was watching and wanted him to hear more.

“Fuck me with that big cock. Come on!” She urged Henry on and started to squeeze him. He replied by thrusting even harder, and then their moans started to mingle together. Soon the room was filled with the sounds of their cries and slapping skin.

“I’m… I can’t hold on, you’re so…fucking tight.” he moaned.

Christine realized he was about to lose control, but she didn’t want the event to end. “No, stop. I want to be on top,” she managed to get out from under him without him exploding. He withdrew with a sigh. Part of her enjoyed being on top, a position Charles enjoyed as well, but she also realized it would give her husband the best possible view of his wife in action.

As she stood up, she looked up at the camera and waved, intentionally stripping her dress over her head so he would see her completely naked. Henry lay prostrate on the bed panting, and he watched as she looked up at the camera. “Can he see us?”

She nodded. “I hope so.” Honestly, she didn’t particularly care, but she did wonder exactly what Charles was doing… beating off because he was so turned on, or raging in fury because another man was fucking his wife so well. Whatever he was doing, Christine didn’t care.

Climbing back onto the bed, she straddled Henry’s athletic frame. It was easy to get her legs around him, something she didn’t experience with Charles anymore. His eyes looked up at her eagerly, and his cock was still standing tall between her legs.

Positioning herself over him, she placed the head against her pussy again, and then sank down. The sensation of penetration was different this time, easier and deeper. He lay back and groaned, his hands moving to hold her legs as she started rocking back and forth on him, her pelvis grinding against his pubic bone. Her clit was on fire.

“Yes!” she heard herself cry, beginning to let herself go. “Give it to me!” As she cried out, she felt him start bucking up into her hard with every movement of hers down his cock. She put her hands on his chest and allowed herself to move exactly the way she wanted to, fast and with the perfect amount of force.

Again their cries and moans filled the room along with sounds of slapping skin. Henry closed his eyes and started to gasp again within minutes. “I… can’t hold on!”

Christine knew exactly what she wanted at that moment. It was beyond anything she and Charles had discussed, because it was the only part of her fantasy she felt was so dirty she couldn’t talk about it with him. Having another strange man’s seed filling her. It was a case of easier to be forgiven afterwards than to have permission. Or at least she hoped so. And she hoped Charles would go crazy knowing his wife had been filled with another mans’ cum.

With a quick movement and knowing Charles could likely see what she was doing, she slid off Henry and grabbed his condom-covered cock, pulling it off with a single quick jerk. Then she climbed back aboard and began to ride him again uncovered. Henry’s eyes flew open and he gaped at her, but then he threw his head back and started to gasp. “Oh shit! Oh shit! I’m cumming!” His hips bucked underneath her and he let out a loud gasp and shudder. 

Christine felt the first spurt enter her and squeezed him hard with her muscles, gasping herself at the sensation of a strange man filling her pussy with his hot cum. He pushed into her again and again, crying out each time. Once his hips stopped moving, she could feel the slick wetness inside her coating both of them.

It felt dirty but wonderful. Knowing another man had just filled her gave her an incredible feeling of naughty pleasure. Her heart was pounding, and her entire body felt like it was on fire.

She slid off him, his load dripping slowly out of her. He shook his head and looked at her with wide eyes.

“I came inside you. Are you…is that okay?”

She almost giggled at the bewildered look on his face. “Yes it is. Yes, you did. And it feels amazing.” She leaned down and kissed him. The surprised look on his face changed and he returned the kiss, rolling her over on the bed beside him like a familiar lover. Their hands played with each other’s skin and their lips danced together. His fingers found her pussy and slid inside her easily, playing with the cum that was now leaking out of it. She felt so wanton and naughty, but so exhilarated at the same time.

Finally she knew Charles would have to be acknowledged. Still naked, she slid off the bed and approached the camera. Grabbing her phone, she quickly texted him.

What did you think of that? I couldn’t resist.

The reply came quickly.

I think you’re a very naughty girl.

She felt a flash of guilt. After all, here she was, lying on the bed in full view of her husband, albeit on a tiny phone, with another man’s fresh load inside her. But then Christine realized that for Charles to truly enjoy the experience, she needed to assume the dominant role in the situation. A typical cuckold, which is what she was beginning to suspect Charles was, enjoyed being told what to do and sometimes even being humiliated.

You loved watching him fuck me, didn’t you? My pussy is full of his cum.

Yes.

His cock felt so good. He filled me up perfectly.

I’m happy.

Those last words were all she needed to hear. As she’d thought upon first seeing Henry in the bar, Bingo.

Henry’s hand slid over her hip and squeezed her bare ass. He slid his other hand between her legs, and Christine shivered as he pushed a finger inside her again. “I like the way that feels.” She knew he was referring to his cum still inside her.

“So do I,” she purred, pushing her ass back towards him. As she did, she felt him already partially erect again. God I love men with stamina.

Having originally expected the scenario to be a one and done, Christine quickly texted Charles again as Henry started sliding his fingers into her from behind. The idea alone of her texting her husband while another man played with her pussy had her ready and eager to receive Henry again.

My lover is going to fuck me again. I can’t wait.

Neither can I.

She slid her phone onto the night stand and looked up at the camera, smiling. Opening her legs wider, she moaned while turning her head towards her new lover. “Get inside me again.”

Henry slid forward eagerly, and then his cock head was between her ass cheeks where it found her wet hole, and with mutual gasps, he was inside her again, this time spooning her from behind. Christine looked up at the camera and gave Charles a wicked smile.

This time Henry was more aggressive. His hand snaked around her neck, and she felt his fingers lace around her throat, while his other hand gave her ass cheek a firm slap, which she knew Charles could hear. He was growling into her ear, “Such a dirty little married slut, aren’t you?” She moaned in reply and nodded her head. “I’m going to fuck this sexy body of yours all night.”

As he thrust into her, his muscled frame bound tightly to hers, she could only lie there and shake with every thrust. Having cum once, his stamina was much better this time, and he was keeping rhythm perfectly inside her while his hand restricted her air flow just enough to feel dangerous. His breath was hot in her ear and their lips found each other, fiercely sucking and licking.

What she didn’t expect was that the sensation of his choking her made her body even more tense and without warning, her body began feeling a warm glow spread through it. Her cries became louder and she realized that she was about to endure a massive orgasm. “OH! Oh my God… you’re going to… AH!” Her pussy clenched at his cock as she exploded into a beautiful wave of pleasure that surged up her body to the top of her head. Something she had never experienced before, but after the orgasm she had her brain made a connection.

Controlling her small frame easily, Henry pushed her down onto the bed with his cock still inside her. Her prostrate form was pinned down by his hips and his hand, and he started fucking her hard, his balls slapping against her ass with every stroke. The way his hard shaft skewered into her was perfect. Christine knew Charles could see another man fucking her with every ounce of strength he had, and he could hear the two of them howling together like crazed animals.

Henry drew her hands above her head, holding them there with one of his own, and then his other hand found her ass cheek, pressing into it while his forceful thrusts continued to make her body shake.

“You’re going to suck the cum out of my cock,” he growled, “like a good little slut.” The tenderness of their previous session, even though it had only been minutes before, was gone and in its place was a dirty, hard, rutting pornographic experience. It was exactly what she craved.

He pulled out of her and turned her over, using his knees to walk up the bed beside her. She could see his fully erect cock looming above her head, glistening with her juices and his own cum from before.

Directing him without words, for she wanted Charles to see how Henry was degrading her body, and she pulled his leg for him to straddle her face. Taking his thick cock head inside her mouth was difficult, her lips stretching to accommodate him, but the taste and sensation was worth the effort.

Once he was inside her mouth, he began thrusting into that hole, fucking her lips like he had just fucked her pussy. He grabbed a lock of her hair and growled. “Take my cum in your mouth like a good girl.” The overpowering scent of his musk and their combined juices filled her nose. 

Christine knew what she wanted, and while she desperately wanted to please her new lover, she also wanted to give a meaningful show to her husband. When she felt Henry start swelling in her mouth, she managed to push him away with a quick pop, and then, just like she had fantasized about, she grabbed his member and stroked it as fast as she could over her face.

A knowing smile grew across Henry’s face, and he pushed her hand away. “Here it comes… AH!”

A spurt of white cum splattered across Christine’s face and neck, coating her cheeks and forehead, while Henry gasped above her. Another spurt followed quickly and then he was drained, and just a small drop dribbled out of the end of his cock. Christine leaned up her face sticky and coated with another man’s seed, and she licked the tip to retrieve the last drop he had for her.

“Jesus…” Henry groaned. “Now go show your husband a closeup of what a good little slut you are.” His role had been timid at the beginning, but now she could see that he was enjoying putting on a show.  

Christine shivered. The original goal for the night had been simply to enjoy some sex with another man and for both she and Charles to learn how he handled it, but with the way her body felt right now, she knew this wouldn’t be the last time. Adrenaline was pumping through her and she felt exhilarated, even with her lovers’ cum still in her pussy and covering her face. Even if Charles wasn’t happy about it, she decided in that moment that she wouldn’t stop being free and enjoying sexuality on her own terms.

Feeling deliciously naughty, she slid off the bed and grabbed her phone again, showing her face covered in stripes of white to the very nearby camera.

What do you think?

There was no reply for quite some time, but eventually the three little dots appeared to show a message being written.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so incredible. You’re magnificent.

A picture followed quickly of a cock, covered in ejaculate. Christine was thrilled that not only had Charles enjoyed it, he had gotten great pleasure from it himself.

Such a naughty boy. Did you jerk off watching your wife get fucked?

Yes I did. You looked so hot.

I’m glad you enjoyed it. His cum on my face is so hot.

You’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?

I’m your dirty girl.

Another line they hadn’t discussed popped into her mind. What should happen when the camera went off? She knew Henry would want her again. Was that crossing a line, even though she had already shattered a couple they had talked about?

She decided to test his reaction. I’m going to turn off the camera now. And my lover might stay and fuck me again. Is that okay with you?

As long as you tell me about it.

His reply was perfect. Christine knew their situation wasn’t ideal for him, but being given the freedom to be with other men to satisfy her needs, while he was satisfied to watch on occasion, and then allow her to enjoy herself further, made her feel a different kind of love for him, one that transcended simple marriage vows and society’s rules about sexuality.

Okay. Good night. I love you so much.

She set the phone down and switched off the camera. She turned towards the bed, and Henry lay there still naked, staring up at her. She realized her dress was still around her waist, and she laughed.

“Should I go?” he asked. His expression told her he was willing to leave if she wanted him to, but he would far prefer to stay for another round later on. It was the perfect mixture of chivalry and dominance.

She shook her head. “No, you can stay. I’m not letting you go yet!”

She approached the bed again where a naked man awaited to give her pleasure. As their lips met again and his hands started to explore, she fondled his cock and wondering how long it would take him this time to get hard again.

Christine would never be denied that pleasure again, and her husband could simply be a part of her sexual journey forward. She knew that this night was only the second of what would be many nights enjoying strange men and liberating her body every way she desired. Her husband would be a willing participant, and her adventures were only beginning. 

THE END
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