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New Leaf

We met Tom when my wife, Kate , and I were at the gym, struggling to figure out how to use the equipment.  She and I, at 40 and 42 respectively, had made a New Years resolution to get in better shape, but didn’t really have any experience with exercising.

Tom was working at our low-budget self-service gym, officially manning the counter to check ID’s and sell the various health and strength related products.  There was almost no one else in the gym at the time, and I think he took pity on us.  Either that, or he was attracted to Kate ’s DD chest, a present to herself for her 40th birthday.

Tom introduced himself, and showed us how to use the equipment, and even suggested other pieces that we should try.  I noticed Kate  staring at his muscled body as he demonstrated the various machines.  I had to admit, the guy was very fit and handsome.  He was also half our age.

She and I went several times a week for the first two months, eventually getting the hang of the machines, and building a routine.   Kate  started going more frequently than me because I had to work late some nights, and frankly, I wasn’t as ‘into’ the fitness as she was.

She would tell me that Tom would help her, and hang out with her when there wasn’t anything to do.  I could tell that she really liked Tom, and kidded her that he was helping her because he had another ‘muscle’ that he wanted to work with her.

She swatted me and said that he was way too young, only 18 and a senior in highschool.  Of course, I pointed out that he was no longer jailbait, and would be fair game if she wanted to hook up with him.

I decided to go spy on them one evening, and watched from outside the gym.  The front was all glass, and no one inside the lighted space could see people outside in the dark.  I noticed that Tom spent the entire time with Kate , and they smiled and laughed.  

I noticed also that they were stealing looks at each other’s bodies when they thought it was safe.   Kate  would check out Tom's shoulders and legs, and Tom would find chances to look down Kate ’s top or check out her side-boob.  I found it very exciting to think about them hooking up.

Over time, Kate ’s body really started to show development, as she was at the gym nearly every night.  I checked on them every couple of weeks, and it was fairly clear that they were officially ‘workout buddies.’   Kate  would talk more and more about Tom, and his plans for college, and his classes and anything else that he shared with her.

I was starting to fantasize more and more about her having sex with Tom, and even tried to fuel the flames a bit by purchasing new workout wear for her.  The tops were much lighter material, showing off her nipples and lots of side-boob, and the yoga pants were nearly transparent when she pulled them on and stretched the material.

When she first tried them on, she was surprised at how revealing they were and asked me if I was crazy to buy them for her.  I explained that all the people in the gym liked to show off their bodies when they got the results that she had.  I also suggested that Tom would love how she looked in them.

She acted like she wouldn’t use them, but she started wearing them to the gym, throwing sweat over them so that I wouldn’t notice.  I watched Tom and her working out later that week, and he spent the entire time drooling over her.  I could tell from the way that she moved, that she was making sure that he got the best views.

A few times I suggested that Tom probably wanted to get into her yoga pants, and she just laughed it off.  I pressed her, telling her that I would be fine with it, even excited, if she could score a guy half her age.  I reminded her again that he was of legal age.

She objected vocally the first couple of times, but eventually stopped objecting, and instead pointed out how impractical it would be. She then shifted to questioning how she would even approach him, “What? I just say, ‘Hey, wanna go home and fuck?’”

I persisted, sensing the difference in her objections.  I suggested she ask him to dinner, or invite him over some time when I am away from the house.  It felt like she might actually consider it.  She spent more and more time at the gym and developed a killer body.  Which of course, I took advantage of at every chance, imagining that Tom was the one between her legs.


Prom Night

One night, late in the spring, Kate  told me that Tom had invited her to be his Prom date.  She laughed as she told me, but I could tell that she was flattered as well.

“So did you accept?” I asked.

“No,” she said.  Then she furrowed her brow a bit and said, “I told him I’d think about it.  I couldn’t figure out how to decline without making him feel bad.  I could tell that he was nervous to ask.”

“Maybe you should accept,” I suggested.  When she looked surprised, I added, “You got dumped before your Prom, so now you can make it up.”

She was silent for a minute, then said softly, “I might   have fun .”  She turned to look at me and said, “You know  what happens at Prom, though.  You know what he’ll expect..”

I grinned and said, “Maybe you’ll decide to give it.”  She made an exasperated face, and I added, “But you  decide what happens, right?”

She just studied my face for a bit, then said, “I’ll think about it.”

***

The next night, she returned from the gym and asked, “Are you serious about me going to Prom with Tom?”

“Yes,” I replied.

She gave me a long look, and asked, “And about me getting intimate with him?”

“Yes, definitely!” I answered, unable to stifle my smile.

“You’d really  be OK with me making out with and possibly having sex with another man?” she pressed.

“Yes!  It would be exciting,” I assured her.

“Are you trying to get rid of me?  Do you want me to leave you?  Is that why you want me to be with another man?” she asked.

“No!  Absolutely not!  If it’s just sex and fun, that’s OK.  But you will still be mine, and come back to me afterwards, OK?” I said.

“Hmmm,” she said, then got up and got ready for bed

***

I wasn’t sure what to say or do, so I kept quiet until she brought it up again.  She was asleep when I went upstairs, and the next day passed as normal.

When she got back from the gym that day, she seemed more energetic than usual.  She sat down across from me in the living room and said, “Well, I guess I have to get a Prom dress.”

“Wow!  Congratulations!” I said

“And I kissed him,” she said, watching for my reaction.

“Oh,” I said  I was shocked and excited, and didn’t know what to say, worried that I’d scare her.

“Tongue kissed.  Deep and hot,” she said.  I could see that she was excited, leaning forward, her nostrils a little flared.

“Very nice,” I said, to let her know I was OK.  “Was it good?”

“I need you to fuck me.  Right now,” she said, as she stood and started stripping off her gym clothes.

I was already half-hard at her revelation, and it didn’t take a minute for me to get naked.   Kate  was laying back on the chair, legs spread, as she rubbed herself.

I knelt in front of her and said, “Kiss me.”  She raised her eyebrows, surprised at my request, so I said, “Kiss me like you kissed him. I want to taste your mouth that kissed another man.”

She sat up with a wild look in her eyes and kissed me more aggressively than she had in years.  It felt like we were trying to choke each other with our tongues, and it made me rock hard!

I moved forward and entered her easily - she was so wet!  She moaned into my mouth as we kissed, and grabbed my ass, pulling me into her even deeper.

She broke our kiss and said, “Oh fuck!  That feels so good!  I need this so bad!”

“You are so wet and hot, baby!” I said, then, “Let me kiss that slutty mouth again!”

Her eyes opened wider as our mouths met and she rammed her tongue deep into my mouth.  I could tell from her breathing and noises, that she was already close to peaking, so I kept pumping away at her until she broke our kiss to moan and scream through her orgasm.

She lay recovering as I finished, imagining that she was laying back with her legs spread for Tom.

When I pulled out and sat back, recovering, she lay there watching me and said, “You were really turned on, huh?”

“God, yes,” I replied.  “It got you hot kissing him?”

“Oh hell, yes.,” she said, with a giggle.

“Maybe you’ll go farther next time?” I suggested.

“I’m not so sure of that,” she said.  “I think this is already playing with fire.”  She grabbed her discarded clothes and went upstairs to get ready for bed.

I followed her a few minutes later and said, “What are you worried about?”

She shut me down with, “Let’s just drop it for now, OK?”

***

She spent a good part of the weekend shopping for her Prom dress, which seemed to make her happy and energized.  She modeled her last three choices for me, and I convinced her to keep a bright red dress with a short hemline that showed off her muscled legs.  It also accentuated her cleavage and showed a lot of side-boob, which I did not point out.  I really liked that she had to wear it without a bra, which I hoped would promote some hanky-panky.

She did share details of the Prom, which was the next weekend.  We were both surprised that it was at a resort hotel, instead of the school gymnasium.  I asked whether he was meeting her there, or picking him up, or if she was going to his house, but she said that none of the details had been discussed.  She said they would settle that during workouts at the gym.

Without telling Kate , I booked a room at the resort for the night of the Prom, and made sure it was a room with a single king bed.  All of the regular rooms were booked, so I had to eat the expense of a small suite, but I figured it would be worth it if she decided to hook up with Tom.

***

That week, I expected her to kiss him again, and maybe more, but was disappointed when she came home on the first night and told me that they didn’t kiss.  “I told him it was a Prom acceptance kiss, but not a regular thing.”

She laughed and added, “But I also told him that Prom night always means kissing.”

I laughed with her and added, “And maybe more?”

“Playing with fire!” She scolded me.

By the middle of the week, they had figured out the logistics.  She told Tom that I was going out of town for the weekend, but would be back early on Sunday, so he could pick her up at the house.  She mentioned that I should hide my car and stay out of sight when he came to pick her up.

Tom said that they were going to his friend’s house after the Prom.  His friend was having a little ‘after party’ while his parents were out of town, so I shouldn’t expect her until late.

I suggested that she might ‘make out’ with him at the party.  She gave me a dirty look, but said, “We probably will.  Prepare to be jumped when I get home.”

She said that he mentioned a few times that some of the couples were getting rooms at the resort, but that she didn’t respond to his hints, so he let it drop.

I was excited and nervous about my plan, and wondered repeatedly if I was wasting my money, and if Kate  would be pissed.  I decided that it was worth the risk, and the money was already spent one way or the other.

***

On the day of Prom, Kate  was preparing herself all day.  I got her to shave her pussy, “If not for him, then for me,” and I noticed that she was spending a long time grooming herself.  I went to ‘run errands’ late in the afternoon, and checked in to the resort, being sure to add a card for room charges.

I returned in plenty of time, and remembered to stop at the store for a few things, so that it looked like I actually did  run errands.  I also remembered to park the car around the corner from the house so that Tom wouldn’t see it.

I went up to check on her just before the time that Tom was to pick her up.  The plan was for me to wait in the bedroom until they were gone

When I saw her, I stopped cold.  She looked like a wet dream in that dress, with her hair done up.  Her fingers and toes were done in red to match the dress, and her lipstick was bright red as well.  Her outfit screamed ‘fuck me.’

“Wow!” I said, causing her to turn.  “You look smoking hot!  The girls will all be jealous, and the boys will all want you!”

She smiled, blushing a bit as she said, “Well, at least my boobs are all grown up.  I’m not so sure the boys will want a girl as old as their mothers.”

“You don’t look like it.  You look like sex in human form,” I said.  

I said, “You make sure to have fun tonight, OK?” as I held out the room key.

She looked surprised, and asked, “What’s that?”

“Suite 714 at the resort.  You’re already checked in and have a room charge account set up.”

“What?” my wife asked again.

I said, “You know how horny you were after you kissed him last week - you want to do it.  I want you to do it …   a nd you KNOW Tom wants to do it.  I’m surprised you haven’t hooked up with him before this.”

She stared at me, then gently took the room card as she asked, “But?  Really?”

“Yes.  I have two requests, though,” I said.

Kate  was still a little stunned, and said, “OK?”

I nodded, and said, “First, please don’t hold back with him.  I want this to be memorable for both of you.  Rock his world, OK?”

Kate  nodded gently, then asked, “And?”

I grinned and said, “And please  don’t make the kid wear a condom.”

My wife opened her mouth as if to speak, then closed it again.

I nodded and smiled and said, “Yeah.   This  is really happening.  Go wild, please.”

Kate  looked at the card, then tucked it into her tiny purse and said, “I guess I should make a bag?”

“No,” I said.  “I want you to come home in the same clothes, all rumpled and satisfied, OK?”

At that time, the doorbell rang.  I said, “Your date’s here.  You look awesome!”

Kate  looked around, then said, “OK.  Give me a kiss”

“I don’t want to mess up your lipstick,” I said.  “The next lips you kiss will be his.  Rock his world, baby!”

Kate  still seemed to be a little dazed as she grabbed her tiny bag and headed downstairs.

I heard her open the door, then I could hear Tom say, “Oh my god!  You are hot!”

I heard my wife giggle at his comment, then couldn’t make out much more of the brief conversation before they left.

I watched them get into a Mercedes, probably his father’s, then drive away.

I went downstairs and poured myself a drink preparing for a long night.  I wondered at what time Kate would be spreading her legs for him.  She didn’t really say she would, but she also didn’t say she wouldn’t.

I wondered if she would blow him first, or if they would get straight to fucking  I then wondered if they’d make out before they went to the room.  I realized that I couldn’t guess all the timing and scenarios, and hoped that she would tell me afterwards.  I kept my phone nearby in case she wanted to share anything.  I figured there was little chance of it, but waited anyway.


Homecoming

After I still hadn’t heard from my wife by midnight, I assumed she was spending the night.  I was excited and jealous, and of course, horny.  I kept imagining them together.  I could envision Tom’s muscled naked body standing in front of the bed, his rock-hard (huge) cock aimed at Kate .  I could see my sweet wife spreading her legs for him, urging him to take her.  I imagined the look on her face as she took the first new man in 20 years into her body, her eyes smiling and mouth opening at the feeling.

I think I masturbated 4 times before I finally fell asleep.

I woke around 8am, checked my phone and found no messages.  I was immediately horny again, but went upstairs and showered, resisting the urge to jerk off - I wanted to save my horniness for Kate . 

I made coffee, and flipped through social media tied to Tom’s high school, as well as any students I could find, to see if any pictures had been posted.  I found a few shots of the event, and one showed Kate with Tom, her arm around his as they talked with another couple.  

I found Tom’s Instagram, and there were a couple of selfies of him and Kate, standing at the entrance, caption reading ‘ Hot Date. ’  I checked his friends’ feed and was rewarded by one where the friend had taken a candid shot of Kate, her cleavage on display, then another showing side-boob  The captions were ‘ Tom’s MILF ’ and ‘ What melons! ’  The comments from friends were a stream of racy comments like, ' We know what Tom is having for dinner ’ and ‘ After-party in Tom’s pants! ’ and one of my favorites, ‘ Load her up, Buddy! ’.

I was so sucked into the social feed, that I only registered the sound of a car as it was speeding off, and the sound of the front door opening.

I rushed to the entrance hall to meet my wife, not sure what I would find.

As she finished closing the door, she turned and faced me.  Her dress was crooked and wrinkled, her breast hanging half out.  She was barefooted, carrying her heels.  Her hair was a rats nest mess, and she had nearly no makeup on.  She looked exhausted.

“Wow!” Was my initial reaction.

She dropped her purse and shoes and said, “Yeah, this is what you get when I don’t get to pack for an overnight.  Happy?”

“Holy God, yes!” I replied.  “You look so damned sexy to me!”

As I closed the distance to her, she said, “We’ll, that’s nice.  The people at the resort looked at me like I was a $5 whore.  I know what a ‘ walk of shame ’ feels like now.”  She paused, a slight smile forming on her lips, as she said, “It was kinda exciting.”

I leaned in for a kiss, and she turned her head a bit, saying, “I have morning breath.”

I touched her chin, turning her face back to me as I added playfully, “And penis breath?”

She replied, “That, too,” just before I landed a kiss on her lips.  I held it for a minute, imagining my wife sucking another man’s cock.  I felt myself getting hard as she responded.

After we broke the kiss, I asked, “I guess you did it then?”

My wife smiled weakly and said, ‘Oh yeah.  All night long.”

As I took her hand to lead her upstairs, I spotted a bruise on her neck.  “Is that a hickey?” I laughed.

“Sure is,” she answered.  “I thought they would be gone by morning.  I was wrong.”

“ They ?” I asked.  

“Yeah,” she answered.  “He liked to give me them, and I was in no state to object.”

My excitement was evident as I blurted, “I can’t wait to see!  And I want you next,” I said as we mounted the stairs.

“Oh, God.  Let me shower and rest first?  I’m a disgusting mess.” She asked.

“Come on baby, I want you just like you are now.  I’ve been dying all night waiting for you,” I pleaded.

She didn’t object, and let me lead her to our room, where I unhooked her dress and let it fall, exposing her nakedness.

“No panties?” I observed.

“Yeah,” she said weakly.  “He wanted a souvenir from Prom.”  She smirked and said, “He wanted a trophy, that’s what he wanted.”

I noted hickeys on her breasts as well as on her collarbone.  I reached forward and touched her pussy, to see if she was wet or not.  Honestly, I was hoping that she was still dripping with his come.

As I gently rubbed her pussy and mound, she winced and said, “Careful!  I might as well have fucked a jackhammer - that kid was hard all night.”

“Didn’t he come?” I asked.

“Oh God, yes.  Again and again, but he stayed hard.  His sperm should be seeping from my pores, I took so much.” she said.

“Oh, Wow!  Thank you!” I said.

She pulled a bottle of lube from the bedside table while I quickly stripped. She slathered some lube on herself then on my raging erection as she said, “Doggy, please?  My pubis is too sore.”  She didn’t wait for my reply, as she lay face down, butt up on the bed, and slid a pillow under her to prop up her hips.

I wasn’t going to argue - I was insane with lust as I mounted her, knowing another guy had been inside her.  I spread her cheeks and looked at her pinkness, thinking about how Tom had finally pushed his stiff cock inside her.  As I slid into her, I imagined that it was his semen making her slippery, and imagined that she felt looser than usual.  It didn’t take me more than a few minutes before I started coming. As I released my load into her, I imagined my sperm swimming with his inside of her.

When I finished, I tried to apologize for being so selfish, but she was asleep.

***

I cleaned myself up then gently rolled her under the covers, examining her new hickeys as I imagined the young man ravishing her. I put away her shoes, and put the dress in the drycleaning pile.  I hoped that she would wear it occasionally, to remind me of this adventure.

I noticed her phone buzz a couple of times, and saw his name, but didn’t open it to read the messages. I wasn’t sure I knew her passcode, and it was more exciting to imagine, rather than know, what he was saying to her.  I was fairly certain that she’d read them to me later.

I puttered around the house, cleaning up and killing time, then fell back to social media, chasing every picture and comment on Kate and Tom, taking screenshots for later.  I thought about turning them into a little slideshow for our horny enjoyment in the future.

***

Just before dinnertime, I heard the shower, and knew she was up.  I figured I should leave her to herself, because I was a little embarrassed about having sex with her when she was passing out.

After a while, she came downstairs, barefoot, wearing a large oversize t-shirt, showing off bare legs.  I could see the hickey on her neck, and it made me smile.

She saw me grin and said, “Are you happy to see me? Or the hickeys?”  I grinned wider, and she smirked, saying, “I figured.”  She lifted the hem of her t-shirt, showing off her pussy, and asked, “How about this?”

“Wow, the star of the night.  What a sweet pussy!” I said.

She made a sound of exasperation, and said, “The bruises, you dummy.  Check out the bruises.”

I saw large black and blue marks on the insides of her thighs, and said “Oooh!”

“Yeah,” she agreed.  “Tom did that while he was fucking my brains out all night.  Beats a hickey, huh?”

“Wow.  Sure does,” I replied.  I could tell that it wasn’t the response that she wanted, so I quickly asked, “Does it hurt, Baby?  And your pussy?”

She lowered her shirt and said, “I’m sore, all right.  And NOT ready for some more, at least not at this moment.”

She walked carefully over next to me and sat close.  I gave her a sweet kiss, and gently reached up to cup her breast.

“Mmm,” she said.  “I didn’t realize how nice that feels, compared to how a sex-crazed teenager grabs them like he’ll never have another chance.”

“Will he ever have another chance?” I asked carefully.

She looked at me for a moment and asked, “You’d like that?”

I nodded gently, then asked, “And you?”

She smiled gently and said, “Other than the bruising and hickeys, it was great.  The kid was a horny machine.  Not much technique, but lots of staying power.”

She paused for a moment, then said, “But… He is kind of young to keep his head on straight.  I’m worried he’ll get clingy, or try to turn this into something it’s not.  I don’t think we need a jealous teenager messing up our life”

“Do you really think he will?” I asked.

She pulled her phone out of her pocket and started reading:

Last night was great. When can I see you again 

Are you there?  Can I see you? 

When can you get free, maybe I can get a room. 

Is there a reason you’re not answering? 

Are you going to tell your husband? 

Want to meet me at the gym? 

She looked up at me and said, “There are more.”

“Oh,” I said.  “Maybe you can go workout with him and see if it feels weird.”

She smiled and patted her thigh as she said, “Babe, I had a week’s worth of leg days last night.  I need a rest.”  She looked at her phone and said, “I'll tell him we both need time to think, then I’ll see him at the gym later this week.  There should be no drama in public.”

Head Space 

I tried to stay away from asking details about the night before, she seemed to need some quiet time.  I did ask how she liked the Prom, and she laughed and said that it felt weird.  She said that she thought her dress would be too sexy, but she fit right in.  She laughed and said that she definitely had the nicest tits there, because all the guys were staring.  

When I asked about the dancing, and how it was decorated, and whether they had good snacks and the like, she stopped me and said, “Babe.  All I could think about was going to the room and fucking him.  I thought I’d wait, and surprise him at the end of the night,  but I finally pulled him aside and showed him the room key, saying ‘let’s fuck.’  We were gone in a minute.”

“Wow, nice,” I commented.  “I thought you might back out.”

“At first, I did too.  Then I saw how grown up and sexy he looked, and realized I’d never get a chance to fuck a guy half my age.”  My wife licked her lips and said, “After that, there was no way I was not going to  put out .”  She laughed.

***

That night, as much as I wanted sex, I didn’t try to initiate it, just spooned against her, but I’m sure she could feel my hard-on.

Monday was a regular work day, although she struggled to cover the hickeys with makeup.  When we got home, she surprised me after dinner by pulling down my pants and giving me a blowjob.  She explained that she was still sore, but knew I was horny and didn’t want me to be deprived.

Tuesday was another regular day, but after work she changed into her gym gear and said, “Well, let’s see if it is weird.  I’d hate to have to find another gym.”  

I asked if she had talked to Tom, and she told me that they had ‘traded a few texts.’  I smiled when I noticed that her shorts didn’t cover her inner thigh bruising from the sex.  I wondered if Tom would even know that he was the cause of it.

I was a little sad that she was going to break things off, because I found her hook-up as exciting as I imagined, and kept reliving it in my mind.  I also understood her concern that Tom wouldn’t be able to differentiate emotions from just sex.  I hoped that Kate would consider sex with other men in the future.  It seemed that she had fun, so I was optimistic.

I eagerly awaited her return and report about their conversation.

When Kate returned from the gym, she seemed the same as always, a little damp from the workout, but happy with her continuing progress.

I waited for her to get a bottle of water from the refrigerator before I asked, “Soooo, did you see Tom?”

“Yes,” she smiled.  “We even worked out together.”

“Was it weird?” I asked.

“Well, it was hard to look at him without imagining him naked with a hard-on, but other than that it was kinda OK.” she said.

“Kinda?” I pressed.

“Well, he definitely watched me all evening, and others noticed.  I could tell he wanted to touch me but didn’t think it would be OK.  He even left at the same time as me but we couldn’t talk alone because others were there too,” she explained.

She paused and said, “I think he has a crush on me, which is bad.  I don’t think this can work long-term.  Besides, he’s going to college in a few months so nothing would be long term.”

She pointed to her phone as she took another drink and said, “He says his parents have card night tomorrow, so we can talk at his house for a little while.  I’ll meet him there and make sure he knows it was a one-time thing.”

“Are you sure it should be a one-time thing?” I asked.

“Certain,” she nodded, then headed upstairs to shower.

***

The next day after work, Kate gave me a kiss and said, “I'm off to talk to Tom.  Be back soon.”

I was a little worried for her safety, even though he was nice, he was a muscle-head and might hurt her.  “Are you sure it’s OK to go by yourself?  Where are you meeting him?”

She laughed and said, “Sure.  He’s been fine in texts.  I think he’s a little confused by the situation, too.  I’ll make it easy on him - he’s just a kid.  I’m meeting him at his house, remember?”

After she left, I realized I had no idea where he lived.  I tracked her phone, and watched her drive about 10 minutes away to a very nice neighborhood.  I zoomed in on the map to record the address, then decided to surf the net white I waited for her.

Time slipped by, and it was over two hours before I realized how long she was gone.  I checked her phone, and it was in the same location.  I hoped everything was fine, and wondered if I should go there to check on her.  About that time, I noticed her location change, and saw that she was driving home.

I eagerly awaited her return, wondering what could have happened to keep her there so long.  I was hoping that she wasn’t harmed, and wouldn’t be crying or upset if things got ugly.  I kicked myself for not going with her.

When Kate arrived, she didn’t seem upset, and even gave me a big kiss.

We took seats in the living room, as I asked, “So, how did it go?”

“Well,” she said, taking a breath, “Not exactly  as planned.  I got to his house, which is very nice, by the way.  His parents must be loaded.  Anyway, I got there, and we went to the living room.  His parents were off playing cards.”  I could tell she was delaying for some reason. 

“So, um yeah.  I told him that I had fun at the Prom, but that I was worried that he’d get hung up on me emotionally, which would be bad.  I assured him that I was in love with you, and didn’t want to mess with his head.  I told him I thought we shouldn’t have sex anymore because it would mess him up.” 

I nodded.  It sounded pretty straightforward, but I was surprised at how bluntly she delivered it.

She took another breath, and continued, “So, he sat there for a minute or two, then asked ‘You don’t want me to get emotionally attached?’  I said ‘yes.’  He paused for another moment and asked ‘So it would be OK if it was just sex, no love or emotions?’”

Kate paused, then said, “I told him, yeah sex was fine, but I was worried that he’d get attached.”

There was another pause, so I prompted, “Then what did he say to that?”

Kate looked through me as she answered, “Well, he stood up and pulled off his shirt, then stood there in front of me, all tattooed and muscled up.  It made me excited as I remembered Prom night,” she giggled.

She looked directly at me and said, “Then he told me to get naked so he could fuck me.”

“Whoa!” I commented, surprised at his response, “That was bold.”

Kate said, “Yeah.  Bold and direct.  So I did - I got naked right there in the living room so he could fuck me.”

“What?” I said, surprised at her reaction

“And we’ve spent the last two hours fucking in his parents’ house.  He used me like a $5 whore.”

I was shocked, excited, and surprised.  Even while I was processing her words, I automatically said “No.”

Kate nodded her head quickly and said, “Yeah.  When I kissed you just now, I had penis breath.  I sucked his cock clean just before I left, so that I could kiss you with my cheating lips - you seemed to like it last time.”

She seemed overwhelmed by what she had done, and giggled as she said, “Oh!  And he took my panties as another trophy.”

I was overwhelmed and horny and excited, and stared at her, knowing that she had just fucked another guy.   I wanted her so badly!

I started to take off my clothes as I said, “Get naked so I can fuck you.”

Kate’s eyes got wide for a second, then she quickly stripped, sitting back down and spreading her legs wide.  She saw me staring at her pink pussy and asked, “Why are you staring?  What is it?”

“I love knowing you just had him inside you!”  I knelt in front of her, and as I placed the head of my rock-hard cock against her pussy lips, I said, “And that you’re full of his cum.”

“Oh, yesss, I am!” she moaned as I pushed into her.

As I slid into her wetness, I was certain that some of the lubricant was Tom’s cum.  I groaned at the thought and feeling of her warmth, saying, “You feel so good after he’s had you.  Do you like fucking me with his cum inside of you?”

She was staring into my eyes and whimpered, “Yes.”

“Let him do it more,” I said.

She was breathing more heavily and her nose flared as she said, “Yes.”  I could sense that she was reaching her peak, so fast!  Honestly, so was I.

She asked breathily, “Want him to be my boyfriend?”

“Yes!” I said, grunting and pumping at her as I reached my peak  “Slut.  Be his slut.”

She moaned as she started orgasming, sending me over the edge too.  We clung to one another with twitches and moans as I filled her.  We lay there entwined for a while, as I listened to her panting get slower, imagining that she had just done the same with Tom.


Girlfriend 


The next day, when Kate  left for the gym, she gave me a kiss, and said, “Off to see my boyfriend!”  I think it made her as excited as it did me. 

When she returned, I asked if she had “hooked up” with him.  She laughed and said, “Not today.  There’s no place at the gym.  But we did make out a little in his car afterwards.”  She started stripping off her clothes as she said, “So now I need you to fuck me!” 

On Friday, she again gave me a kiss before announcing that she was going to work out with her boyfriend.  When she got home, I once again asked if she had “hooked up” with Tom   

She laughed and said, “No.  Today is ‘arm day.’  Monday and Thursday are ‘leg days’ Tuesday and Friday are ‘arm days,’ and Wednesday is ‘vagina day.’” 

“Oh?” I said, a little confused, but excited. 

“You know,” she explained, “On ‘arm days’ you really work the arms hard, on ‘vagina days,’ we really work the vagina hard.”  She laughed again, and said, “His parents have card nights on Wednesdays, so that’s the only day we have a place.” 

“Well, bring him here then,” I suggested. 

“No,” Kate  said, “He doesn’t know that you know.  If he knew you were OK with this, he’d be over here all the time.   I wouldn’t be able to walk.” 

“That would be OK with me,” I confessed. 

She smiled and kissed me, then said, “But I did  give him a handjob in his car.  So come fuck me now!”  We raced upstairs and had fast and hard sex. 

The weekend went as most do - shopping, puttering around the house, the usual stuff.  She acted like nothing was unusual, but every time I looked at her, I imagined her spreading her legs for him. 

I was horny nearly all weekend, and we had as much sex as we did when we first started dating.  She laughed and said that she was lucky that her pussy was so durable, otherwise we’d use her up in no time. 

*** 

I couldn’t believe that they weren’t messing around during the week, even though Kate had readily told me about their previous hook-ups.  I decided to spy on them at the gym - I still had my membership, so went there a bit after Kate left, and was careful to use machines across from where they worked out.  It was pretty easy, the ellipticals faced the weight area, but were behind the treadmills, so it was hard for them to see me from the weight area.

I watched them for a while as they moved from machine to machine.  He would casually touch her, sometimes on the butt, and sometimes on shoulder or neck, and she didn’t flinch.  They even held hands as they walked from one end of the gym to the other, and she turned and kissed him before their next machine.

I watched the other guys staring at her intently - she was dressed more for yoga than the gym, and her figure was on perfect display.  At one point, her nipple bumps were clearly visible.  If she wasn’t with Tom, I was certain that other guys would be hitting on her. 

This boded well for when Tom went to college.  I was certain she’d have one or more new boyfriends in short order.  It was plainly evident that she had a wedding ring and he did not, and based upon their age gap, the men knew she was a cheater.  I finished my time on the elliptical and headed out, being careful that they didn’t see me. 

When Kate  returned from the gym, I was so horny that I wanted to fuck her at the front door.  She was in high spirits, and met me with a big kiss, laughing as she broke it.  She then said, a little breathlessly, “Do you still like my slutty mouth?” 

I was already turned on, but said, “Yes, I certainly do!” 

She grinned and said, “Good.  Because I just had a post-workout protein shot.”  She paused for a brief second, then added, “From Tom’s balls.”  She licked her lips suggestively and said, “And I drank it all down, like a good girl.” 

“You gave him head?” I asked, surprised and turned on. 

She started stripping off her clothing as she said, “Oh, yeah.”  Off came her top.  “In the parking lot in his car.” She stripped her pants.  “Like a cheap whore!” as her panties hit the floor.   Her voice rose at the last statement, showing her excitement. 

She was standing naked in front of me now, and I was still fumbling with my clothes as she said, “And the guy in the truck next to us watched me!”  She started rubbing her bald pussy slowly as she said, “We made eye contact when I lifted my head after I finished Tom.  I was so excited and embarrassed that I could feel a mini-orgasm hit me as I stared at him!” 

My wife fell to her knees in front of me and grabbed my erection as she looked up and said, “I swear to God, I would have sucked him off too if he didn’t drive off!” 

With that, she took me into her mouth and proceeded to give me the best head I’ve ever had.  I had to hang onto the doorframe when I came, which made her laugh. 

I knew she was as horny as could be, so I told her to get on the couch and I unsteadily made my way over to her and went down on her very wet pussy.  I was able to make her come several times, rewarded with her loud moans and screams.  Finally, she pushed me away, claiming that she couldn’t take it anymore. 

I sat up and watched her recover, thinking about her blowing Tom and then the watcher. 

She finally looked down at me and said, “What’s the stupid grin for?” 

I said, “I was imagining you getting out of Tom’s car and climbing into the stranger’s truck to suck him off next.” 

She smiled slightly and said, “I was so horny, I would have definitely done it.  Now I’m not so sure - it’s an exciting but risky idea.”  She must have noticed my look of disappointment, as she added “But I’ll definitely consider it.” 

*** 

The next night was Tuesday, and I waited for her to get home, excited that she may have messed around again. 

When she came in the door, I went to kiss her, and asked, “Slutty mouth?” 

She looked slightly annoyed, but answered, “No.  I told him to save it for tomorrow.”  She softened, then added, with a wink, “Besides, the truck guy wasn’t parked next to him.” 

“Oh!” She exclaimed, “Prom pictures arrived!”  She pulled a cardboard sleeve from her bag and showed me the official Prom picture of her and Tom.  I didn’t remember how hot she looked until I saw it, and it was exciting to see her snuggled up against Tom, who was clearly much younger than her. 

She found a home for it in our bedroom, replacing one of our wedding shots.  I looked at it a lot when I was fucking her. 

Family Affair 

I was so excited Wednesday, knowing that she would be going to Tom’s to have sex!  As she was leaving, I noticed that she was wearing her skirt and top from work, and said, “No workout gear?” 

She responded, “Not tonight.  This comes off easier.” 

I just grinned at the thought.  She leaned forward to give me a good-bye kiss, and asked, “You’re excited?” 

“Oh Yes!” I replied. 

She tilted her head just slightly and said, “You really  want me to do this?  To spread my legs for Tom, letting him push his bare penis inside me?” 

I just moaned at the thought.  She knew how to turn me on. 

She continued, “He’s going to fuck me like an animal, coming inside me then doing it again and again.”  She leaned a little closer and almost whispered, “And I’m going to orgasm god-knows-how-many times, thinking about how good it feels to have another man inside me.”  She met my eyes and added, “...to be Tom’s whore.” 

I was so horny, I thought I would come right there.  She was expecting a reply, so I said, “I’ve been thinking about this all week.” 

She gave me another kiss and said, “Me, too.”  Then she left. 

*** 

I waited impatiently for her, knowing that she would be there for a while.  I tried to remember how long she was away the previous week, but the timing was fuzzy, other than it seemed like hours. 

I tried to keep my mind off of them, and my hand off my cock.  I wanted to be ready for some hot sloppy sex when she got home.  I went back to my phone and social media, to see if I could find more prom pictures. 

I found some more, but then also saw that Tom was posting gym selfies, some of himself, but others with Kate .  I was turned on by seeing them pose side-by-side, and a couple where she was hanging on his bicep. 

There was one montage set of my wife working various weights and machines showing off her toned body and big breasts.  It was entitled “workout girlfriend.”  He even had one video posted of her lifting weights from the floor, clearly showing off her great cleavage, then her muscled arms as she smiled for the camera.  That video was entitled, “Why I come to the gym.” 

I was excited by the various crude comments like “ I’d give her a workout !” and “ There’s some iron I’d like her to pump! ”  I noticed that Kate  had ‘liked’ the crude comments! I checked and saw that she even followed two of the commenters’ accounts.  I hoped that meant she was thinking about slutting around with the other guys. 

I saved many of the images to my slideshow project, and captured snapshots of the comments and her ‘likes’ for my own personal use.  I was finishing at around the time that I heard her car in the drive. 

As soon as she got in the door, I was on her, kissing her mouth, knowing that she had been kissing Tom and sucking his cock.  I felt between her legs and found that she was pantiless, as usual, dripping wet from the hard use he had given her. 

I led her to the couch, and said, “Spread your legs like you do for him.” 

She looked up at me in wonder and asked, “Now I have to fuck you, too?” 

I grabbed her knees and she quickly spread her legs, revealing her leaking wet pussy.  I pushed my pants down and said, “Yes!  I want you after you gave yourself to your boyfriend.” 

There wasn’t much more talking as I had my way with her, bringing her to an orgasm before I finally emptied myself inside her, shouting obscenities as I released my frustration. 

As I slipped out of her and lay recovering, she said, “Wow.  I’ll have to remember that Wednesdays are double-headers.”   

*** 

That weekend, Kate told me that she was going to visit Tom’s house for a barbecue - that his parents wanted to meet his “prom date.” 

“OK.  That will be weird.  How do you feel about it?” I asked. 

My wife said, “Well, I guess it’s kind of normal, so I don’t expect any kind of scene.  I just wonder what they’ll say when they see how old I am.” 

“And that you’re married,” I added. 

“Oh.  Yeah, I should probably take off my rings, I guess.  Are you OK with that?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I think so,” I said.  “If you’re going to meet your boyfriend’s parents.  It’s kind of thrilling, isn’t it?” 

She bit her lip, then said, “Yes, very exciting.” 

On Saturday, I watched my leave in a little sundress to have a barbecue with her boyfriend’s parents.  It was exciting and strange, but I couldn’t wait to hear about it. 

*** 

She returned after dark, and I met her at the door, giving her a kiss.  She seemed a little distracted, so I joked, “So, did you fuck your boyfriend?” 

She looked me straight in the eye and said, “Yes, actually I did.” 

“What?!” I said, excited and surprised.  “Did you sneak off?” 

She made her way to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine before she answered, “Well, it was a very strange day.  When I arrived, Tom met me and introduced me to his parents.  His mother was a little icy to me when she saw me, I think it’s because we’re about the same age, I’m maybe a little older than her.  His father was very nice, and couldn’t take his eyes off my tits,” she giggled.  “I could feel him undressing me with his eyes.  It got me very excited.” 

“His father got me a drink while his mom gave me a tour of the house,” she started. 

I laughed, “She didn’t know you’ve been there before and seen it!” 

Kate smiled, “Well, really, I’ve spent most of my time there looking at the ceiling.”  I felt myself get hard at her comment.  God I loved her being so slutty! 

“Anyway, I got the tour, then we went to the patio and chit-chatted.  We talked about how we met at the gym, and how we worked out together.  His dad said something about how much fun it must have been at Prom, and I swear he was visualizing me naked with my legs spread.”  She paused then said, “It made me excited, him knowing that I was fucking his son.” 

“So his father suddenly tells us that the barbecue won’t be done for about an hour, and suggests that Tom and I ‘entertain ourselves’ in his room,” she said, pausing to look at me. 

“You mean, gave you permission to go have sex?” I asked. 

My wife had an excited look as she nodded and continued, “I heard him tell Tom in a low voice to ‘go for it.’  I know he wished it was him bringing me upstairs.” 

“Wow!  What did his mother say?” I asked. 

“His mother was still very cool, and said, ‘Yes, go entertain him.’ directly to me.  She clearly saw me as some old slut that was robbing the cradle.” 

“So, um, did you go…” I started. 

“Yes,” my wife said boldly.  “We went upstairs and fucked like crazy for the next hour.”  She had a wicked grin when she said, “His father tapped on the door to tell us that dinner was ready.  I am certain that he was listening to us fuck before that!  God, that makes me so horny, knowing that he was listening to us!” 

She took another big slur of her drink before she said, “So dinner was a little awkward.  Everyone knew that we had just fucked.  I was actually excited by it, his father was probably jealous, and his mother was cool as usual.  Tom was a little weirded out, so I took him to the side and reminded him that he was an adult, and his parents expected him to be having sex with girls.” 

“So did you fuck again after dinner?” I asked, excited by the story. 

“No, I didn’t want to overstay my welcome, but here’s the crazy part,” Kate said. 

“It gets crazier?” I asked. 

Kate nodded, then took another drink of her wine, then continued, “Tom and his father were cleaning the grill, and I was inside with his mother clearing plates and putting the food away.  She had packed some of the barbecue in a container and handed it to me, saying ‘ in case your husband hasn’t eaten yet. ’  I almost peed myself.” 

My mouth was dry as I awaited the rest of the ‘crazy part’. 

My wife said, “His mother told me that she could see where I normally wear my rings, and asked if my husband knew about me and Tom.”  She looked at me with wild eyes as she finished, “I felt trapped, and also excited about the secret being ‘out there,’ so I told her yes, that you knew but Tom did not know.  I asked her to not tell Tom, because it was a strange idea for him to process and I didn’t want to mess with his head.” 

“His mother said she understood.  She also asked that if I was going to keep servicing her son on Wednesdays, that we should do it in his room, that she didn’t like her living room smelling like a whorehouse,” Kate finished as she stared at me. 

“So Tom’s mother knows you are married and cheating?” I asked. 

She nodded. 

“And she actually told you to ‘ take it to his room ’ when you fuck him on Wednesdays?” I asked. 

She nodded, and said, “Because it smells like a whorehouse.” 

I grinned and said, “Well, to be fair, there is a whore in her house.” 

Kate raised her eyebrows in surprise, then said, “You think you’re married to a whore?” 

I grabbed her and kissed her as I growled, “I certainly hope so!”  We didn’t make it to the bedroom as I became the second man inside her that day.  I was OK with our living room smelling like a whorehouse.  Smelling like my  whore. 

*** 

Every couple of weeks, Tom’s family would invite Kate to dinner or lunch at the pool.  Every time, the meal was delayed so that Tom and Kate could ‘entertain themselves’. 

She was certain that Tom’s father was listening to them, so she made sure to put on a good show.  She never told Tom that his father was listening to them fuck.  That might stop the fun. 

*** 

Some weeks later, we went shopping to get her some new workout wear, and started at the local mega-mall, so we could have lunch as well as shop in a variety of stores.  She wanted to make sure we got something sexy but not slutty.  She clearly didn’t trust my taste. 

As we were shopping in one of the stores, we ran into Tom and an older lady, who introduced herself as Helen, his mother.  Kate pretended not to know her, so that Tom would think that I didn’t know about her trips to his home. 

Helen inspected me quickly, then said, “Oh good, maybe Kate can shop with Tommy.  I know nothing of this sports stuff, and really need a drink.” 

She looked at Kate and said, “Do you mind shopping with Tommy while your husband joins me for a drink?  We’ll be right down there at the cafe.” 

Kate looked conflicted for a moment, but then said, “Sure, I’ll hang with Tom.  You guys have a drink and we’ll meet up later.” 

I walked with Helen to the cafe, as I wondered what she was going to say.  I thought perhaps she would want to verify that I knew about my wife and her son.  Maybe she wanted it to stop?  My stomach churned a bit as I tried to guess. 

*** 

Tom's mother and I took a seat at the bar and ordered drinks.  She surprised me by ordering a double whisky, neat.  I figured for sure she would order wine or seltzer.  I ordered the same.  She carefully avoided eye contact white we waited for the bartender, watching him work. 

When he set the drinks in front of us, she lifted her glass and held it out, “A toast.” 

I raised my glass to meet hers, and she said “To grandchildren!”  I felt my stomach flutter, wondering if there was something that Kate  hadn’t told me. 

As we moved our glasses to drink, Tom’s mother added, “To the millions of my grandkids that have died inside your wife.” 

I snorted and sucked half the drink down my throat at her words, and noticed that she drained half her glass, looking at me.  The thought was exciting, and I was pleasantly surprised at her comment. 

I raised my glass, and she automatically met it, as I said, “May billions more meet the same fate.”  She and I both drained our glasses.  She immediately signaled the bartender for another round. 

“You seem OK with everything,” I ventured as we waited for new drinks.  “I mean, with the age difference and everything else,” I added, to clarify. 

“Well,” she said evenly. “To be honest, she looks younger than she is.  I wasn’t bothered until I found out that she is older than me.”  She took a sip of the next drink, and said, “But then I realized that if Tommy is going to screw around, it’s better to do it with some slut that’s not gonna trap him with a baby.  She’s drama-free, relatively available, and leaves when he’s done with her.” 

“Do you ever think of playing around?” I asked, emboldened by the whisky and thinking I might get lucky.  “You’re very good looking.” 

She lowered her drink, and said icily.  “Forget the idea.  I am not dropping my panties for you.  I am a lady , and your wife is a common slut, a disposable set of holes.” 

I raised my eyebrows at her response, and said “Oh. Okay.” 

She studied me for a moment, then said, “So, yes.  I’m OK with Tom using your wife instead of possibly knocking up one of those teen golddiggers.  I assume she’ll make herself available during the summer, too?” 

“I hope so,” I said. 

“Good” she said, as she finished her drink.  She waved for another, then said, “We have a couple of trips planned, so we’ll let you know when we need her.”  As the bartender set down her fresh drink, she said, “If there are any conflicts, you’ll reschedule so Tom can have her, of course.” 

I felt my stomach fluttering at the idea, and responded, “Of course, I prefer that she’ll be on her back for your son, over anything that we have planned.” 

She studied me as she sipped her drink, and said, “You really do  like that she is a slut.  Why is that?” 

“It’s sexy,” I replied, keeping it simple. 

“Is it sexy  that other men use  her?  It’s not love, of course, she’s just a hole to use.  That’s sexy ?” 

“To me, it is,” I replied.  I realized that I was being judged, and time to go.  As I rose to go, I said, “Of course, Tom doesn’t know that I know.  Let’s keep it that way, OK?” 

She raised her glass slightly and said, “She's just a cheating slut, as far as he’s  concerned.” 

*** 

The summer progressed as usual, Kate  going to Tom’s for Wednesday night card nights.  I dubbed them “Poke-her nights.”  She would sometimes visit with Tom and his family on the weekend.  She said it was still exciting that his parents were very casual about when they disappeared into his room for sex.  She said that his dad would give her a smile whenever they returned, and she was sure th at he wanted to be the one with her. 

Occasionally I would “find something to do” on the weekends so that she could have Tom over to our house.  This was so I could have sex with her while she was still full of his cum .  She enjoyed it as much as I did, and said that it made the sex even better, knowing that two men had fucke d her one after another . 

One day she told me  that Tom’s parents were going out of town for a couple of days  - that she would be taking time off from work and staying at his house.  I asked how she would explain to him that she could get away.  She said that she would say she is visiting her mother and that I wouldn’t want to see the mother-in-law. 

It was a good story, and I looked forward to her hooking up with him!  I felt excited and jealous at the same time, thinking about her spending the night with him again - a couple of nights! 

I went online and bought a neon micro bikini that would barely cover her nipples and pussy.  I always wanted her to wear one for me, but she said it was “too slutty.”  I figured she might wear it for him, as they had a nice pool.  She would look amazing in it, with her toned body and huge boobs. 

I put it on top of her bag as she was packing for the trip.  She spotted it and held it up, saying, “You want me to wear this ?” 

“Yes,” I answered, grinning.  “If you won’t wear it for me, maybe you’ll wear it for your boy toy.” 

“He’ll want to rape me,” she laughed. 

“It’s not rape if you let him,” I smiled. 

She tossed the bikini into her bag and said, “Oh yeah, I’ll let him.” 

*** 

The next morning I kissed her goodbye, feeling my erection grow as I thought about her fucking Tom for the next couple of days. 

I had a hard time concentrating while at work, but tried to distract myself by focusing on smaller projects.  I stopped by a sports bar on the way home for a beer and burger, and amused myself by trying to guess which women were out cheating on their husbands. 

When I got home, I still had no messages from Kate , so I decided to scroll through social media to see if Tom had posted any pictures of them.  He liked to “show off his girl, ” which actually made me extremely horny, knowing she was giving herself up to him. 

I was excited to see a couple of new posts from him, but was disappointed that they were pictures of a college, and a selfie of him and his mother.  His caption read, “First college visit, narrowing down from three.” 

It took a few seconds to process, then I checked the date: today.  The location was listed as another state.  I also noticed that Kate  had “liked” his posts.  What?  Was she on the trip?  She had said that the parents were on a trip.  I quickly checked her phone location, and she showed up as being at Tom’s. 

I felt confused, trying to piece things together, wondering what I was missing.  I finally realized that she must be at the house with his father!  My wife was fucking her boyfriend’s father!  I wasn’t exactly  sure, and didn’t want to go off on her, so I sent a text: 

Getting lots of dick? 

I waited for her reply until I was ready for bed.  My mind kept trying to find an explanation that was different, but it couldn’t.  I finally fell into a restless sleep. 

*** 

I woke the next morning to a message from Kate , apparently in response to my evening message: 

Miles of dick.  And quarts of cum 

She ended with an eggplant and peach emoji. 

I quickly replied, 

That’s my slut 


I saw the response bubbles and waited for her reply: 

Not your slut rn, but def a SLUT! 


I couldn’t stand not knowing, so drove past Tom’s house before work.   Kate ’s car was there, in the driveway next to a large Mercedes sedan.  I wondered if they were still in bed, or in the shower, or even fucking right then. 

I had another tough day at work, waiting for text from her, and occasionally checking her phone location.  They went out to lunch, and I saw them at the high end mall.  I wondered what he was buying for her. 

They were back at Tom’s house by the time I arrived home, and I had a drink and microwave dinner before checking on her again.  I saw that Kate  was at the country club!  Was he showing her off?  Surely the members would know that she wasn’t his wife. 

I waited to see if she would send a note before bedtime, but received nothing.  I noted that they were back at his house before I drifted off, visions of her fucking another man in my head. 

*** 

The next morning, I sent a note: 

Having fun?  Home tonight! 


It took a while, but she eventually responded: 

So much fun!   Wearing bikini  today. Home after rape. 


Fuck.  I was so horny.  I sent: 

Hope he fucks your brains out. 


She immediately responded with: 

Me too! 


I almost called in sick, but realized that work would be the only thing that could keep my mind off of her.  I left right on time and raced home to be ready for my slut wife. 

*** 

As I sat at home and waited, I wondered whether she would tell me.  I didn’t actually sit, I was so anxious and excited that I was pacing the house.  My mouth was watering and cock was hard because of my arousal.  All I could think about was her used pussy and cheating lips. 

I nearly jumped out of my skin when I heard her car door, and tried to calm my nerves as she opened the front door.  She was wearing a sundress, showing off her toned legs and arms.  Her big fake breasts were unfettered, poking at the material. 

She dropped her bag as I kissed her, greeting her with, “There she is!  You look pretty good for a rape victim.  Didn’t he violate you when you wore the bikini?” 

She smiled and raised the front of her dress, showing that she had on no panties.  “Freshly violated!  For probably the last hour.  Want sloppy seconds?” she giggled. 

I unbuckled my belt and pushed down my pants and shorts, releasing my erection.   Kate  saw my hard-on and said, “Ooh, I guess you do!” 

As I stepped out of my pants and pulled her towards the sofa, I said, “God, I am so hot for your slutty used pussy!” 

She stripped off her dress and laid back, spreading her legs as she said, “Oh!  Yes, it’s so used!” 

As I pushed into her, I could feel her warmth take me in.  She was wet - whether from being excited, or from another man’s semen, I couldn’t tell - although I like to imagine it was the latter. 

I pulled her close and kissed her, as I pushed all the way into her.  I whispered, “Fuck!  I love that you’re a slut, baby.” 

She moaned, “Oh yeah, such  a slut!” 

“I love feeling you after other men have been inside you,” I continued. 

“Ummm,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around my ass.  “Still inside me.” 

“Taking your boyfriend’s Dad inside you.  Fucking him in his Mom’s bed,” I said. 

Kate  stiffened and stared at me as I continued to pump her. 

I said, “Was it wild getting filled by the same balls that made your boyfriend?  Millions of his brothers and sisters ready to make you a mom?” 

I could feel myself approaching orgasm, and said, “Fuck!  That’s so fucking dirty!  Tom touring colleges while his Dad fucks his slutty girlfriend!”  I was getting close to coming as I asked, “Did you kiss him and suck his cock?  Just like you do with his son?” 

Kate  was staring at me, but gently nodded and moaned, “Uh huh.” 

“Oh Fuck!” I almost yelled as I stiffened, adding my cum  to his.  As I finished squirting into her and began to recover, I realized that I didn’t even know the name of the guy she had fucked. 

When I finally recovered, and rose off of her, pulling out, she asked, “How did you know?” 

“Tom posted pictures of his campus visit, with his mom,” I said.  “So I wondered where you went, and checked their house.  I saw your car next to their Mercedes the first morning, and knew you had spent the night.” 

She nodded, then after a moment, said, “And you didn’t say anything?” 

I smiled and said, “Baby, I told you that I wanted you to be a slut.  And spreading your legs for your boyfriend’s father is super slutty.” 

Her eyes betrayed her surprise. 

“So how did this happen?” I asked.  “Have you been hooking up with him for a while?” 

My wife looked a little guilty as she said, “Well, it started one weekend when I went over for a barbecue, and we were all drinking.  Well, Tom wasn’t, but his father and I and of course, his mother.”  She paused and then continued, “At one point Tom’s dad put his hand on my ass.  I was shocked, and a little turned on.” 

She grinned a little and said, “Actually I was turned on almost the whole time I am over there - there is something about his parents knowing that I am fucking their son.”  She moaned slightly, her hand moving to her pussy. 

“Your ass?” I prompted.  I could feel my cock stirring slightly. 

“Um,yeah,” she smiled.  “I gave him a smile, and he took his hand away.  Later that day, when Tom wasn’t looking, he did it again.”  She looked me in the eye as she said, “I wiggled my butt for him, then felt him move his hand down towards my crotch.”  She bit her lip as she said, “I moved my legs apart and let him rub my mound through my jeans.  God! I was so hot that I almost came.” 

She took a moment to collect herself, but continued rubbing her pussy.  She saw my cock growing, and reached up to grasp it.  She continued, “Well, it became a kind of game.  Every time I was over, I’d find a way to be around him where Tom wouldn’t see, and he’d grab my ass or pussy. 

Last Wednesday, he was waiting downstairs for me after I left Tom’s room.  I was still horny, and full of his son’s cum .  When I saw him, I unbuttoned my shirt and let my tits out.  He immediately pounced and started playing with my tits.  I felt his crotch and he was rock hard!  And felt pretty big, so I stroked him through his pants.  I was ready to fuck him there and then.” 

I nodded, and she continued, “That’s when he told me to come over when Tom was away on his trip.” 

I was hard as a rock, and her stroking was building my excitement.  I asked, “He told  you to come over?” 

Her nose flared a little as she said, “He just said, ‘ Stay here when Tom is on his campus tours.’ ”  She licked her lips and added, “I said ‘ Yes.’ ” 

I watched my wife rubbing herself and also stroking me, as she told me about her infidelity.  It was so exciting! 

She continued, “I knew what time that Tom was leaving for his trip, and went to their house early, parking down the street.  I sat on a bench in the park across from their house and watched as Tom and his mom put their things in the car.” 

She paused to lick her lips and continue rubbing herself, “I was SO horny, knowing that I’d be fucking his dad as soon as they left.  I couldn’t wait to lie in that icy bitch’s bed and take her man inside me!  I wet my panties and pants while I waited, thinking about cheating like this.” 

She was breathing heavily, clearly ready to orgasm soon.  “When they drove off, I nearly ran to the house so I could fuck!  I left my stuff in the car and went straight to the door.  Kevin must have seen me, because he opened the door as soon as I got near.  Before he could say anything, I told him to fuck me.” 

“Wow, that fast!” I commented, aware that I was about to orgasm from her stroking. 

“Yes,” she moaned.  “I wanted him so badly, to cheat on you and  Tom.  With his own father!  His dick was inside me within minutes!” 

Her words and stroking had me close to the edge.  I grabbed myself and stroked harder, as she looked up at me and said, “That’s it.  Show me what you do while I’m fucking Kevin and Tom.  Jerking yourself while other men use my pussy!” 

I couldn’t hold off, as I imagined my wife with her legs spread for Tom’s father.  I grunted as I came into my hand, with Kate  watching me intently while she frantically rubbed herself to an orgasm.  As the last of my come dribbled out, I watched her moan and twitch, her back bucking and hips pumping as she made herself come. 

We sat watching each other as our breathing returned to normal. 

Finally, I said, “So, you’ve traded in the son for the father, huh?” 

“No,” she said, as she sat up.  “I’m keeping them both.” 

“Oh?” I commented, raising an eyebrow.  “Isn’t that kind of risky?” 

“Only for them,” she laughed. 

“And what about if the wife finds out?,” I prompted. 

She gave me a grin and said, “Oh, she knows!”  My look gave away my surprise, as she added, “She left a note on her vanity that said, ‘ Don't use my perfume, you slut. ’”  She laughed and said, “I was just there for the dick.  The only thing I wanted to smell like was sex and cum!” 

“She knows?!” I asked, surprised by this revelation. 

“Yeah,” she smirked, as she grabbed her clothing.  My wife looked at me and explained, “She told Kevin that if he wanted to fuck me, he should.  That I was just a slut and didn’t count.” 

She smiled at me as she turned to go and said, “You should be happy - she is taking Tom on a couple more college visits, so I’ll be Kevin’s slut a lot more.” 

She pulled out her phone and shared a few pictures of her in the micro bikini.  She explained that Kevin took them for her.  As we scrolled through, the last two pictures were of her and Kevin.  She was sitting in his lap, her arm around his neck.  He was in swim trunks and her giant tits were right up against his chest, barely continued by the bikini. 

She said, “Sorry,” as she tried to scroll away.  I stopped her and made her show me them again.  I told her how exciting it was to see her like that, with another man, knowing that he was dicking her. 

The next day, a print of it replaced another photo in our bedroom. 

The Deal 


Kate  continued going to the gym with Tom.  I was waiting to see how she was going to manage seeing Tom’s father as well, but all seemed normal for the first few days.  I wondered if she was re-thinking her choice to keep them both as sex partners. 

On Wednesday she seemed excited as she kissed me goodbye, heading to Tom’s when his parents were out for card night.  I stopped her and kissed her again, and when she gave me a puzzled look, I said, “I just wanted to taste those lips before they are wrapped around a cock.” 

She laughed and said, “And later, you’ll get to taste them after  they’ve been on another’s cock!” 

I watched as she left, imagining my wife on her back as Tom fucked her mercilessly. 

*** 

A couple of hours later, when I expected Kate  to get home, I heard a knock at the door.  As I went to answer it, I wondered who could be visiting at this hour, it was almost 9:00. 

I opened the door to a woman, and it took me a moment to register who it was.  “Oh, Hi,” I said to Tom’s mother.  She was dressed conservatively, an expensive handbag over her arm and carrying a bag from the liquor store. 

“Are you going to invite me in?” she asked, a little indignantly, like I had forgotten my manners. 

“Oh, of course!  Sorry,” I said, as I stepped back and let her pass.  She breezed in, taking a look around the living room, clearly assessing our home, before she decided on a chair and took a seat. 

She held the liquor bag out, and said, “Why don’t you be a dear and mix us something to drink.  I brought something nice that I knew you wouldn’t have.” 

I held my tongue, even though her comment made me mad.  I was still curious about the purpose of her visit.  I went to the sideboard and grabbed a pair of our nicest rocks glasses, pouring us a pair of drinks, neat.  I made hers a triple.  I noticed that the whisky was  much nicer than I would buy. 

As I handed her a glass, I asked, “So, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?   Kate  should be home shortly.” 

She lifted her glass for a sip before she said, “I had some time to kill, and knew you’d be available.” 

“Oh?” I asked, wondering if she had a point. 

She smiled and said, “Don’t be coy.  You and I both know that my son is fucking the brains out of your wife right now.  And you’re just sitting here waiting for the slut to come home once he’s done with her.” 

I nodded and took a sip of my drink, surprised at her words, but also turned on knowing that we were sitting there drinking, with full knowledge of what Kate  was doing. 

“She should be home shortly,” I said. 

“Normally, yes,” she answered, taking another sip.  “But Kevin decided to have a go with your slut.” 

I certainly betrayed my surprise, because she said, “Oh!  You didn’t know?  My husband also uses her to relieve himself .”  She took a sip of her drink and added, “She’s quite the whore.” 

“But she’s with Tom,” I said, trying to figure out what was going on. 

She explained, “She was  with Tommy.  She always leaves his room when they’re done, slithering out like a good whore.  Tommy never sees her out the door.  Kevin took her to the guest room afterward.  I don’t understand the appeal of having her after Tommy defiled her, but I guess you do, huh?” She gestured with her drink before finishing it. 

“Yeah, I do,” I said, finishing my drink as well.  “So, your husband is with her?” 

She chuckled as she said, “Kevin is probably inside your wife right now.”  She tilted her head and asked, “Does that bother you? Or excite you?” 

I involuntarily touched my growing hard on as I answered, “It excites me.”  To distract her from the obvious glance at my action, I asked, “Does it bother you?” 

She snorted and said, “No, not really.  She’s just a hole to fuck - it’s no different than if he jerks off in the shower.”  She definitely noticed my hand on my crotch and pressed, “You like that, huh?  It excites you that Kate  is a slut?” 

My throat was dry from my level of arousal, but I croaked out, “Yes.  I like it when she comes home, and I reclaim her.” 

“Well, with the amount of time she’s putting in under Tommy and Kevin, I wouldn’t say you’re reclaiming  her.”  She gave me a hard look, and added, “I guess she belongs to them more than you.  You just get her when they aren’t using her.” 

I didn’t answer, thinking how that might be true, but it still excited me. 

*** 

We drank and watched the news until we heard the front door open at around 11:00. 

I met Kate  at the door, and would have normally attacked her - her hair and makeup were a mess, and her clothes all wrinkly.  She looked great - like two guys had just fucked her brains out. 

I quickly said, “We have company.” 

She said, “I saw the car in the drive.” 

I led her to the living room, and Tom’s mother said, “Oh, hello.  I see my men are done with you?” 

I thought Kate  would get mad, but she responded, “Yes, they’re both completely drained.  We had quite a good workout.”  I almost laughed. 

“And why are you here?” Kate  asked, ignoring the other woman’s eyes inspecting her disheveled looks. 

“Well, I thought I’d stop by to make sure you don’t live in a trailer, and to pass the time with your husband while you passed the time with mine,” she said, a hurtful twinkle in her eyes. 

“We were fucking , Helen.  I was fucking  your husband, not ‘ passing time ’,” my wife responded.  “Were you fucking  my husband?” 

“Oh, no, dear.  You are the one with vaginal skills, I wouldn’t want to deprive you of another hard penis,” Helen responded.  She sat back down and said, “I actually wanted to talk to you about your, um, skills.” 

Kate  sat down across from her, and kept her legs parted.  I am almost certain that she did it so that Helen could see that she was wearing no panties. 

Helen seemed unphased as she took a sip of her drink and said, “My sister’s son has just turned 18 but shows no interest in girls.  She is worried that he might turn gay, so I thought you might treat him to your vaginal skills and set him on the right path.  We think being with a whore will help him.” 

My wife sat for a minute, then said, “Well, I have more than vaginal skills.  I also have oral and anal skills, if you ask your husband.  And, I am a slut, not a whore.  Whores get paid.” 

Helen paused for a moment, clearly stunned by the ‘anal’ and ‘oral’ comments.  She then pressed on, “Well, there would be compensation, so you can start your whore career.  And yes, whatever orifice you can get him to use would be fine.” 

Kate  said, “Do you have a picture?”  What!  She was considering it! 

Helen poked at her phone and brought up a photo, then passed it to Kate .  She said, “Here’s my sister and her boy, James.” 

Kate  examined it for a moment, then looked up at me and gave me a smile.  She turned to Helen and returned the phone, as she said, “OK, I have a deal for you.” 

“How much?” Helen asked immediately. 

“No money.” Kate  said, causing Helen’s eyebrows to raise.   Kate  continued, “Your nephew is attractive enough that I’d do him.  But, his mom has to give it up for my husband.” 

“What?” Helen asked, clearly stunned.  I was as well, but kept quiet.  I wish I had seen the picture of her sister! 

“If your sister doesn’t want her boy to be sucking cock and getting buttfucked all through college, it’s a fair deal.  I will rock his world, and he’ll be thinking about my vaginal and oral ‘ skills’  for years.  All your sister has to do is spread her legs for my husband - he’s a step up from that weasel-face she is married to.  And I guarantee that he has skills  too.” 

With that, Helen briefly looked at me, then my crotch, then back at my wife.  She persisted, “And what cash alternative is there?” 

Kate  said, “None.  Pussy for pussy trade.  She’s gotta decide if it’s worth it to avoid a same-sex wedding for him in the future.” 

Helen thought and said, “OK, I’ll talk to her.  How about for other events?” 

“What?” Kate  asked.  I was also a bit puzzled. 

Helen motioned for a refill of her drink, which I quickly did.  She said, “Well, when Kevin ‘ showed you off ’ at the club, everyone assumed you were hired talent.”  She took a sip, then continued, “So one of the wives asked me to find out your rates and contact information.  She wants to rent you  for her husband’s birthday.”  She stopped and asked, “Is ‘ rent you ’ the right term?” 

Kate  asked, “Is the husband good looking?”  What!  She was seriously considering this? 

“About like Kevin,” Helen answered.  They were bargaining like I wasn’t even there. 

“Okay,” Kate  said.  “Two thousand a night.  I’ll do anything - go to dinner so he can show me off, or he can tie me to the bed and fuck me like a piece of meat.” 

“Hmm,” Helen said as she pulled out her phone.  “Give me your number and I’ll share it with the interested parties.  What name do you go by?” 

“ Kate ,” said my wife.  “It’s easier if they use my real name, I guess.” 

I stood in shock as Helen put Kate ’s contact in her phone.  When she finished, Helen stood and said to me, “Well, it looks like your wife is officially a whore.” 

“For rent,” I said numbly as I showed her out the door. 

I returned to the living room, and Kate was watching me.  I was a jumble of nerves and horniness as I looked at my wife.  She was a bigger slut than I had imagined. 

“What?” she asked. 

“Spread your legs, whore.  And show me those vaginal skills .” 

She laughed as she complied.  I let myself just use her like a whore, and was able to come twice before I let her up, knowing that she had just fucked two other men. 

*** 

The Trade 

A few days later, on Sunday, Kate rushed into the living room and shut off the TV, saying, “It’s on!”

“What is?” I asked, completely confused.

Kate smiled and said, “The deal to make Tom’s cousin a real man.”  She beamed as she leaned forward and handed me her phone as she said, “And you  get to fuck his hot redhead mother!”

I grabbed the phone to check out the picture.  Wow!  She was  hot - petite with fiery hair and a set of knockers to rival Kate’s.  Before I could say anything, Kate said, “They’re real.  The hair AND the tits!  I”ll send you her Instagram and you can drool all you want.”

Kate took back her phone and said, “Her son’s a bit nerdy for my taste, but a stiff dick is a stiff dick.  And I really  want you to get some strange pussy.  It’s not fair that I’m having all the fun.”

I could tell there was something else.  “And?” I pressed.

Her breathing was quicker as she said, “Well, I never told you that I had a fantasy about being a hooker.  I’m basically selling my pussy to get you laid.  Fuck!  Helen is right, I really AM a whore.”

She looked at me intensely as she said, “I REALLY want her friend to buy me for her husband!  No one has contacted me yet.”

I was surprised and a little excited, so I asked, “Would you want me to turn you out?”  She looked a little confused, so I explained, “Pimp you out for money?”

She breathlessly asked, “Would you?”

“Yes, but let’s first see if you perform in trade before I start charging cash,” I laughed.

She filled me in on the details - the sister lived about 3 hours away.  We were driving there next Saturday and staying overnight.

***

I was nervous as we drove to meet Helen’s sister, wondering if this was really going to happen, and if both the mom and son were sane and safe.  Kate was more excited - she said couldn’t wait to fuck someone she just met.  It was a thrill for her to spread her legs for a stranger.

We had each packed a small bag with fresh underwear, toiletries and a change of clothes.  We were meeting the sister at a Ritz Carlton, so assumed we’d have separate rooms.

I looked over at Kate, she had worn a short dress that showed off her legs, and had put on high heels to enhance the effect.  The top was low-cut and tight, and it looked like her boobs were about to pop out at any moment.  She was wearing bright red gloss which she specifically purchased as her “working girl lipstick.”

When we arrived at the Ritz, I held the door for her and said, “God, the kid is going to come in his pants when he sees you.”

Kate smiled and said, “I’ll make sure he comes a lot more than that!”

We were to meet them at the restaurant, and it was exciting to see all the men stare at my wife as we navigated the entrance and lobby.  Kate paused at the front of the restaurant and said to me, “I’ve just been eyeball raped by a dozen men and my panties are soaked!   Somebody  better turn me out soon!”

I didn’t know how to react, just smiled, thinking how much of a freak she was becoming.  As we entered the restaurant, there was no way to miss the flaming hair sitting at a table halfway back.

We went directly there, and I was a bit intimidated by how gorgeous she was in real life!  She wasn’t wearing anything flashy, but she  was still a wet dream.  Kate still kept her cool and said, “Hi.  You must be Charlene, and Joel.”  She extended her hand to each, and I could see Joel’s eyes undressing my wife.  

I finally regained my senses and stuck out my hand, “Ed.”  The redhead gave me a smile, and took my hand as she said, “Call me Charlie.”  I turned to Joel, but he was staring at Kate as she took a seat right next to him, looking at him and smiling the whole time.  He wasn’t interested in my introduction, so I took a seat between Kate and Charlie.

Charlie started, “Joel…”  Her son was oblivious, staring at my wife who giggled and smiled at him.  Kate said, “Joel, your mom is saying something.”

That broke the spell.  Charlie said, “Joel, this is the early graduation present I promised.”  He looked confused for a moment, then Charlie added, “Kate is your present.  She is yours until tomorrow.”  She handed a room card over the table to him and said, “You have a room here and she is yours until tomorrow.”

My stomach churned as I watched the woman give my wife to her son.  It was exciting, dirty and so wrong.

Joel was in a bit of shock as he held the room key.  He looked at Kate, who smiled brightly and said in a lower voice, “Yes, I’m yours until tomorrow.  You can do anything  you want with me.”  She leaned closer and said, “Yes, any dirty thing you ever wanted to do with a girl.”

Joel was very nervous now, he finally found his voice and whispered in Kate’s ear.  Kate said, “Yes, we’ll definitely do that.”

He whispered something in her ear again, and she said, “Oh!  I love  to do that!”  It was her turn to whisper in his ear, and his eyes got wide.

Joel said softly, “Oh my god.”  He asked softly, “So you are…”

My wife answered softly, “A prostitute.”  My heart hammered at her words.

He looked at me and said, “And that’s…”

Kate quickly finished, “My pimp.”  When he looked at her, she added, “Your mom is going to pay him so much that you can do anything  you want with me.”  She winked at Charlie when she said, “pay him so much.”

Joel looked again at his mom, unsure what to do or say.

Charlie said, “Go on, son.  Bring your present up to the room and unwrap her.”

Kate touched his hand and said, “Come on, let’s go do all those dirty things you want.”  She guided him up and led him out of the restaurant.  All the men stared at her as she passed.

***

Charlie and I watched them leave, then she turned to me and asked, “Your wife is a hooker?”

I chuckled and said, “No, it’s a little fantasy of hers.  But it’s guaranteed that she will do whatever Joel wants.”  I leaned forward and said softly, “He will never think of boys after he’s been with her.”

Charlie grabbed her purse and stood, saying, “We’ll take my car home, OK?”

I nodded, a little confused, then followed her to the valet.

As we stood at the valet station, she studied me and smiled slightly.  I asked her if something was amusing.

“No,” she said.  “You’re just more handsome than I imagined.  That’s nice.”  I was surprised, but didn’t know how to respond without sounding like an idiot.  She was drop-dead gorgeous.  I was still in disbelief that this was going to happen.

When a large Land Rover SUV pulled up, she motioned for me to get in.  She and her husband must be loaded, just like her sister .

As we drove, I asked why we weren’t staying at the hotel.

She said shyly, “Well, I’m a bit of a screamer, so I didn’t want to be visited by hotel security.  My house is far enough from the neighbors,” she laughed uncomfortably.

“And your husband?” I asked.

Her face grew angry as she said, “He is off with his boyfriend. ”  She shot me a look and said, “He decided he was gay about a year ago.  I haven’t had sex since!”  She said forcefully, “What the fuck!  I take it up the ass!  I’d even peg him if he wanted.”

She looked over at me, waiting for a response.

I gave her a crooked smile and said, “You take it up the ass?”

She said, “What, you won’t do that?”

“Oh, I’d definitely do that,” I responded.  “But I’d want to eat it first to get you warmed up.”

The car swerved wildly for a second.  She kept looking forward as she asked calmly, “Did you just say you’d eat my ass?”

“Like I was starving to death,” I replied, interested to see her reaction.

She was quiet, but breathing heavily, as she turned the car into a long drive.  She said, “I think I just made the deal of my life.”

I said happily, “Charlie, you are so gorgeous, any man would be stupid not to do anything that you wanted.  How can it be that you haven’t been laid in a year?”

As we pulled up to a huge mini-mansion, she said, “All the men that are options for me are married to friends, or my husband’s friends.  One of the disadvantages of being a trophy wife is that you have no life that is not your husband’s.  Plus, I’m 42 and have been fixed, so I’m old and can’t make babies so I’m not wife material.”

She led me into the house, which was expensive and gorgeous.  I kept stealing glances at her, still in shock that I was going to have sex with this beauty.  She turned and looked at me a moment before she said, “Wait here a moment.”  I watched her tight ass as she climbed the central staircase, probably headed to the restroom.

I walked around a little, and found that they had an office and library, a nice formal dining room, and a living room that was wide open, with floor-to-ceiling glass sliders across the whole back wall, opening to a large landscaped pool with a waterfall.  They were loaded.

As I watched the waterfall, I heard a timid, “Hey,” from behind me.

I turned to see Charlie standing there, wearing a green lingerie set consisting of an open-cup bra, which held up her enormous breasts and showed off her pale nipples.  She had on a garter belt which was holding up pale white stockings.  She wasn’t wearing panties, so her flaming red bush was on full display.

I stood with my mouth open like a fool, which made her giggle a little.  She then asked, “Hungry?”

I quickly closed the distance between us, and gently pulled her close, kissing her as I felt her against me.  We kissed for a good long time, and she returned mine with passion as we tasted each others’ tongues.

I heard her moan as I moved my hands down to hold her ass, pulling her tighter against me.  I then lifted her, and deposited her on the couch as I knelt in front of her and spread her knees.

I put my hands under her ass to spread her open, and as I ran my tongue over her labia, smelling and tasting her for the first time, she moaned loudly.  I started licking and tonguing her in earnest, teasing her clit now and then.  She started moaning so loudly that I thought it was fake.  

That is, until I slid a couple of fingers into her to tickle her g-spot.  I was stunned at the volume of scream she let out, thrashing against me as she started orgasming.  Luckily she was small enough that I could hang on, then when she started to calm down, I pursued her clit and g-spot again, setting her off into another set of screaming and bucking.

I was so excited that I could get this beauty to come for me so often and loudly, so I kept at it for quite a while, until the intensity of her orgasms seemed to dim a bit.  That is when I slid my tongue down and attacked her asshole.

She started screaming obscenities over and over as she wriggled and shook, “Fuck Fuck!  Fucking holy Fuck!  Oh Goddddd!  Fuck me! Gah!  Yes!!”

I had a hard time keep her clit and g-spot in play as I tongue-fucked her ass, but it felt like a once-in-a-lifetime experience, so I kept at it until I had a kink in my neck and my fingers wouldn’t work any more.  I slowly kissed down her leg to her ankle, which made her giggle as I tickled her.  

I then slowly crawled up to be next to her, kissing her nipples as I passed them.  She was staring at the ceiling, tears running down her cheeks as she gently sobbed.

“Are you OK?” I asked, wondering if I hurt her.

She looked at me and said, “Oh God.  Oh God.  Don’t.  Don’t.”  She took a breath, trying to collect herself as she said, “Don’t ever leave.  Pleeeease,” she whined.

My face, hands, arms and neck were covered in her juices, but she leaned over and gently kissed me, then said again, “Don’t ever leave.”

I put my arm around her, pulling her close, and she immediately wrapped her body onto mine as she sobbed into my neck.  I was in heaven, having this gorgeous woman clinging to me, wrecked from my oral sex.

After a few minutes, I asked gently, “Was that too much?”

She started sobbing more loudly into my neck as she clung tighter.  

It took about ten minutes for her to calm down, then she gently unwrapped herself from me as she stared.  She said softly, “You’re not even naked.”

I smiled and cocked an eyebrow as I said, “Not yet …”

She laughed and said, “Let’s go to my bedroom.  I want you to have me there.”

I helped her get up and held her close as she unsteadily led me up the stairs and to her bedroom.  It was as big and opulent as I expected, with a huge soft bed in the middle and separate walk-in closets.  I could see through the doorway into a huge marble-and-glass bathroom area, with a large glass walled shower and a deep garden tub.

I looked up at the picture over the headboard, it was clearly their wedding portrait.  He wasn’t bad looking, but she was just as beautiful as in life.  SHe saw me looking and said, “Yeah, that’s us 20 years ago.”

“You are even more gorgeous now,” I said.  She made a noise and I insisted, “No, you are definitely  more gorgeous now.”

Strange for someone with her beauty to be so shy and modest.  She said, “Yeah, and now he sucks cock and takes it up the ass.”

“Same as you?” I asked playfully.

She turned to me and grabbed at my belt as she said, “Most definitely!”  She had my pants off in under a minute, and as my erection sprang free, she said, “Nice.”  I was relieved.  I think every man worries that he’s not ‘enough.’

She swallowed my hardness and played with my balls as she gave me some great head.  I came close to orgasming a couple of times, and she would ease off, or squeeze my balls or cockhead.

After I moaned my disappointment, she looked up at me and said, “I want your cum inside me first, OK?  I want you to be the second man ever to cum inside me, here on our marital bed.”

Fuck!  Only the second man!  I reached under her arms and helped her up, then pushed her onto the bed as I climbed after her.  She looked at me in surprise, and I said, “I need you now!”

She smiled and spread her legs as she said, “Yes!  Take me here where he  will never have me again!”

I started kissing her as I slid inside her.  She was so wet and ready.  Her eyes opened as she broke the kiss and said, “Yes!  Oh my god, you’re inside me!  Oh you feel so good!”

I tried to take my time, but was so turned on, fucking this beautiful women in her marital bed, taking what most men would want.  Lucky for me, she was just as orgasmic, and started coming before I reached my peak.

As I thrust into her frantically, her eyes were wild, both from her orgasm and from knowing that I was about to fill her.  I pulled tight, and felt my balls pulse and cock twitch as I shot my load into her.

I kissed her and held her tight as I recovered, and she whispered, “It’s been so long since I made love in this bed.  Thank you.”

I chuckled and said, “The redhead goddess says ‘thank you’?  Men would sell their souls to be in my position.”

She gave me a questioning look, and said, “Goddess, huh?”

I smiled and said, “Yes.  As a matter of fact, it’s time to worship you with my tongue again!”

She squealed as I kissed down her body, and tongued her pussy.  As I started to tongue her and worked a finger inside of her she said, “Are you sure? I Gahh!”

I laughed to myself, as I hit her buttons.  I kept at it for as long as my tongue and fingers worked, keeping her thrashing and screaming almost constantly.  At one point, I pushed two fingers into her asshole and was rewarded with a blood-curdling scream as she nearly bucked me off the bed.  She continued to orgasm as I fucked he ass with my fingers.

Finally I couldn’t move my fingers, and my tongue and jaw ached, so I kissed my way up her body to her face, and she was streaming tears again.

I kissed the tears and said, “I’ve never seen anyone cry from orgasms before.”

It took her a few minutes to control her sobbing and tears and she said softly, “Emotions.  God.”

I laughed and said, “You saw God?”

She nodded, trying to laugh.  Then she managed to say, “I never.  I mean God, no one has ever made me do that.  I don’t ever want it to stop.  Don’t ever leave, please.”

I kissed her face and said, “Well, I’m here for a while.”

She pulled tight to me and after a few minutes, I saw that she was sleeping, her head on my shoulder.  Damn it, I was hard as a rock again!

***

I must have nodded off, because I woke and found her gone.  I heard the shower, and quietly watched her washing.  Her natural breasts were awesome, and she looked great with her fiery hair and pale skin.  I had an erection just from watching her.

She turned off the water and stepped out, seeing me as she grabbed her towel.  “Oh, look who’s up!” she laughed.  “Is that from watching the goddess in the shower?”

“Yes, in fact.  It is,” I said.  “Do you have to get dressed?  Would you mind walking around like that all the time?”

She toweled her hair and laughed.  “Use the shower if you want to wash off all the pussy.”

I said, “OK, but only if you promise I can get covered again.  I love your taste and smell.”

“Oh my god!” she said.  “Yes, yes, YES!”

I finished showering, and realized that I didn’t have my clothes with me - they were still in my car!  As I went to retrieve my discarded clothing, I found an unopened package of underpants, a clean shirt and athletic shorts placed on the bed.  I heard Charlie call from her closet, “Those are for you.  I think you’re his size.”

Sure enough, they were the right size.  I put the clothes on in time to see Charlie emerge from her closet, clothed in skimpy lingerie that rivaled what she had worn earlier.  She wore another open-cup bralette and tiny lacy underpants.

She smiled when she saw my reaction and said, “Not naked, but close enough?”

“Oh my goddess,” I said with a big smile.

She put her hands on her hips and said, “That motherfucker!  I bought all these things for him, and he never gave me a second look.  Fuck!”

I touched her shoulder to calm her, and she looked at me as I chuckled, “It’s not your fault.  It’s because you didn’t have a dick.”

She slipped her hand into my pants with a grin and said, “But NOW I do!”

We both laughed, as she looked at me and said, “Well, I guess you are the same size.  That’s convenient.”  She waved to the closet and said, “Take what you want, you can have anything that was his.”

I ran my hand down to her tight ass, and said, “I want you. You were his.”  We kissed, and I felt myself getting hard again.

She felt it and looked up at me as she said, “Never ever leave, please?”

“I’m not even thinking about it right now,” I said, honestly.

She tried to lighten the mood, and asked, “You hungry?  What do you want to eat?”

I grinned and said, “You!” as I picked her up and tossed her on the bed, burying my face between her legs as she giggled and squirmed, then moaned as my tongue found her slit.

We spent another half an hour like that, while I got her to orgasm over and over again, until my fingers were tired and my jaw ached.  I kissed her body as I made my way to her face, kissing her tears away.

She was a little more in control than the last time, and she said softly.  “My God.  You’ve given me more orgasms today than I’ve had in the last fifteen years together!”

She looked at me pensively, then said, “If your wife is like this, then poor Joel won’t have a penis tomorrow - she will have fucked it off of him.”

“Oh yeah,” I said, remembering Kate.  I got a stupid grin on my face as I said, “I actually forgot about her!”

Charlie looked at me what surprise and asked, “How could you forget about your wife fucking another guy?”

I said honestly, “All I can think about is you right now.”  She patted my head as I kissed her neck.

Charlie asked, “Um, do you mind if I ask how Helen knows Kate?  I mean, how did she know Kate would screw Joel?”

I thought for a minute and said, “OK, but I think this is one of those things that you have to keep ‘under your hat’ or it might blow up a little.

I told her about Kate, and Tom, and going to Prom.  And also about Kate and Kevin.

Charlie raised her eyebrows when I finished and said, “So your wife is fucking Kevin AND his son?  And Helen knows all this?”

I said, “Yeah.  It seems Helen isn’t interested in sex, so is perfectly fine with Kevin getting it from Kate.  And she’s worried that Tom will get some teen girl pregnant, so she’s fine with him ‘ using that slut.’ ”

“It’s hard to imagine that she’s your sister, by the way,” I added.

Charlie looked at me and said, “Yeah, she became cold to men once she decided that she wanted money.  Probably the only reason they have Tom is so that she can keep Kevin and his money.  It’s not a big surprise that she’s outsourced her fucking duties to your wife.”

“So how often is your wife fucking them?” she asked.

I told her the whole story to date, and ended with, “So that’s why she bargained for you - so that I could have some fun, too.”

Charlie kissed me and said, “Shit, I’d never give you up if you were mine.”  She slid out of bed and said, “Let’s get some real food before your tongue and fingers recover.”

She stayed in her lingerie while we made something to eat, then spent the rest of the afternoon and evening with my face or cock between her legs.  She begged me to fuck her ass after lunch, and she came twice as hard as when we had vaginal sex.

I felt like a teenager again, with a super-hot girlfriend that let me touch her and have sex with her whenever I wanted.  I loved laying next to her at night, and woke up multiple times, just touching her and kissing her all over.

In the morning, I woke to an empty bed, so I pulled on pajamas and followed the smell of coffee.  When I got to the kitchen, Charlie was there, wearing only panties, her awesome breasts on full display.  She looked so cute with her hair all messed up.

It took me a moment to register that there was another man standing in the kitchen.  They both turned to look at me and I froze.

“Who the fuck is this?” the man said.

Charlie walked to stand beside me and said, “He’s my boyfriend.”  My stomach fluttered and I felt a rush of adrenaline.

The man said, “He’s wearing my pajamas!”  Oh my God, it was her husband!

Charlie yelled, “They are NOT your pajamas.  There is NOTHING in this house that belongs to you.  Not the clothes, not the furniture, not my body.”  She sneered and said, “Which, by the way, is HIS now!”  She grabbed my hand and placed it on her breast.

The man stood there, open mouthed, as he processed that.  He said, in a comer tone, “Well, I want to see Joel, please.”

“Sorry,” Charlie said, “Joel is at a hotel fucking the brains out of some chick.  He doesn’t need to see his fudge-packing father.  Take your fucking passport and bugger Bruce in another country, you asshole.”

He corrected her softly, “It’s Brian.  My boyfriend is Brian.”  We watched him pick up a passport from the counter and turn to go.

He looked back at me and said, “That fiery cunt has an awful price, buddy.  She’ll leave you with heartache and a bad taste in your mouth for ALL Women!”  The last two words he yelled before he turned.

I laughed, “Her cunt is the best tasting I’ve ever had in my mouth!” He stormed out of the house.

Charlie looked at me and said, “Sorry about that.  He’s not supposed to visit without calling.  I …”

I cut her off with a kiss.  When we broke it, I said, “I think I need another taste of that fiery cunt!” as I lifted her onto the countertop and dove in.

After I couldn’t move my jaw anymore, I pulled back, and she lunged at me, grabbing me tight and kissing my neck as she cried.

“It’s OK, Goddess.  The mean gay man is gone now,” I said to her hair.

She released me a little, then started kissing me hard and passionately for a long time.  She finally broke the kiss and looked me in the eyes, her face a few inches from mine, as she asked, “Is my cunt really the best tasting, or did you say that to piss him off.”

I chuckled and said, “Both.”

She smiled and kissed me again, then said, “Sorry about the scene.  I don’t know what got into me, I’m never mean like that.”  She paused for a moment, then said, “You know what?  YOU are the reason for that.  YOU make me feel so damned powerful and wanted!  I’ve not felt that way in years and years.  Thank you.”

I grinned and said, “You know your powers will dim if you don’t have your fiery cunt eaten regularly.”

She laughed as I helped her off the counter.  

I couldn’t stop staring at her as she made us coffee and toasted some bagels.  She caught me looking and said, “What?  My hair?”

I grinned and said, “You are so unbelievably sexy.  Especially your wild bed head.”

She put out the plates as she said, “That, sir, will get you laid.”

We ate, then sat together on the couch, sipping coffee as we watched the waterfall.  I liked touching her, and kissing her neck, and feeling her body.

I asked, “Is this bothering you?  All the touching?  I’m sorry, you are just SO sexy, I can’t help it.”

She said, “No, I like it.  I like it a lot - it has been years and years since someone did this with me.  Touch me anywhere you like, especially inside ,” she giggled.

***

We dozed off at some point because the next thing I heard was a voice saying, “Mom!”

Charlie snapped awake at the same time as me, and we saw Kate and Joel standing in front of us, staring as we lay on the couch.  I was in pajamas, but Charlie was basically naked, her lingerie concealed nothing.

Charlie said, “Joel.”  She was obviously trying to clear the fog of sleep.

“What are you doing!” Joel demanded.

Charlie sat up a little and said, “Paying for your overnight fun, is what I’m doing.”

I was surprised at her words and Joel just gawked.

“That’s right,” she continued, “You get to do anything  with her, and he ,” she patted my head, “gets to do anything  with me.  Fair trade.”

Joel made a small strangling noise, as Kate stared at us, an amused look on her face.  I watched Kate take his hand and say, “Joel, your mom is still busy.  Why don’t we go to your room and christen it?”

Joel looked at her stupidly.  I felt a little bad for the kids.

Kate explained, “Why don’t we go fuck in your bed?  I’m still your whore until your mom finishes paying for me.”

Joel didn’t know whether to shit or go blind as he stood there staring at us.  He eventually turned to Kate and said, “Yeah, let’s go fuck.”  Kate gave us a wink as they turned to leave.

Charlie stirred and said, “Well, he’s gotta grow up at some point, I guess.”  She slapped my knee and said, “I guess we better get dressed.”

I took her hand and said, “Oh, no.”  She looked at me and I continued, “You heard my whore.  You’re not done paying yet,” I finished with a grin.

I pulled her close and kissed her, then said, “I want to be with my goddess while your son is spewing inside my wife.”

Her eyes got wide as she smiled and said, “Oh my god, yes!”

We rushed upstairs and spent the next couple of hours in bed.  I hoped that Kate and Joel could hear her screaming through all her orgasms.

We finally showered together and got dressed.  I asked if this was a one time thing, or if I could maybe see her again.  She told me that she wanted to see as often as possible, preferably every day.  We laughed and traded numbers as well as addresses.

When we went downstairs, Kate and Joel were not there.  I checked my phone and saw that I had missed messages from Kate.  Some were from this morning, asking what time they should come back.

The last message was about 30 minutes old and said, “Let me know when you’re done fucking her to death her so we can head home.”  I laughed and showed the message to Charlie, who also laughed.

I texted that I was ready, and Kate came down a couple of minutes later.  Joel was not with her.

Kate had a grin and said, “With all that screaming, I was certain you’d be dead by now.”

Charlie chuckled and said, “Yeah, sorry about that.”

Kate said, “No, it was awesome.  I came so hard knowing that my husband was doing that.”  She smirked and said, “I don’t think Joel was so excited, though.”

Before we could ask, Kate said, “I think he needs some time to himself.”

We said our goodbyes, and Charlie gave me a deep tongue kiss that lasted for a long while just before she shut the door.

I looked guiltily at my wife, who said, “Fuck, that was hot!  Watching you kiss her.”

As we climbed into the car, I said, “I thought you might be jealous.”

She snorted, “How could I be jealous?  I have a gallon of her son’s cum inside me.”  She put back the seat and said, “I’m going to sleep.  He was hard all night and fucked me every fifteen minutes.  I'll keep my feet on the dash so all the baby Joels  stay inside me.”  She looked over and said, “I know you like your whore messy.”

I wanted to fuck her right there in the driveway.

****

After we got home, we traded stories about our adventure.   Kate’s wasn’t  all that adventurous, but it was exciting to me to find out that she never had more than 15 minutes without Joel sticking his cock in one of her holes.  Apparently, he liked them all equally.

Kate thought it was exciting that Charlie had called me her ‘boyfriend,’ and was very intrigued about her situation with the husband.  I also let her know that I shared about her relationship with Tom and his father, so that Charlie wouldn’t slip around the family.  I then asked if she would be OK with me visiting Charlie from time to time, and she just snorted.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re ridiculous.  I’m regularly fucking my boyfriend AND his father, and you think you should ask permission to nail Miss Fire Pussy?”

“I thought it would be nice to ask,” I said.

“Baby, you go for it.  Fuck her whenever you want.  BUT…” she said.

“Yes?” I asked, wondering what caution she had.

Kate licked her lips and said, “I really want you to sell me to other men.  Whore me out!  I want some stranger to fuck me because he bought me!”  She started rubbing her pussy.

“Like Joel?” I asked.

“Yeah, just like that!” she agreed.

I let that roll around in my brain for a while, wondering how I’d even go about it.

That Wednesday, when Kate was getting ready to go see Tom, the doorbell rang.  Kate answered the door and said, “Honey, your girlfriend is here.”

I hurried to the door, and there stood Charlie, dressed in a sexy little dress, holding an overnight bag.

Charlie said, “Sorry, I thought you said Wednesdays were the night…”

Kate said, “You’re right.  Tonight’s when I go fuck Tom and his father.  Come inside.”

Charlie looked a little embarrassed, “I missed you.  I mean, I was lonely and I thought.  Sorry, I don’t know what  I was thinking.”

Kate took her bag, and led her into our house.  She said to Charlie, “Honey, it’s OK.  You come see your boyfriend whenever you like.”

Charlie’s face betrayed her surprise.

“Yeah, he can be your boyfriend.  Shit, he hasn’t stopped talking about you since we left your house,” Kate explained.  I saw Charlie’s eyes light up.

Kate asked, “How long are you staying for?”

Charlie looked at me and said, “Well, overnight, maybe… longer?”

Kate was clearly excited by this development, probably the same way I got excited about her screwing other men, I dunno.  She said, “How about you move into the master bedroom with your boyfriend.  Stay as long as you like.  I’ll just need access to the closet and bathroom to get ready in the mornings.”  She paused for a moment and said, “I’ve already seen you both naked already.”  

I said, “Are you saying?”

Kate laughed and said, “Yep.  Move your girlfriend into your bedroom.  I’ll sleep in the guest room whenever she’s here.  You know, whenever I’m not fucking my boyfriend.”  She gave me a wink and added, “or rented out.”

She led Charlie upstairs, and I followed, watching as Kate gathered some toiletries and moved them to the guest room, then grabbed a bunch of clothes from the closet and drawers and moved those into the guest room.

Charlie tried to intervene at one point, and Kate said, “Red, please.  This is exciting for me - loaning you my husband.  I hope he fucks you inside out.”

She asked to take a picture of us together, which seemed to make Charlie uncomfortable.  Kate pointed out the pictures of her and Tom, and her and Kevin, and said it was only fair that we have a picture of me and my girlfriend.  Charlie seemed to warm to that, so Kate took a few pictures of us together, even kissing.

Kate looked at us both, then said, “Well, I have an 18 year old penis waiting on me, and I know Ed wants to tear up your fire pussy, so it’s time to go.”

After she left, Charlie looked at me and said, “Well, that was different than I expected.  How do you feel?”

I grinned and said, “I’ve got a girlfriend!”  I pulled her close and said, “I’ve got a goddess  girlfriend!” before I started to kiss her.  We kissed and touched for a few minutes, then she pushed away, and unzipped her dress.  As it fell to the floor, I saw that she had no bra or panties on!

She said, “And I get to stay at my boyfriend’s place whenever I want !”

I grabbed her and threw her on the bed, then went down on her like it was the last pussy on earth.  She rewarded me with her continuous screaming orgasms.

We spent the entire evening in bed, missing dinner and the arrival of my wife.  When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t believe she was lying in bed next to me.

I decided that I wanted to spend the day with her, so I called in sick.  I went downstairs to make us coffee, and found Kate ready to leave for work.

Kate smiled broadly and said, “I’ve gotta get some earplugs if I want any sleep.”

“Sorry,” I said.

She laughed, “No!  It is awesome!  I rubbed off a half a dozen times last night to her screaming.  You’re a fucking animal.  Literally!”

Just then, we heard Charlie enter the room.  She was stark naked, and quickly moved her hands to cover her bush.

Kate looked at her and said, “Fuck.  You ARE gorgeous.”  My wife then smiled at me and said, “You are a lucky, lucky man!”

She grabbed her bag and headed out.

***

Charlie stayed through to Friday, then I went to her home until Sunday.  At some point, Kate replaced another wedding picture with one of me and Charlie kissing.

The next Wednesday, I arrived home to find Charlie at the house.  Kate had given her the security code and a key.  It became a regular pattern - Wednesday and Thursday night she stayed with me, Friday and Saturday I stayed at her place, and Sunday through Tuesday nights with Kate.  On those nights we slept in the guest room, Kate’s room.

Eventually, we started referring to the rooms as “Charlie’s” and “Kate’s.”  I was certain that something terrible would happen to me.  No one deserved a life this good.


For Rent 


One Tuesday, Kate met me at the door, all excited.  She gave me a big kiss, and said, “Sold!” 

“What sold?” I asked. 

“ME!” she said, dancing around in excitement.  She stopped long enough to say, “Helen’s friend called and booked me for Friday night.  She is giving me to her husband for a birthday present!” 

“Wait, you mean?” I started. 

She kissed me again and said, “Yes!  I am a hooker!  Or I will be on Friday.” 

She held my face and said, “Just think!  Some strange man will pay to put his cock into me.  I won’t be able to say no, just let someone I’ve never met fuck me.  Oh my God!  Get down there and eat my nasty whore-for-sale pussy!”  She pushed her pants down and lay back on the couch.  How could I resist? 

After I made her orgasm multiple times, we lay together recovering.  She then turned to me and said, “I want you to be my pimp.” 

I looked at her and said, “I don’t have a purple hat with a feather, sorry.” 

“No, seriously.  Don’t you want to be the one to sell me to another man?  Give your little bride to another man for his use?  It will be so hot!” she persisted. 

I thought for a while, then said, “Maybe.  I could at least make sure you’re safe getting there.” 

*** 

Charlie arrived on Wednesday, and Kate was off servicing Tom and Kevin, so I didn’t have to worry about whether Kate would say anything about being whored out for money. 

I arrived home on Thursday to find Kate and Charlie drinking.  I said hello, and Charlie immediately blurted out, “I’m going too!” 

“What?” I asked.  I had no idea what she was talking about. 

“I’m going with you when you sell your wife tomorrow,” Charlie said excitedly. 

Kate quickly said, “She’s going to dress like a prostitute, too.  She can be another of your whores for rent.” 

Charlie said, “But not really  for rent.” 

I was shocked.  Both at the conversation and level of excitement they both had.  “Uh,” I started, trying to buy time to process this. 

Charlie said, “Are you really  going to rent your wife to another man?  Is this just a roleplay, or kind of swinging?” 

I said, “No, this is real.  His wife is paying cash to buy Kate as a present for her husband.” 

“Oh fuck!  I gotta go!  Pleeeease?” Charlie whined. 

“OK, OK,” I gave in.  What the hell was happening to my life? 

*** 

When I got home, I found them both in Charlie’s master bathroom, getting ready.  They had puffed up their hair, put on screaming red lipstick, and had done up their makeup, which included some faint glitter. 

Charlie was wearing a skin-tight white dress that barely covered her bush, and made her tits look like they were about to pop out.  She had on tall stripper heels, which apparently had been freshly purchased. 

Kate had a slightly more conservative dress, which featured a very short skirt and displayed her breasts prominently.  She also wore stripper heels. 

They turned and smiled at me as I entered the room. 

I stopped and gawked, saying, “Holy God.”  After a moment I said, “I think I just came in my pants.” 

“Do we look like hookers?” Kate asked. 

“I don’t know about hookers, but you definitely look like you’re for sale,” I said. 

Kate said, “We couldn’t go too  slutty, the client is taking me to the country club first to show me off.” 

Charlie stared at her and said, “The guys are going to be fucking you with their eyeballs!”  They both giggled like schoolgirls. 

“Are you sure that’s OK for the club?” I asked. 

“Sure,” Kate confirmed, “When Kevin brought me there to show me off, there were a few ‘Friday Night Girls’ there, dressed about like this.” 

I excused myself for a minute, went to the office and quickly wrote my number on several slips of paper, below the words “Kate Rental TXT.”  I returned to the bathroom as they were finishing up and handed her the slips. 

“What are these?” she asked. 

“Business cards,” I grinned.  “Dressed like that, I bet there will be quite a few men that ask you.  You decide whether to hand them out or not.” 

Kate looked at me and said, “You’ll handle the calls?  You’ll really be my pimp?” 

I felt a little weird playing this out, but she seemed to want to play.  I said, “Sure.  You’re my wife so I own your pussy.  I’ll decide who gets to rent it.” 

I could tell that Kate was turned on as she said, “Or my ass.  Or mouth. 

“Certainly,” I responded, “You’re a three hole whore.” 

“Oh Fuck,” Charlie said.  We looked at her and she said, “This is really happening!” 

*** 

I changed into slacks and a blazer over a black t-shirt, and the girls approved.  We piled into Charlie’s black SUV, which the girls agreed was a better pimp car than ours. 

My stomach was churning as we drove to the address that Kate provided. 

We pulled up to a beautiful home, about the same size as Charlie’s.  I got out of the car, as did the girls and they followed me to the front door.  The door opened before I rang the bell, and a conservatively dressed woman, probably in her fifties, greeted us. 

She looked at me and said, “And you are?” 

“I’m the, um, Talent Agent,” I answered.  I nodded towards the girls and said, “And they are the Talent.”  I could tell from Kate’s flared nostrils that she was excited.  Charlie looked like a deer in the headlights. 

The woman said simply, “Mmm,  pimp and hookers, right?  That’s the street term?” 

“Yes,” I agreed, “But they don’t work the street.” 

The woman looked Kate and Charlie up and down, and asked, “Do I get to pick?  Edward likes redheads.” 

I paused for a moment as I saw Charlie frantically look at me. 

I said, “Nah, that one is my main girl.  The other one is Kate, the one you’re renting.”  Kate was breathing so fast I thought she would pass out. 

The woman asked, “Helen said she is a nasty one.  That she’d do anything?” 

Kate started, “I’ll do…” 

I cut her off, “Shut up, slut!  She wasn’t talking to you.” 

“Sorry,” I said to the woman, “She’ll behave.  And yes, she’ll do anything your husband wants.” 

The woman was still looking at Kate as she asked, “Butt sex?” 

“Oh yeah, the whore loves anal.  All three holes.  He can do anything he wants to her.  Just no scars, OK?” 

The woman looked shocked.  She said, “She’s wearing a ring.  A fake wedding ring is not necessary.” 

Kate said quickly, “It’s real.” 

I quickly grabbed her hand and said, “What did I tell you, slut?”  I leaned over and whispered in her ear, “I’m going to take off your wedding ring and sell you to another man.  You are officially a rental whore.”  I thought I heard her moan a little. 

I then took her hand and worked off her wedding band and diamond, sticking them in my pocket.” 

The woman was satisfied as she said, “No one wants a married hooker.”  She looked at me and said, “I don’t want anyone at the club thinking Edward traded me in for this .” as she nodded towards Kate.  She smiled as she said, “But Edward will love those big fake breasts.” 

The woman asked, “What now?” 

I said, “Now, you pay for her.” 

“Oh, yes,” the woman said, then stepped back into the house and returned with an envelope, which she handed to me. 

Opened it and riffed the money, as if I could really count it like that. 

I smiled and said, “And now, Kate is yours to do with as you please until tomorrow.” 

I reached into my pocket and handed her a couple of slips of paper.  “My number is on there.  Text me when you are finished with her and tell me where to find her.  I gave you some extras, in case you have friends that want to rent her .” 

I touched my wife in the small of her back, pushing her gently forward a step as I said, “OK slut, you now belong to Edward until tomorrow.  You will do anything he wants, right?” 

She looked up at me with wide eyes and said, “Yes.” 

The woman opened the front door and said to me, “Edward is going to love this!” 

I said, “If you want to keep her longer, it’s the same rate.  Just text me and let me know.  Oh, and Happy Birthday to your husband.” 

We watched the woman lead Kate into the house, then got back into the car.  As I started driving, Charlie said, “Fuck!  You just sold your wife!” 

“Rented her.  Yes, ‘Fuck’ is right.  I am so horny and excited and nervous right now!” I said. 

We were quiet for a while, then Charlie asked, “Am I really your main woman? 

I said, “It seems to be working out that way.  Why? Did you want me to rent you out tonight?” 

Charlie responded, “Not tonight, but maybe sometime .  It seems so scary but exciting.” 

“Then why did you want to know if you’re my main woman?” I asked. 

She said boldly, “Because I want to be wearing those rings.  Her wedding ring and diamond.” 

“Oh,” I said, “I’m not so sure Kate wants that.” 

Charlie said, “I think she’d like it.  She was so excited for you to rent her out.  How do you think she’d feel if you made it official?  I’m your main girl  and she’s just a rental whore?  I think she’d go nuts, in a good way.” 

She had a point.  I wasn’t sure how far Kate wanted to go, but she certainly showed no limits tonight. 

“Come on!  Put the rings on my finger and take me out to show off your girl!” Charlie urged.  She added, “If Kate freaks out, I’ll take them off and give them back.” 

I was quiet as I thought about it. 

Charlie cooed, “I’ll do anything  you want.” 

“You already do anything I want,” I laughed. 

“True,” she laughed, too.  She was still thinking, then she said, “Pull over here.”  We were near a little city park on the water. 

She got out of the car, and I followed her, as we sat on a bench.  People were staring at her, still dressed like a hooker. 

She looked at me and said, “How about if I move in?” 

“What?” I asked, kind of stunned by the thought.  “What about Joel?  And your house?  And friends?”  A dozen thoughts were whirling in my head. 

She said, “I’ve been thinking a lot about it.  You and Kate and I have good chemistry.  And Joel is leaving for college in a month.  I’ll have to sell the house as part of the divorce anyway, so I’ll need someplace to live.”  She took my hand and said, “Maybe we could buy a new house with two master suites,” she giggled. 

Holy shit.  She looked so damned sexy, and she was so hot.  And soft.  And sweet. 

I pulled the rings out of my pocket and knelt in front of her, as I said, “Stand up.” 

She started to tear up and said, “Oh my god!”  I noticed a crowd forming around us.  They assumed I was proposing. 

I took her hand and said, “My fiery hot goddess, will you be my main girl?” 

She squealed, “Oh my god, yes!” 

I slipped my wife’s wedding band and diamond onto her ring finger, and the crowd erupted in applause as I got up and kissed her.  After a moment, we broke the kiss, and a couple of younger women rushed up and said to her, “I got pictures!  Give me your number and I’ll send them.” 

I stood there in stunned silence as she collected her “engagement” pictures.  What did I just agree to?  I had rented my wife out for sex, then given her rings to another woman.  Holy shit. 

I felt my phone vibrate and checked it.  Charlie had forwarded the pictures to me.  It looked like I had just asked for a hooker’s hand in marriage.  Holy Shit. 

*** 

I took her to dinner, and felt strangely excited as every person, man and woman, stared at my hot little redhead hooker.  She was so excited and talked about the logistics of moving, and when she would bring her clothes, and when Joel had to move to college.  She had put a lot of thought into this! 

At one point, I asked, “How do you think Kate will feel?” 

Charlie smiled and said, “Kate tells me how much she misses me when I get home every Wednesday.  I think she wants it, too.”  Oh my god, what was going on? 

*** 

When we got home, I saw two text messages on my phone.  The first said “How much?” and the other read, “Is she available next Friday?”  It took a second before I realized that they were inquiries from the cards that I gave Kate.  She was handing them out, and these guys wanted to rent her!” 

I responded to the first with, “3k all night.  Anything goes.”  The second guy I sent, “Checking calendar, will reply tomorrow.” 

I wanted to make sure Kate still wanted to do this after her first night as a hooker. 

Charlie saw me poking at the phone, and asked, “Is it Kate?  Is everything OK?” 

I looked up and said, “Already has guys texting.” 

Charlie smiled and said, “Wow.  For dates?”  I nodded.  Charlie said, “Rent that pussy out, baby!” 

Charlie snuggled up against me and we watched a movie.  Well, I went down on her, then we watched a movie.  Several times during the movie, she would hold her hand out and watch the ring sparkle, as she giggled and said, “Your main girl.” 

By the time we went to bed, I had five firm requests for Kate, all on different nights.  Five strangers to fuck my wife for money.  I wondered if she really wanted this. 

*** 

At 3am, my phone rang, and I groggily answered it, “Yes?” 

“He’s finished with your girl.  You can pick her up here at the house.  She’s waiting outside,” a woman's voice said. 

“Oh, OK,” I answered, still pushing through the sleep fog.  The call disconnected. 

I sat up, and finally realized that Kate was waiting for me.  Charlie stirred as I pulled on pants and shoes, and asked, “What’s up?” 

“Kate.  I gotta pick her up,” I answered.  “Want to ride along.” 

“No, I’m all cuddly.  Go get your whore,” she responded. 

I kissed her goodbye, and she opened her eyes.  She said, “You can spend the night with her if you want.  I know you like to take her after she’s been used.  I’m your main girl, though,” she smiled sleepily. 

“You are,” I assured her. 

“Okey Dokey.  Go get the whore,” she said as she closed her eyes. 

I had a moment of panic as I realized that I didn’t have the address!  I then remembered that Kate and I tracked our phones, so I used GPS to get there. 

As I pulled up, I could see her sitting on the front step, leaned against the porch pillar, sleeping.  Her skirt had ridden up, and her legs were spread, showing off her naked pussy.  I stopped and took a few pictures so that she could remember her adventure as a hooker. 

I woke her up and helped her to the car - she was still half awake.  As we drove she woke a little, and asked, “Where’s Charlie?” 

“Sleeping.  It’s 3:30 am,” I replied. 

“Oh,” she replied. 

“So, was it fun, or terrible?  Did it go like you planned?” I asked my wife. 

“It was great!” she replied, waking up a bit.  “George was surprised when his wife presented me as his present, and told him that I was his data to the club and he could do anything he wanted with me.  It was SO exciting to be ‘ given away ’ like that!” 

“His wife then said that she’d be in the guest room until he was ‘done with me.’” she continued.  “As soon as she left, he asked if I gave blowjobs.  I got on my knees in front of him, unzipped his pants and started sucking him.”   

She was becoming much more animated as she told her story.  “Oh my god, baby.  I literally had this man’s cock in my mouth within 2 minutes of meeting him.  It was SO exciting, I thought I was going to come right there, sucking him off like a whore.  He came pretty fast, and I swallowed it all.  He seemed excited that I swallowed his cum.” 

“I went to fix my lipstick, and he told me not to.  He wanted everyone to know that I had blown him.  He didn’t know it, but I  wanted everyone to know that I had blown him!” 

“Anyway, we drove to the club and had a nice dinner and some drinks.  He didn’t even ask for my name until we were pulling up.  That’s when I realized that I sucked off a stranger and had his sperm in my stomach, and he didn’t even know my name!  I was a real hooker!” 

She was excited as she told me, “You were right.  Lots of the men asked for my number.  I ran out of cards to hand out!  I hope you get another call.”  I squirmed, knowing how many calls she had already received. 

“Then we went back to his house.  On the drive back, he asked if I’d really do anything .”  She chuckled as she said, “I told him that his wife made sure that I’d do butt sex , if that’s what he wanted.  It was so funny, he was like a little kid getting exactly what he wanted for Christmas.” 

“We went to their bedroom, I stripped and got the lube out of my purse, and he proceeded to fuck my ass for the next few hours.  Thank you, Mister Cialis.  I’ll be pooping sperm for the rest of the day.  We eventually fell asleep, until his wife woke me and said that they were done with me.  On the way to the door, she asked if we had butt sex .”  Kate giggled each time she used that phrase. “I told her that we had lots of it, and she sincerely thanked me. 

There was a pause, then she finished, “Then she put me on the front step and locked me out.” 

“Oh sorry,” I said, as we turned onto our street. 

“No, that was great!”  my wife laughed.  “I was used, then dumped.  It was exactly  what I wanted!  It’s what I want again, if any of the men call.” 

We pulled up to the house as I thought.  As I opened the door, Kate said, “Will you rent me out again?” 

“You really want this, don’t you?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she said as she stepped close and put her hand on my crotch.  “I want you to sell me to other men.  I want you to rent my vagina to be used by strangers’ cocks.  Force me to do whatever they want because they own me for cash.” 

She could feel my erection as she kissed me, then said, “My lips were on another man’s cock, because you rented me.  My ass is full of his sperm because you rented me.  You made me his  for the night.  You like it too, don’t you?” 

I dragged her to her room, and stripped off her dress.  She wasn’t wearing anything under it.  I looked at her and asked, “Do you give blow jobs?” 

Her eyes got wider as she realized that I just asked her exactly like her ‘date’ had.  She fell to her knees and pulled down my pants.  I imagined that she was sucking off George as her head bobbed on my cock.  I imagined her sucking off dozens of men for money, and it didn’t take long before she was swallowing my sperm, too. 

I climbed naked into bed with her, and she asked, “Isn’t tonight a Miss Fire Pussy night?” 

I stroked her naked body as I answered, “She said I could fuck the whore tonight.  She knows I like you sloppy and used.”  Sometime in the middle of the night, I felt her playing with me.  When she got me hard, we made love.  For the first time in a long while, it wasn’t frantic fucking.  It felt like when I was with Charlie.  That thought hurt my brain. 

*** 

The next morning, I was up before either of them, so headed downstairs and made coffee.  I opened my phone, and accepted each of the ‘dates’ for Kate, and asked for time, address, and whether they wanted her to dress classy, sexy, or slutty. 

I opened my laptop and accessed our shared calendar, and started recording the details. While I was doing that, the phone buzzed with answers.  There were even a few more inquiries! 

I looked again at the pictures of Kate from last night, and forwarded her the “sleeping slut” pictures from the front porch.  She did  look like she had been fucked hard and thrown out. 

After a while, Kate and Charlie entered, holding hands.  It was sexy as hell, but I also wondered what mischief they might be up to.  They made coffee while they told me about how Kate shared the details of her ‘fun night’ with Charlie. 

Charlie and Kate sat together on the other side of the breakfast bar, sipping their coffee as they watched me work.  Charlie asked, “So, are you going to rent our little whore out again?”  I watched Kate put her hand over Charlie’s and squeeze, as if there was some secret there. 

“Yes,” I answered.  Both the girls giggled and squealed, as if I was giving them some special treat. 

Kate said, “I hope one of the guys calls from the cards I handed out.  I need more of them, by the way.” 

I looked at them and said, “They worked.  You have five appointments so far.” 

“What?!” Kate yelped. 

“Yes, five strangers will be sticking their cocks into you over the next two weeks,” I said with a smile. 

Charlie whooped, and grabbed Kate’s hands, saying, “You are officially a prostitute!  Fuck!” 

Kate giggled, “And suck!” 

Kate continued to hold Charlie’s hand as she said, “Well, we should mark the calendar to remember yesterday as the day you made me a hooker, and made her your main girl .”  She held up Charlie’s hand, showing off the rings. 

I froze, shocked and taken by surprise.  I didn’t know what to say as a hundred thoughts swirled in my head. 

Kate saw my look and calmed me by saying, “Charlie was sweet how she broke it to me.  I saw the pictures.”  She looked at Charlie and said, “I wish I could have been there as you gave my rings to her.”  She paused for a second and said, “But I was being ass-fucked by some stranger!” She laughed and gasped, “It was perfect!” 

I stood silent, thinking I had been transported to some alternate universe where everything was weird.  Charlie and Kate were clearly both happy and excited, but I couldn’t really process how this could be. 

Charlie noticed and said to me, “It’s OK, Baby.  We both love you and know you love us both, just differently.”  She continued, “I’m your fiery goddess girlfriend, and she’s your sloppy cum-dump whore.” 

Kate looked at her and growled, “God, it sounds SO sexy when you say it like that!” 

“OK, well,” I said, trying to get a grip on reality.  “Your next ‘cum-dumping’ session is tonight at 8 pm.  You are to dress ‘slutty’ and I’m dropping you at his home address.” 

Charlie said, “Oh yeah!  Load up the whore!” 

Kate asked, “How else am I supposed to dress as a hooker, besides ‘slutty’?” 

I answered, “Well, tonight is ‘slutty’, Tuesday’s date is ‘sexy’, next Friday is ‘classy’ and next Saturday is ‘Naked under a raincoat’.” 

Charlie said, “Wow, girl!  Seven cocks in a week!”  When Kate looked confused, Charlie explained, “Four cocks for cash, your boyfriend, his dad, and our pimp.”  She nodded towards me as she said ‘pimp.’ 

Kate laughed, “And there are still four nights that I’m open.” 

I said, “Actually, you’re open  every night, it’s just a matter of whether you have a cock in you or not.” 

Kate laughed again, as she spread her legs, showing off her pussy, and said, “ Wide  open!” 

Charlie said, “OK, I gotta get dressed and go home and start packing for the move.”  She pushed away from the table. 

Kate said, “I’ll have to go out and buy some ‘slutty’ outfits so I’m ready for tonight.”  She stood to leave. 

Charlie stopped still for a moment, then started laughing. 

Kate and I both looked at her and asked, “What?” 

She barely stifled the laughter as she said, “He has two hot horny women in the house, and is still  gonna end up jerking off alone tonight!” 

When she stopped laughing she said, “Sorry, that wasn’t nice.  Come upstairs and I’ll see if I can’t drain you for the rest of the day.”  She looked over at Kate and said, “Unless you…” 

Kate smiled and said, “Nope.  You’re his main girl , you have the honors.” 

Charlie held out her left hand to me, showing off her rings as she said, “ Come  with me.”  Both girls giggled. 

*** 

I followed her as my brain tumbled and swirled with emotions and conflicting ideas of what was right and wrong.  I was simultaneously excited and embarrassed that I was renting out my wife.  I was also embarrassed and emboldened that I had taken this gorgeous woman to fill her place.  I couldn't believe that both Charlie and Kate were happy with the situation, but they certainly seemed thrilled when we talked about it. 

When we got to Charlie’s bedroom, she immediately showed me the pictures that Kate had on the counter, when it was our marital bedroom.  Our main wedding picture had been replaced with one of the ‘proposal’ pictures from last night. 

Charlie said to me, “She wants  to be replaced.  To be made into a whore.  She said she loves you but she also loves having strangers fuck her.  This is probably the perfect solution.” 

Charlie reached up and touched my face as she leaned to kiss me, and said, “Make love to me.  It doesn’t matter what the law says, you’re married to us both.” 

I pushed all the horny hooker, dual wife, living situation clutter from my mind and made love to my new wife.  And she knew it was sincere. 

*** 

Charlie left, and Kate got dressed for her evening ‘date.’  She had obviously spent some time researching where to shop, and probably also checked  the web for images of hookers. 

She was wearing a tiny black tube top that showed top and bottom boob, and an equally tiny skirt which showed off her pussy whenever she sat down.  She had on big hoop earrings, much different than her usual conservative studs, and again wore the stripper heels, which showed off her legs. 

He saw me looking at the earrings, and shook her head, which made them sway.  She laughed, “The bigger the hoop, the bigger the Ho!”  I asked if her tiny purse was big enough, and she said, “I only need the essentials: phone, lube, condoms and lipstick to reapply after blowjobs.  Oh! And some more business cards.” 

“I guess you’re ‘all-in’ on this, then?” I said, 

She laughed, “All in-and-out!  Fuck, this is exciting!” 

We drove to the address, and I walked her to the door.  A guy in his thirties opened the door and said, “Hi.” 

I responded, “This is the girl you requested.  Payment in cash, and you own her until the morning.”  The guy was leering at Kate, and pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket, handing it to me.  He asked, “She’ll do anything?” 

I shoved the cash in my pocket as I said, “She is a well trained whore, anything you want.  Just don’t leave scars or permanent damage, or there will be hell to pay.” 

He looked at me and said, “No.  Never!  Don’t worry about that.” 

“Okay then, you’re the proud owner of the best three holes in town.”  Kate glanced at me, her nostrils flared and eyes open in excitement.  I finished, “Text me when you’re done with her and I'll pick her up.” 

I turned and left, as he led her into the house, saying, “What’s your name, gorgeous?” 

I had some difficulty walking, my cock was so hard.  I realized that I had treated her like property to be traded, and she and I were both excited about it.  I didn’t even bother with her name, just called her ‘whore’ and referred to her as ‘three holes.’ 

I drove home, and had a really tough time not jerking off as I thought about what Kate was doing.  Charlie called, and wanted to hear all about the drop-off.  After I told her, she was very excited, saying, “That’s just what she wants, you know.  And I bet she IS the best three holes in town, or at least working on it.”  She paused, then giggled, “That’s because  I’m  not in town!” 

I tried to straighten up the house a bit, then nuked some dinner and had a beer before I tried to go to sleep.  I made sure to keep the drinking to a minimum so that I could have a clear head.  I kept the phone close because I had no idea if she was spending the night. 

*** 

The phone rang at 2am, and I answered it, a bit groggy but thinking.  It was Kate.  She said, “OK, ready for pickup, they’re done with me.”  There was some noise in the background, then she said, “OK, take your time though.” 

I pulled on my pants and replayed the call in my head, she said, “they.”  Wait, was there more than one guy?  Also, why should I “take my time.”  Maybe she wanted to be left on the curb for a while. 

I got in the car and drove back to her location.  She wasn’t on the steps, so I texted, “Here.” 

I waited for a few minutes, and was about to go knock, when I saw the door open, and Kate walked out.  She was still in her hooker clothing, but barefoot, carrying her stripper heels. 

She got into the car, and gave me a mischievous smile as she said, “Sorry, I had to swallow.” 

“What?” I asked, surprised and turned on. 

“Yeah,” she said, excitedly.  “I was still swallowing his sperm while I walked to the car.  Wanna kiss my slutty mouth?” 

“Oh fuck,yes!” I said, as we kissed.  There was no discernible taste, just the idea that she just sucked someone off was exciting. 

“That was two,” she laughed. 

“Huh?” I asked as I put the car in gear and started driving. 

“I just finished sucking off two guys while you were driving here!” she said, clearly excited. 

“Two guys?  I didn’t know that there would be two guys,” I replied. 

“Yeah,” Kate said. “Tonight turned out different than we expected.”  She told me about her night as I drove home. 

“When I got there, there were three guys, and they apparently each hired a hooker.  They were using his house because the wife was away for the weekend.” 

“So, they gave me drinks and we waited until it was clear that the other girls were no-shows.  The guy that hired me wasn’t the homeowner, so there was some static about his friend letting us fuck when he wasn’t getting any, and maybe they should reschedule.” 

She laughed and said, “They even asked me if I had any friends that would come over.  I thought about calling Charlie, but knew she was three hours away.” 

“Charlie?” I asked. 

“Oh yeah,” my wife said.  “Miss Fire Pussy is way more interested in hooking than she lets on.  I guarantee you’ll be renting her cunt out before the end of year.” 

“Anyway,” my wife continued, “I got sick of the stupid discussions and just blurted out, ‘I’ll fuck you all.’   That  shut them up.  Then they started talking about which room, and who goes first, and shit like that.  So I told them I would do them all for the same money, if they gangbanged me in the living room.  I told them to draw cards for order, then whoever was hard went next.” 

“Wow.  Really?” I said, already knowing that it was true. 

“Yeah.  It was a little bit awkward for them at first, but then they really got into it, one or two of them fucking me while the others watched.  After a while it felt like a competition of who could get nastiest.  I did ass-to-mouth, double penetration, and even triple penetration.” 

“What?” I said, shocked. 

“Yeah, baby.  I had three cocks inside me at once.  It was awesome!   I did everything that their wives wouldn’t do.  I was the nastiest whore ever, I hope you’re proud.” 

She looked over at me, then said, “So I called for pickup when I thought they were all spent and sleeping.  Except I woke them up with the call, and I ended up sucking two of them off while you drove there.” 

We had pulled into our drive, and I got out, images of my wife sucking and fucking three guys simultaneously running through my head.  As I unlocked the door and held it open for her, she asked quietly, “Are you OK?  What are you thinking?” 

I shut the door and said, “I’m thinking about eating your nasty slut-holes and pounding the fuck out of my whore wife!” 

“Oh God, yes!” she said, as she grabbed my hand and dragged me to her room. 

I felt like a crazed animal as I ate her ass and pussy, imagining that she had three cocks inside her.  I fucked her asshole, then made her suck me, saying, “That’s it, whore, clean your ass off of my cock!”  I treated her like a filthy slut until I was spent, then lay next to her and kissed her, saying, “I love you.” 

*** 

The next day I booked a few more “dates” for her.  When I went to check on her, she was on the phone, sharing a detailed blow-by-blow of her night out with Charlie.  I was shocked and turned on by the level of detail that she shared: the feeling of two cocks inside her, how thrilling it was to know she was sucking her ass juices from them, how different they tasted when they came in her mouth.  I was also surprised when she told Charlie that she really wanted a bigger gangbang, that she couldn’t get enough cock last night. 

I left after the conversation turned to moving, and logistics and timing. 

That day, Kate and I had sex several times, and she asked me to share our calendar with Charlie, too.  I was a little surprised, but agreed.  Kate told me that Charlie really wanted to know her ‘whore’ nights, and would also let her know when I’d have to go retrieve her. 

“That’s considerate,” I said as I added Charlie’s email to our calendar settings. 

Kate laughed and said, “Well, really, it’s so Charlie knows when you’ll be leaving to sleep with me.”  I looked up, and she smiled and said, “We agreed that you’d want me whenever I was your cum-dump whore , and you’d be with her on the other nights.” 

On Monday, Kate went to work out with Tom, and when she came home, she gave me a kiss, then said, “Guess who just sucked off their boyfriend?” 

“You, I guess?” I replied, surprised and turned on.  It still excited me that she had a ‘boyfriend.’ 

*** 

Tuesday night she had another date.  She was to dress “sexy” and meet him at a hotel just after dinner time.  I drove her, and we met him at the bar.  He came up to us and had a seat, as he checked out her very prominent cleavage.  He smiled and said, “They told me that I’d be able to spot you in a crowd.”  I wondered if some other big-breasted blonde would be accidentally approached at other times.  I made a mental note to find a way to identify ourselves better.  I guess there is a reason pimps wear feathers in their hats. 

He slid an envelope to me and said, “Three, right?” 

I took it and said, “Perfect.  You are now the proud owner of the best three holes in town.” 

He grinned and said, “That’s what I’ve heard.” 

“Call when you’re done with her, and I’ll retrieve her,” I said as I stood. 

He said, “I have to go home after, so it won’t be too late.  I told my wife I would be at the ball game.” 

Kate leaned towards him, showing off her breasts as she said, “Well, you’re guaranteed to make all the bases.  And there will be lots of action for your balls.” 

He looked up at me with a huge grin, and said, “Perfect.  Thanks.” 

I left and headed home, still excited that I was selling my wife to other men. 

I waited at home, the hardest part of any of her ‘dates.’  I made some dinner, then had a beer, then checked the calendar and responded to another text asking to rent her. 

About 11:00, I heard the front door open, and in walked Kate.  I asked, “Did he drop you off?” as she quickly made her way to me.  She shook her head before she landed a big sloppy kiss on me. 

She pulled away and laughed, “Just swallowed a huge load of cabbie cum.  How’s it taste?” 

“Oh fuck,” I replied. 

“Nope,” she replied chirpily, “Just a blowjob.  No fucking this time.” 

“Why didn’t you call me?” I asked. 

She said, “Well, I left with him, and while I was digging for my phone, this guy approached me and asked if I wanted a ride.  I was still horny, and trying to decide how I could ‘ride’ him.” 

She took a breath and said, “I guess he assumed I had no money, so he told me that he’d take alternate payment, and I knew exactly what he meant.  I got in his cab expecting to fuck him, but he said he wanted a blowjob, that his wife never gave them.” 

She looked so excited as she said, “So I sucked him off in our driveway, just now!”  She licked her lips and said, “He had quite a sackful!”  She gave me an intense look as she said, “And I swallowed. It. all. Down!” she paused after each word to make it sound even dirtier. 

She grabbed my hand and said, “Let's go fuck!”  She led me up to Charlie’s room, our former master bedroom.  When I hesitated, she said, “I want you to cheat on your girl in her bed!” 

It made no logical sense, Kate was my wife, but it felt so dirty,  I followed her in and we immediately stripped and fucked.  Then I went down on her, bringing her to multiple orgasms.  She didn’t orgasm as often or loudly as Charlie, but it was great sex anyway. 

As we lay there recovering, she started to get up, saying, “I better get to bed.” 

I grabbed her and pulled her close, saying, “Stay here in my girl's bed with me.” 

Kate pulled tight, and said, “So kinky, sleeping with your whore in your wife’s bed, huh?” 

I snuggled her hot naked body, and said, “Uh huh.”  I was too tired to ask about why she would call it “my wife’s bed.” 

*** 

When I got home Wednesday, Charlie was already there, and Kate was cooking dinner.  I went up to Charlie’s room, where most of my stuff was, so that I could change out of work clothes. 

Charlie came into the room and shut the door. Uh Oh. 

“Hey there my goddess girlfriend,” I said. 

Charlie said, “You brought your whore into our bed, didn’t you?” 

“I, uh,”  What the fuck?  What was going on? 

“Yeah, no hiding it.  You didn’t even bother to make the bed.  You brought that little cum-dump into our bed and fucked her, then both of you slept here, didn’t you?” 

“Well, uh, yes,” I said, completely confused. 

She approached me and took my hands as she looked me in the eye and said, “I thought you’d never do that.  Thank you.  That is SO awesome.  Cheating on me with your wife-turned-whore.” 

I was even more confused, but said, “You’re welcome.” 

She kissed my neck, which gave me a thrill, and said, “Baby, I’m moving my whole life to be with you and Kate.  I know this is all about crazy relationships, and I like it as much as you.  You can make love with me, or make love with her, or just fuck our brains out.  Besides,” she added with a wink, as she touched her rings, “I’m your main girl.” 

I smiled, and said, “Wow.  Sweet.” 

She looked at me and said, “Now fuck my brains out.  It’s been four days since I had any dick, and that little cunt has had dozens.  It’s not fair!” 

I tried my best to make up for her lonely time. 


New Job

For a few weeks, we fell into a routine.  Work during the weekdays, and every Friday and Saturday we would rent Kate out to some stranger, although she had a lot of repeat visits.  Every time, Charlie would dress as a hooker and accompany us to the door or hotel.

A few times, the customer would see Charlie and ask if the redhead was available.  Each time, Charlie would excitedly look at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to give her away.

I occasionally booked dates for her on weeknights, but tried to avoid it so that she wouldn’t be tired for  work the next day. It also meant some middle-of-the night calls for pickup, but Kate had a regular group of cabbies that she serviced in exchange for rides.

One Thursday, she had a date at a private residence, and we all drove there.  I led the way to the door as usual, and the customer answered promptly.  He looked familiar, but I found that all the guys started to look familiar.

Like all of them, he leered at Kate as I said, “3k in cash, and you own the best three holes in town for the night.”  The guy handed me the envelope, and I turned to see Kate staring at him in shock.

She stuttered, “Mr. Langston?”

He smiled and said, “You can call me ‘Master’ tonight.”

Kate looked at me and said, “He’s my boss!”

I turned to look at him, and finally recognized him from their company Christmas party.

Langston said, “No, I’m your owner tonight, Kate.  And I’m gonna fuck your teasing little cunt until you can’t walk.”

He turned to me and said, “Thanks for renting your whore wife to me.  You can leave now.”

Kate looked at me in a bit of surprise, and I considered what to do.  Charlie took Kate’s hand and led her towards the man as she said, “You don’t have a choice, baby.  You’ve been sold.  Be a good whore and do your job.”

Langston looked at Charlie, who said, “She’s yours to use.  No scars or permanent damage.  Call when you’re done with her.”

She released Kate’s hand and took mine, leading me back to the car.

As we took our seats, Charlie looked at me and said, “This is the ultimate for her, you know.  She likes to be given to strangers so they have control.  It’s probably ten times more of a mind-fuck to be sold to her boss.”

Kate came home around 7am, and woke Charlie and I when she crawled into our bed.

“Well?” we both asked.

Kate said, “He fucked me nearly all night.  He really liked fucking my ass as he told me how often he’d be fucking me in his office now that he knew I was a common hooker.”  After a pause, she said, “He drove me home here and made me blow him in the driveway.  Then he told me that I should wear the same clothes to work today, so everyone would know that I’m a whore.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry, Honey,” I said.

Kate said, “Up until this morning, it was all great.  I knew he wanted me, the way he always leered and flirted at work.  There was something extremely dirty and exciting about having my boss use me like he did.”

She continued, “But when he threatened me this morning, it was over the line.  I quit right then.  I should have quit a while ago, I make five times as much hooking as I do at that crappy job.”

Charlie said, “Are you OK?”

Kate said, “Yeah.  I can sleep more now.  The bad news is that everyone at work will know I’m a hooker.”

Charlie asked, “Any good news?”

Kate smiled and said, “I’ll probably have a lot more customers!”


Other Titles You May Like

Wife's Secret Interracial Career: From Side Hustle to Taking Black Muscle

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career. She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs. Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do. It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?




Sharon Becomes A Hotwife (Pass Around Wife Book 1)

Sharon and her husband decide that swinging might be fun to spice up their marriage. Like the saying about ‘best laid plans,’ her husband plans but she gets laid. They are both excited by her new found love of exhibitionism and other men and ready to try some more. Sharon’s libido and self esteem are both raised to new heights by the man half her age who wants her to be his ‘porn girlfriend’.

It sounds like fun and games until they discover her first ‘hookup’ moves in next door. Will Sharon become a full time ‘porn girlfriend,’ hooking up in their home, or will they keep the play at bay?
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