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Chapter 1: Intentions

I watched with a shocked fascination as the dancer
in the video strutted her nearly naked body in front of a dozen
very intense men. Soldiers, in fact, due to deploy to Afghanistan,
and they stared intently at her barely restrained breasts. She
shimmied across the floor and placed her foot between the legs of
large black man. The camera watched as he held her eyes with his
and ran his thick, gentle fingers up her leg, until he touched her
intimate spot.

He stroked the damp furrow in her panties. The
dancer froze, her mouth opened in surprise, but no protest. She
hadn't expected the intimate touch but she radiated excitement. Her
eyes followed the man's hands as he slowly rolled one stocking down
and pulled it off. She chewed on her lower lip, then she stepped
back and moved to the next man in the circle.

My name is Cathy and I'm 26 and happily married. The
dancer, 5' 7” in her stocking feet, 26 years old with long
strawberry blond hair and natural 36 C's looked like me. But she
couldn’t have been me. None of the things this dancer did existed
in my world. I teach school. I belong to the PTA. I have a daughter
in the 4th grade. I shop at the local supermarket, and I make
dinner for my family. I wash clothes on Friday night.

I'm not an exotic dancer. Or whatever else the girl
in the video was.

Dan and I had watched the video a dozen times
together. Each time I couldn't believe how in control she looked as
man after man touched her. She sucked every cock in the room
because she wanted to. Man after man had sex with her, sometimes
two at a time, until her orgasm was a constant, ecstatic moan.
Until she lay on the floor, surrounded by naked men struck down by
her sex, their cum in her hair and elsewhere, like the scene of a
battle she had won.

It just wasn't me.

Except it was.

Each time we watched the video Dan and I made mad
passionate monkey sex to the point my daughter tells us to quiet
down, she's trying to sleep. I tend to yell when I cum. Each time I
watch that video I cringe and wonder what we’re doing. My life
never has been about non-stop sex. Love, family, work, respect… my
PTA wouldn’t tolerate a party slut.

I stopped the video and went out to the kitchen. We
still had a normal life to live. My sister and her husband were
coming over for a cookout tomorrow. I needed to make something
healthy for our meal tonight. I poured a glass of wine. A tear
streaked my cheek.

“What's the matter?” Dan asked me.
He came up behind me and stroked my hair. “Is something bothering
you?”

His pants strained to contain his erection but his
voice held his concern even with his husky breathing. But was he
concerned about me or himself?

“Can you really look at that
video, and still love me?” I asked.

It wasn't the real question, but it would do for a
start. “I mean every man there had me two or three times. I don't
even remember half of the cocks, I was cumming so hard myself.”

“Yes, I love you. Not in spite of,
but because, you had fun.” Dan kissed me on the forehead. “You
should remember them now, you've watched the video enough
times.”

I slapped at him. “I'm serious. You only love me
when I have other men?” Tears welled up. This was all going
wrong.

“No.” Dan stroked my face. “I love
you. And as long as you love me, I'm a happy man.”

“But I humiliated you in front of
all those soldiers. You had to watch them all fuck me.”

“Hell, I wanted to watch. You were
so hot, dancing and playing. Those guys knew it and couldn't keep
their hands off of you. And you still treated me right
afterwards.”

“Yeah, after I fucked Mike, in
private. Not like you could watch it. That was all for Mike.” I
walked over to the fridge and pretended to look for something. Mike
bothers me. I like Mike. I really like fucking Mike. The daughter
business is a little weird but he seemed like a genuinely good guy.
What if Dan got jealous? What if I gave Dan a reason to get
jealous?

“And for you,” Dan’s voice carried
humor and lust. “I heard you cumming. Hell, I think the neighbors
heard you cumming.”

“And it didn't bother you?” I
asked.

“As long as you're doing what you
want and are safe I'm good with it.” Dan drew my head down to his
chest and tangled his fingers in my hair. I hugged him.

“Were you good with the money I
earned?” This thought sent a tingle into my nether
regions.

“Oh yeah. The dancing was only
supposed to pay $400. Not $4500.”

“They paid for the sex.” I felt a
heat building. I squirmed when Dan cupped my breasts and turned me
around against the kitchen island.

“They did. And you like that?” Dan
grinned. He slipped my shorts and panties off my butt and down my
legs.

But I shook my head. “So much happened I don't know
what I like or don't like.”

But I liked when Dan slipped his cock between my
legs and probed until it slipped into my wet pussy. “Ohhhhh
gawdddd.”

Leaning across our kitchen island with the cool
granite against my naked breasts I gripped the counter edge while
Dan drove his steel hard cock into my soaking pussy with a steady
rhythm. My orgasm had started when he bent me over the counter, and
now it throbbed and clutched at his cock as he plunged deeply.
“Ohhhhhhhhhh.”

“Little kid coming through,”
Molly, my nine year old called out as she walked over to the
refrigerator while Dan and I quickly made ourselves presentable.
“Would you guys get a room?”

“Molly. I... umm... what...?” I
stumbled around trying to think of a way to tell her we weren't
doing anything bad.

“Mom.” Molly gave me the
'you-don't-get-it' face. “You and Dan are doing the sex thing.
Grandma says you should be keeping it in your bedroom.” She pulled
a soda out and opened it.

“Grandma doesn't need to have an
opinion on it.”

“I don't know what the big deal
is. I wrestle with Bobby and we don't make that much noise except
when I'm beating him up and he cries.” Molly studied me. “But we
have our clothes on.”

“And I'm not going to explain it
to you until you are much older, young lady. Now go outside and
play while I get dinner ready.” I blushed hard as Molly gave me a
knowing look.

She had a point. Since our adventures started, Dan
would grab me and throw me on the couch or bend me over a chair to
ravage me morning, noon or night. I wasn't going to say no. Didn't
want to say no, but my pussy had stayed swollen and wet most of the
time until I started to wonder if I'd broken something.

Since Memorial Day, was that only a month ago?, we’d
had some amazing adventures. We found out about ‘Hot Wifing’, or
wife sharing and tried several ways to do it with mixed
results.

One result was a month of nearly non-stop sex.

We'd let it get out of hand. Molly walking in on us
and discussing our sex lives with Dan's mother. This was sobering.
In my mind I kept hearing words like 'whore' and 'slut' and 'fuck
cunt' and 'cock sucker' and 'cum licker'. Every word was true but
what if I had to explain this to Molly?

Besides being paid to service a bachelor party, the
best experience was being hired as an escort to service Dan’s boss.
How sick is that? How would I explain to my daughter, at any age,
that her dear mother likes to be rented out to men as a sex
toy?

“We have to calm this down,” I
said as Dan rubbed his still rigid cock against my ass.

“She’s just a kid. All she’s going
to learn is that sex is fun.” Dan teased my nipples.

“She doesn’t need to think its fun
until she learns how to deal with the consequences. Boys walk away.
Girls can’t.” I sunk down on my knees. And slipped his rigid cock
into my mouth.

“That’s a sad way to look at sex.”
Dan groaned as I swallowed his cock. “But true…”

Conversation stopped as I sucked Dan to a quick
pulsing orgasm. I licked him clean and swallowed, then washed my
hands to finish making dinner. “We don’t need any more adventures
like the last one. That was too much.”

***

After dinner Molly was back in the living room
watching TV and Dan helped me load the dishwasher. “I think I agree
that the dancer gig got way out of hand. Maybe we need to vet your
dates like the escort services do.”

I gave Dan side-eye. “What are you getting at?”

“I still think it's funny Irving
didn't suspect my wife was the expensive hooker he fucked.” Dan set
out the dinner dishes. “He bragged about fucking you at the coffee
break, but never twigged you were my wife.”

“Most guys don't see anything but
tits and ass.”

“Hey that's not fair,” Dan made a
show of ogling my boobs. “I know your eye color. Brown.
Right?”

“Green,” I slapped him playfully,
“as you damn well know. Guys are predictable.”

“But you had fun,” he
said.

“Yeah, I had fun. So you want to
pimp me out?” I studied Dan’s face. Had he really thought this out?
“The customer does what he wants to me and if I’m a good whore, I
give him value for his money. But it’s not personal, it's just a
job.” I watched Molly rolling around the living room with the
cat.

“One that you really enjoy,” Dan
grinned at me.

I didn’t smile back when I looked him in the eye, my
hands on his shoulders. “Then why do I feel guilty? I'm cheating on
you. Molly is seeing too much right now. What if she catches on?
What do I tell her? That her mom likes sex from random guys? What
does that tell her about love and marriage?”

“That we make our own choices. You
can live your life anyway you like as long as you don't hurt
someone else.” Dan turned serious. “And you never having to play
the game again if you don't want to.”

“Just because I want to, doesn't
make it right.” I touched his cheek with its hint of a five o'clock
shadow. “Nobody else acts like this.”

“If everyone did it then it would
be like missionary sex, nothing special. One of the kicks is that
it's supposed to be wrong.” Dan smiled at me.

“You're one twisted pervert, Dan
Semenov,” I said.

“I know. But you love me.” He
grinned.

“You’re right. I do, or we
wouldn't be doing any of this.”

Dan leaned over and tickled my ribs until I caught
myself on the kitchen island. I dug my fingers into his ticklish
spot. We banged around the kitchen tickling each other until Molly
yelled, “Get a room.”

The phone rang.

Disentangling my hand from my husband I grabbed the
telephone off the counter. “Hello?”

“Alice?” The man's voice was a
breathy whisper.

“Yes,” I didn't recognize the
caller's voice, but only a very few people knew that name. He
sounded nervous and far away.

“It's Mike from the bachelor
party?” he said with a little more assurance.

“Hi, how's it going?” I sat on one
of breakfast stools and caught myself smiling. Dan looked at me
quizzically. “I thought you were deploying over into the war
zone?”

“The unit's in Kuwait. I came back
to fix a couple of problems and I'm heading out in the morning. I
was wondering if... if we could have a date tonight. Just you and
me. I'll cover your expenses and time.”

“Wait. You want me to....” I
looked at Dan who was leaning against the refrigerator with a 'you
better tell me what's going on' look on his face. “Wait a minute.”
I found the mute button on our handset.

“Mike wants a 'date' with me
tonight. I think he wants to hire me for sex.”

“Yeah?” Dan's smile swelled. “Do
you want to be hired for sex?”

In spite of all my concerns and objections the heat
built in my belly. Mike was hella sexy with the hard muscles of an
infantryman, and all the right equipment. And he had paid really
well for a private time after the bachelor party gang bang. I
tingled hot for him, but with a big sign in the back of my head
'Don't jump to bad decisions'. “Where? We don't have a hotel closet
for you to hide in.”

“Use the guest bedroom. I can
manage some viewing options.” Dan nodded.

Dan was a planner. He wasn’t improvising. He'd
already thought about watching me have sex with someone in the
guest bedroom. “Molly?” I asked.

“She'll be down for the night in a
few minutes
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