BEING A SUPPORTIVE WIFE
My husband phoned me and said that he wanted me to entertain a client of his. I told him I wasn't a whore but he said that it was nothing like that. He just wanted me to wine and dine him, as he didn't know anybody in town, as he had to go to the coast that evening and wasn't able to do it himself. I was unable to say no to him and I agreed.
The reason I couldn’t say no was that he’d caught me snogging a young man, at a party, and I’d promised him I would do anything he wanted in return for him forgiving me. I never envisaged that it would include entertaining another man.

As arranged I met Malcolm at a hotel. He was beautifully dressed, very handsome and well built with a great personality. He took me to a smart restaurant and was very charming, witty, flattering me outrageously. I liked him a lot and after dinner we went to his hotel room.

Did I realise that I was giving him signals that I was available by going to his room? 
I really don't know. I think that I was enjoying his company so much that I didn't want to end the evening and truly I wasn’t thinking that maybe he would take this as meaning that I would have sex with him. 

A bottle of champagne and two glasses were on the dressing table. We toasted each other, drank glass after glass of bubbly and suddenly we were kissing. He was a fantastic kisser, I just melted as his tongue explored my mouth, and I returned his passionate kisses, wrapping my arms around his neck. He pulled me down so that I ended up sitting on the edge of the bed with his body half on top of mine.

Realising that I walked into a trap I tried to pull myself together and remind him that I was married. I closed my eyes, trying to find the energy not to give in to the swiftly mounting desire which was sweeping through my body, but I was no longer in control of my emotions as he continued kissing me hard while his hand pushed my skirt up to my waist. Then I felt the thick bulge of his erect penis push against my pussy, through my knickers. Honestly I tried to extricate myself but only succeeded in lifting my hips up, so that my pussy was rubbing even harder along his hardness. His hands moved to the mounds of my heaving breasts and squeezed them and I felt both nipples hardening, as they rubbed against the palm of his hands, sending electric shocks of intense arousal to the rest of my body.

It felt strange and obscene to have a stranger handling my body so intimately but I was shivering all over, with sexual arousal and was struggling to get a grip over my emotions.
Malcolm pulled me to my feet again and removed my blouse, bra then my skirt and lastly my knickers so that I was left stark naked before I had a chance to stop him. My breasts swayed and wobbled as I tried to get more air into my lungs. I felt sinful but incredibly aroused and mischievously shimmied my shoulders to make my dangling breasts wobble and shake even more dramatically for his benefit. That’s when I knew that he was going to screw me and I would do absolutely nothing to stop him.

Malcolm took off his jacket and stepped out of his shoes, followed by his trousers then his socks and shirt until he was only wearing a pair of boxer shorts. The very tall column of his erect penis stretched upward against his belly perfectly outlined by the taut material. The fat head had popped out of the waistband and I realised that he had a really big one, much bigger than my husband's. I shivered all over as I imagined trying to take it inside my vagina.  

I felt dizzy, reckless and very horny. My body wanted his penis more than anything in the world. I stared at the bulge, distending his boxer shorts, and felt my mouth salivate as my sex throbbed and became even more damp. He pulled his shorts down allowing his stiff penis to bounce out and smack hard against his tummy. The large head reached his belly button as his penis stood at attention!

I was having trouble with my breathing, as I stared at the massive size of the penis. Again I wondered how I could possibly consider taking anything that thick inside my sex. The drinks, and my sexual arousal, were wiping out my fears and I slipped a hand down my tummy and stroked my fingers through my pubic hair as he stepped forward, took me in his arms, and pulled me down to the bed then lay beside me. My senses were reeling, under the influence of the alcohol and arousal. Eagerly I stretched my hand out to circle his splendid penis and held it in my palm. It felt like a solid, hot, iron bar and I knew that I was in for the shafting of my life. 

He bent, from the waist, so that his lips closed round the tip of one breast and sucked the nipple hard into his wet mouth. He lashed his tongue across the tip of the nipple and I felt it swell as the blood pounded into it. His hands brushed across my tummy, to my thighs, then up over my hips and around to my bum. He clutched the cheeks, in both hands, and kneaded them as if they were made of bread dough and it made my sex weep and my anus pucker. I realised that my sex had become very wet and some juices were escaping and moistening my inner thighs. My mouth traced a wet path, from his muscular shoulders to his chest, while my hand still held the rock hard penis in a vise-like grip. I licked across his muscular stomach, into his deep belly button, then down to the crispy triangle of hair at the root of his erect penis. He stayed still as my lips softly brushed across the head of his rampant penis. A drop of clear liquid popped out, of the narrow slit, to coat the tip of my tongue. I opened my mouth, as wide as it would stretch, and slipped my lips over the fat head. It filled my mouth like nothing had ever done before and I had to pause to adjust my breathing before I could slip my lips further down the shaft. I heard him gasp with pleasure as his penis became engulfed in the warm, wetness of my mouth. My hand, lubricated by my dribbling saliva, kept stroking up and down the length of the shaft, which had not been taken inside my mouth, while my other hand cupped his testicles and gently squeezed. I was very surprised that I'd managed to take so much of his giant penis inside my mouth and it made me feel reckless and daring. Taking a deep breath I plunged my lips down the thick shaft forcing the head well into the back of my throat. Taking another deep breath, through my nose, I was able to slide the head around the bend and into my throat. I held it there, as I fought down the panic of having my throat so completely blocked, then, after I'd controlled my gagging, I lifted my mouth all the way off leaving his penis glistening with my saliva.

Malcolm confessed that no woman had ever been able to take so much of his penis into her mouth. His words made me feel good and urged me on. I moved up his muscular body, straddling his narrow hips, coming down so that his shaft was trapped between my sex lips with the head sticking out in front of me crushed against my clitoris. I rubbed my sex along its length as his hands reached to cup my swaying boobs and squeezed the flesh. While he kneaded my breasts I lifted myself up and, holding his sex organ up with my fingers, sat down. The fat head cleaved through my sex lips and slipped deep inside my vagina. It was painful, at first, but I ignored the pain and used my weight to skewer myself, until his sex was fully buried in the snug tunnel of my vagina. I was panting, and gasping for breath, as the pain slowly faded and was replaced by pure ecstasy. I'd never before felt so full, so stretched so deliciously sexy.

My head was spinning and, bending forward, I lay down on his chest while I took several deep breaths to try to steady myself. I moved my hips back and forth forcing the thick mass of his long penis to massage the walls of my vagina. I felt wet heat spreading as it travelled through my body, felt my clitoris grow hard until it was rasping against the hard length of his shaft. His hands slipped round my hips, grasped my bottom, and pulled me down so that I felt more of his thick sex move inside me to force my vaginal walls to flare open as his swollen knob tried to batter its way deep into my womb.

He started heaving his hips upward gradually increasing speed, making each thrust force more of his thickness inside me as I kissed his neck and licked his ear. As his hips began to move faster he rolled me over, slipped on top of me and I opened my legs even wider and lifted them high so that my heels were resting on his shoulders. He started pounding his penis deep into my sex increasing the speed and power of his thrusts. Each time his thick penis plunged into my sex I could feel his large testicles slapping wetly against my upturned bottom. I reached and grabbed his buttocks to urge him into an even more forceful thrusting. He responded eagerly and I felt the flared-head of his penis pumping and jarring against my cervix at the end of each stroke. He'd adopted an exciting combination of speed and penetration to bring me to a fast but powerful orgasm. I held my breath, felt my body go taut, as the tingling thrills of orgasmic spasms began to grow in leaps and bounds reaching out from my stretched vagina to the rest of my trembling body until I felt as if I was a melting mass of orgasmic flesh.

Suddenly his thrust triggered an explosion inside my womb and the incredible sensation spread through my body, like wild fire. I gasped for air, my entire body completely out of control, as I jerked up to meet each pumping stroke of his thick sex organ.

After experiencing the most sensational orgasm of my life I slowly calmed down to discover that he'd not climaxed so I lay back to enjoy every nuance of pleasure before finding a way to give him the same kind of pleasure. I coaxed him to roll over on his back, somehow we managed it without his penis slipping out of my sex, and I squirmed on top of him. My large wobbling breasts were squashed against his chest as I slipped my sex all the way down to the base of his penis. I felt as if it was ending somewhere between my breasts as I sat up and crushed my bottom against his pelvis. I closed my eyes as I squeezed my vaginal muscles round his thick shaft. I forgot everything but the incredible sensation emanating from my pussy. I started to heave myself up and down his hard pole slowly causing the bed to shake and squeak. Each time I came down I could feel my buttocks crash against his thighs, could feel the violent wobbling of my large breasts, as I tried to milk the semen from his sex. I sensed that he was about to explode imminently as he heaved his hips up and slammed his penis all the way inside my descending vagina as I dropped down hard on him. I felt myself close to climaxing again as the head of his penis tried to crash into my womb.

Seconds later I felt his shaft flex and twitch, inside the sheath of my vagina, and knew that he was discharging his semen inside me. I used my remaining strength to flex my inner muscles and milk his penis as another climax whipped through my entire being. I felt his thick sperm gurgling inside my sex sheath, trickling and coating the walls before running out along the length of his sex to drip onto his testicles and onto my bum. Holding myself still, as he twisted and moaned beneath me, I allowed him enjoy his orgasm to the full as my vagina pulsed and throbbed around his spewing cock. 

When he'd finished coming I lifted myself off him and sank down on the bed and lay next to him on my stomach. I could feel his semen begin to slowly seep out of my sex and dreamily my fingertips gathered it and smeared it along my slit to my clitoris. I felt dreamy and tired. Being used to a husband who turns over and goes to sleep, after making love, I was surprised when Malcolm pulled me up, so that I was left kneeling, on all fours with my bottom sticking up in the air. I felt him kneel on the bed behind me before he worked the head of his penis along the slit until it was lodged inside my slack sex lips before he eased it far inside my sheath. His penis was only semi-stiff but it easily penetrated me as my vagina was so full of his slimy sperm. I just lay there, my head resting on my arms, almost unable to participate, as he ground his hips back and forth, with a steady rhythm, for ages. Each deep stroke brought my vagina to life as each thrust made his penis feel that bit stiffer and longer. His penis was growing inside my vagina, getting very hard, swelling to its full girth stretching my vaginal walls fully.

The constant collision of his testicles against the tip of my erect clit, allied to the very deep penetration, was causing the pulses of a rising orgasm to shake my body. My breasts were dangling and the shock of his pelvis flattening my bottom made them sway so that the hard nipples scraped against the material of the bedspread. This brushing sensation was almost excruciatingly arousing and I was so turned-on that I could hardly breathe. Shaken out of my lethargy I started to shove my bottom back to meet each stroke and caused his hard penis to plunge even deeper inside my sex passage. I felt my bum hole pucker as the throbs of climax swept through my whole body with tingling shocks of arousal. His very hard penis pumped deep into my hole and sent shocks travelling out from it making my entire body quake as I lost track of time and place.  As I arched my back, and squashed my boobs against the bed, I moaned loudly with ecstasy as I came down from another peak.

I really have no idea how many times I climaxed but he was still in me, still pumping, still screwing me like a steam hammer when I thought that I couldn’t come anymore. His penis felt much bigger, hard as iron, as it kept stroking in and out of my vagina. I felt myself orgasming again and, although not as powerful as my first one, it was enough to make me shriek with ecstasy. I rocked and rolled beneath him, as he continued to stuff my vagina with his long, thick penis. My dangling breasts wobbled, the nipples throbbing, as I humped my bottom back to meet his thrusts. I was perspiring like mad but it felt good as he accelerated his thrusts, cramming his entire penis inside me, as he held my hips against his pelvis. I knew that his semen was again blasting into my crammed hole. Almost immediately I felt some of it dribbling out of my stretched vaginal lips and it trickle down the inside of my thighs, cooling and drying as it slithered downward.

When he'd finished coming he slowly slid his slimy penis in and out a few more times, as his breathing steadied, and I realised that he must have been screwing me for at least an hour. He rolled to the side and I collapsed flat down on my face exhausted hardly able to take a breath. I'd been well and truly screwed to exhaustion and it felt marvellous!

I felt the slimy head of his penis sliding along my neck then against my left cheek until it was bumping against my closed lips. The tip left a smear of sex fluid, on my bottom lip, which I couldn't avoid tasting. Whispering hoarsely he suggested that I opened my lips and I complied with his suggestion. The bulbous head of his penis spread my lips wide apart, before the semi-hard shaft slipped inside my mouth along the length of my tongue, until it bumped against the back. I was finding it hard to believe, that having already come twice, and screwed me for what seemed like hours, he was still wanting more sex. I just couldn't believe it although my mouth was filled with his slimy penis. Slowly, gently I licked the shaft and, as I swiped off the mixture of his sperm and my pussy juice, with the tip of my tongue, I felt it harden and grow longer. I slipped my tongue across the tip and it jerked and dribbled. Fortunately all I had to do was keep my mouth open, using my tongue now and then, while he did the rest of the work. Again and again he plunged his penis into my mouth, the same way he'd screwed my pussy, and each time he somehow managed to get more and more of his thick shaft inside my stretched mouth.

He sat back, on his heels, and watched his fully erect penis slipping in and out of the ring of my lips as he leaned down and fondled one of my rolling breasts. His fingertips clamped the nipple and squeezed hard and, because the raw bud was already over-sensitised by the scrapping, it felt as if he was pushing a button which was connected directly to my clitoris. I began to hunger for his male juice and wanted to bring him off as quickly as possible. I circled the root with my fingers as I used my tongue on the head. My jaws ached, my tongue felt as if it was never going to recover, by the time his thick cream spurted to coat the insides of my cheeks and throat. The smell of sperm filled my nostrils and I did my best to milk the rest of his sperm by pressing my lips tightly round the shaft and teasing the underneath with my tongue. Some of his thick semen slipped down my throat, soothing it, but the rest of the cream spilled out of my mouth and trickled down my chin as he eased his wilting penis back and forth. 

I sighed with relief when I felt the thickness of his penis begin to shrink allowing my lips some respite. It was getting late and I knew that I should go home. Wearily I got to my feet and went into the bathroom. I took a shower and dressed.  When I came out he was in bed and he handed me an envelope and said he hoped it was enough. In a daze I drove myself home. It wasn't till I was in the bedroom that I looked inside the envelope and found five crisp fifty pounds notes. I sat down hard on the bed as I realised what it meant. My husband had lied to me. It is clear that he must have told Malcolm that he would arrange a call girl for him. No wonder the man had been so up front. 
What am I going to do? 
I am not a whore just a woman who tries to keep her husband from leaving her. I suddenly sat bolt upright as I realised that I’d not worn my diaphragm so there was every possibility that Malcolm could have impregnated me especially with the amount of sperm he’d ejaculated so deep in my vagina. It's late and I'm shattered. I'm going to sleep and I will try to deal with it tomorrow. 

