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A Naive Wife's Boudoir Photoshoot

Amy had always been the plain girl, the wallflower, through high school and into her married adult life. She was shy, introverted, and had little friends, not because she didn't want them, she just didn't know how to obtain them. She and her husband, Brian, met in high school, in a science class of all places. They had common interests like comic books and fantasy games and found they both loved cosplay events when they started dating seriously.

Now married and a mom with two elementary kids, Amy was the mom who volunteered for school activities and helped with craft fairs and science projects, but whom teachers always forgot. She and Brian had gained significant weight after years of fast food, very little exercise, and two kids. For Amy, she carried most of her weight in her big round booty and 40DD boobs, which she hid with hoodies and baggy pants. Brian had gained significantly more weight, more than doubling his high school size with a big beer belly. She liked to tease him, that if he didn't start trimming his thick beard, he'd start looking like a sasquatch.

When COVID hit, the family became even more sedentary, watching movies and eating more frequently. She was watching a video on Facebook about getting your body into the best shape possible. She signed up for the program, like thousands of other hopeful consumers, and stuck to the regiment day after day. Brian would tease her that she was going to hurt herself if she kept up the dreadful routines, sweating on the living room floor with pushups and crunches she could hardly perform.

After a few weeks, her body started changing, and she had more energy throughout the day. She started making healthier meals, but they soon became just her meals when Brian and the kids complained about the vegetables and lack of red meat. Week after week, her workouts became longer and she became more addicted to the pain, sweat, and euphoria she received from intense workouts, pushing her body to do things she never thought possible.

Her body became noticeably different, her big ass became tighter, stronger, but still thick. Her boobs went from 40DD to 38DD to 36D, with visible abs below them.

She started following cross-fit professionals and soon joined a cross-fit gym. Her wardrobe started changing, and needing new clothes, she started dressing like the only society she knew, other cross-fitters. No longer embarrassed by her physique, leggings, tank tops, and shorts became her daily wear, and she became a regular at Lululemon.

Walking with more confidence, her new self-image was becoming noticeable to others as well. A few of the baseball moms on her son's little league team invited her to join them for lunch between games on Saturday. She had known the moms for a couple of years in the league, but they had no idea who she was until the start of this particular season.

The women, who she thought were snobby, were very sweet and fun to be around. The conversation was fun, playful, and sometimes naughty, talking about husbands and prior lovers, and even about the coaches from teams. Amy found new friends with the baseball moms, doing hikes, runs, and even shopping trips together. She enjoyed taking their suggestions on the current fashions, becoming more trendy, further building her confidence in sundresses, crop tops, and sexier bra and thong panties.

One afternoon at Lizzy's, while the kids were at school, Amy and her new mom group started talking about their boudoir photos for their husbands. Amy, naïve to such things, asked, "What's a boudoir photo?" looking at her three friends quizzically.

The three looked at her shocked, and Lizzy responded, "Really? Let me show you," offering her hand to Amy as she stood. Lizzy walked Amy back into her bedroom, her friends following, opened the large walk-in closet, turned on the light, and hung perfectly in a large gold frame was a beautiful picture of Lizzy, in white lingerie barely covering her pert tits and long slender legs, with perfect hair and make-up, sprawled out on a leather couch with an incredibly sexy look on her face.

"Oh my god! That's you Lizzy!", putting her hand on Lizzy's shoulder.

"Yes, it is. I look fucking hot don't I?" Lizzy commented proudly.

"You should see Tonya's. The slut wore red in hers," and laughed with the others.

"Shut up!" laughed Tonya. "My husband loves red, and I can pull off the slut look perfectly!" laughing at herself, flipping her long blonde hair dramatically with a hand on her slender hip.

"Wow, I had no idea. Did your husband take the picture?" asked Amy.

"Oh no, honey. We all used the same photographer. He is amazing," replied Lizzy.

"He's an old man with a great eye. He stared at my tits a little much, but he is very good," offered Nicole.

"Everyone stares at your tits, Nicole," Tonya teased her busty brunette friend.

"Well, just saying. Your boobs are about the same as mine Ames, so just expect it," Nicole told Amy.

"Can I get his number? Does he have a studio or does he come to your house?" Amy asked, spit-firing questions as they came to her.

"He has a great studio. I think it's bigger now since he is doing more work with local clubs. Let me get you his number Ames." offered Lizzy.

Amy's mind was spinning, nervously excited to take such erotic photos for Brian for his upcoming birthday. As she left Lizzy's neighborhood, she pulled her car over and dialed the number.

"Jerry here," came the answer on the second ring.

"Um, hello Jerry. Do you do boudoir photo's"? asked the nervous housewife and mom of two.

"Well yeah, sweetie. I do a lot of them. Did one of your friends refer you to me?" he asked, with a little more excitement in his voice.

"Yes, my friends Lizzy and Tonya. How do I set up an appointment?" Amy asked.

"Well, let's see. Today is Thursday, so how about Tuesday?"

"Yes! That's perfect. I've never done this before. What do you suggest I wear?"

"Sweetie, that's up to you. Most women wear lingerie, some wear bikini, some don't wear anything. It's up to you how erotic you want it to be. I include three wardrobe changes in my sitting, so bring a few of your favorites, and I'll help you choose and we will see how it goes as we do it. Just arrive with your make-up and hair already done. How does that sound?"

"That's perfect. Sounds like fun too," Amy said, not knowing why she blurted it out.

"Well, it usually is. See you at 11 am Amy," after Jerry gathered all her info.

"I've got some shopping to do," she thought, as pulled into traffic on the way to the mall. Her first stop was Victoria's Secret. With the help of a young woman, she opted for a baby blue baby doll that would cup her big breasts for maximum cleavage with sheer fabric that parted below her boobs to show off her hips and ass with a matching thong. She also got a white corset with stockings and a garter belt for options. As she walked by the MAC Counter, she thought of her makeup. She never wore more than eyeliner and lately lip gloss, but after seeing Lizzy's photo, she knew she needed to step it up a level or ten. A curvy woman in heavy makeup asked if she could help her find something, and it started a beautiful relationship in Amy's mind. Not only did she schedule her to have a sit-down Tuesday morning before her appointment, but also did her hair on the side, and gave Amy suggestions.

Amy walked through the mall back to her car excited, and nervous to do something so bold and out of character, hoping Brian would enjoy the photo. "I don't think he's not into porn, but I wonder if he will jerk off to it," she thought as she walked. "He says he likes my new body and always compliments my workouts, but maybe he will get more energy to fuck me more seeing me like this," she fantasized. She could only hope. feeling herself getting tingly and wet as she walked.

Sitting in her car, her nipples tingling from the excitement of new sexy lingerie and having her photo taken it was building the pressure inside. She squeezed her thighs tight and pushed the thought of being fucked more out of her mind, as she pulled up bikini options. She scrolled through Malibu Strings, a California-based bikini company. As soon as she saw the brunette model in the teal teardrop metallic string bikini, she clicked it into her online cart to be delivered by Monday. She knew she could never wear it in public, but the thought of wearing it just once got her aroused. With the triangle top barely covering her nipples, and the tiny thong bottoms, she was going to need a good waxing. Maybe a Brazilian wax like Tonya told her about.

The weekend crawled by, with thoughts of being almost naked in front of a camera a constant reminder. The thought terrified her, then aroused her. The more she thought about having her big breasts exposed, and her thick ass on display made her nipples stiffen every time- and she was enjoying it.

Monday morning, after dropping the boys off at school, she went to the gym and had one of her hardest 2-hour workouts. The amount of squats and leaps onto the boxes made her glutes and thighs burn, but she loved it. Sweat poured down her chest, soaking through her tank top. She beat her top rep count for pull-ups, and did 150 pushups, making her arms turn to mush. She normally waited to shower at home but brought her towel and sundress to change into to make her waxing appointment. As she stepped out of the shower into the empty locker room, she admired herself in the mirror, seeing the hard work it took to transform her body. She let her towel fall and flexed in the mirror, turning to the side and flexing her ass, seeing the striations of muscle on her thighs. She lifted her arms, flexing her back, then chest, making her big breasts move. Her nipples stiffened, she touched them, firmly, tweaking them.

She slipped into her sundress and left the gym, saying bye and giving hugs to the girls at the front counter. As soon as she sat in her car, she felt the wetness. She squeezed her thighs tight, only to feel her thong panties soaking up the wetness more. "Fuck, I am so horny," she whispered to herself.

When she got home from her waxing, her first and probably last waxing of her life, wondering why no one talked about the pain of having your hair ripped from the sensitive parts of your body. "Was having a smooth pussy worth it?" she thought. She stepped out of her second shower of the day, once again admiring her fit tight body, and now smooth pussy. She lifted her foot to the counter, something she could never have done before, to get a better look at her new pussy. "Wow, you are pretty," admiring her thin tight pink lips. She stroked her bare smooth lips lightly, suddenly slick with her juices. She caressed more until her two fingers were circling her clit, watching her pussy react to the touching, and then looking at herself in the mirror. She turned around, and bent over, looking at her reflection in the mirror, admiring her tight ass, with no stretch marks other than the three on her lower hip and stomach from being a mom. She was fortunate. "My asshole is even pretty and pink," she admired in the mirror. Now was time to try on her new bikini. She ran her fingers over the shiny metallic-looking fabric, amazed at how small it was and if it would even cover anything. The thong fit perfectly, sliding high on her hips, between her ass, the teardrop design covering her smooth lips and sticking to her now glistening pussy. The triangle top felt sexy on her skin. Giving enough support to squeeze her big breasts together, while still covering her areolas and giving some under boob to admire. She moved her body in various positions, feeling the thong ride up into her as she moved. "God, this feels amazing. You are hot as fuck!" she told herself in the mirror, as she started untying the fabric from her body. Naked and alone in the house, she leaned over the bathroom counter, looked into her eyes in the mirror, lowered her hand between her thighs, and started masturbating. It didn't take long until her body tensed, her boobs jiggled as she released an orgasm, reminding herself it had been a few weeks since her last self-inflicted orgasm.

Tuesday morning didn't arrive soon enough. Amy was wide-eyed awake at 5 am when Brian left for work. She thought about doing a morning run or intense weight workout but didn't want to do anything to ruin her photoshoot or hair and makeup appointment.

The arousal she was feeling yesterday was replaced by stronger nervousness than ever. What if she looked dumb? What if Brian hated her pictures? What if the photographer didn't like her or her lingerie choices? She had to focus and not believe her mind games.

Her hair and makeup appointment went better than she imagined. She didn't know what instructions to give, so let Sophia do her thing and what she thought was best. She did miracles, and she loved herself even more than ever.

Her heart beat faster with every mile she got closer to the studio. She arrived early, and took her time to control her breathing and talk herself into that it was just some pictures being taken. She wasn't impressed walking into the small lobby with a small leather couch but figured photography studios don't need a lobby.

Jerry greeted her with a kind welcome, then reached for a hug as they greeted. He offered her a seat back on the couch and sat with her, asking why she wanted to do a boudoir, and how she was feeling. She was obviously not his first timer, and quickly got her feeling comfortable after noticing her nervousness. He took her for a tour of his studio, which he was very proud of showing. Out of the lobby was a large open space, with clean polished floors and various lighting arrangements and backdrops. A custom black polished Harley was parked on mirrors. An orange and black hotrod was parked on the other side of the garage, a customer who just wanted his prize photographed. He explained he did a lot of work with car and motorcycle clubs in the area.

Jerry took her bag and carried it up the stairs to the studio where they would be working today. This studio was impressive. It was bright, and elegant, and had numerous backdrops, props, and photo areas with what seemed state-of-the-art equipment.

He explained the process and suggested they start with the white corset and stocking first. He pointed to the curtain changing area if she felt more comfortable, and then added, "We will be getting to know and see each other as we go along," as if letting her know not to be shy because he would be seeing her half or fully naked through his lenses anyway.

"WOW, that is stunning, Amy!" building her confidence. "Your husband is going to love it," immediately clicking away on his camera as she walked towards him. "Just be natural, and move however you usually move. Don't try to pose or model unless I direct you," he suggested, not stopping his clicking.

Not knowing what or where to go she stood in the middle of the room, waiting for further instruction.

"Walk to that black leather couch there," pointing in the direction of the couch. "You work out a lot I see," following her as he clicked away pictures of her ass and back. "Look over your shoulder at me while you walk," clicking away as she looked at him. "Now I'd like you to just get comfy on the couch, sit or lay, however, you usually would do at home," he instructed, moving to his knees as he captured her sitting. "That's great, now look up at the ceiling and lean forward, let's capture those big breasts of yours," click, click, click. "Damn, you have some amazing abs, let's show hubby some more of that," as he moved up to the end of the couch, balancing himself on the arm. "Lay back against the arm, tilt your head back over it, and push your chest out. Yes! Perfect!" clicking away as she pushed her chest up, her abs flexed, and her head tilted back over the side of the couch. "Move your legs however you like. Cross them, put a foot on the back of the couch and the other on the floor if that feels comfortable," watching through the lens as she slowly opened her strong legs. "You are making this easy on me."

Amy felt her legs open naturally, one foot on the floor, the other leg on the couch back, her thong riding up, exposing herself to the camera. She felt so alive. So in control while being directed at the same time. She felt sexy for the first time. She sat up on the couch, putting her feet under her, almost on her knees as she sat up straight, looking into the camera with a serious look, holding her big breasts in her hands, then smiling.

"Yes! So playful! This is great Amy!" encouraged the excited photographer. After several clicks of the playful erotic pose, "How about you turn and put your elbows on the couch arm, stay on your knees, and keep that perfect ass of yours up," he directed as he moved to face her on the side of the couch. Looking through the lens, her boobs were hanging but still contained in the corset. "That's it, let your breasts fall over the edge, keep your booty up," clicking away to capture her ass behind her while filling the frame with her face and boobs.

Without looking down, she knew her big breasts were looking amazing in her corset, and she felt sexier than ever. She looked into the camera and bit her lower lip seductively, thinking about Brian staring at her tits. She threw her head back, flinging her hair, as she lowered her underboob against the arm of the couch, pushing them up and further out of her corset. Afraid to look down to see if her nipples were exposed, she held the position and waited for further instructions while the camera clicked away.

"You are such a natural, Amy," click, click click. "Hard to believe you have never modeled before," catching the curves of her body from the front. Her thick bubble butt was amazing in her thong, her smooth ass cheeks plump and exposed while her big boobs were about to burst out of her corset. "Fuck, this is hot," he whispered to himself, seeing her pressing herself against the arm of the couch. He reached forward, brushing her hair back behind her ears, exposing both her hard nipples that were now hanging over her corset.

Feeling his fingertips touch her skin, she felt her nipples stiffen, suddenly aware they were exposed and out of her corset. She looked down briefly, as he brushed her hair off them, and grabbed her right breast with one hand, holding herself up with the other as he instructed.

"This is so great," he told her, lowering himself under her and aiming the camera up from under her. "Do you feel comfortable? Maybe we should move on to the nightie now?"

"Yeah. Okay," readjusting her corset as she stood. She watched him changing lenses, as she removed the blue baby doll nightie from her bag. Since he wasn't focused on her, she unhooked the back of her corset and removed it along with the garter belt and stockings without going behind the curtain. She pulled the nightie over her head, adjusted her breasts and hair, and looked back over her shoulder to see if he was watching. He was still focused on his camera, so she peeled her white thong down and picked up the blue thong. As she started to step into it, his voice startled her.

"If you're comfortable, maybe leave those off. Your ass is too perfect to hide," he told her without looking at her.

"Oh shit! Should I be bare in front of him? Would Brian like that?" the thoughts flooded her brain. "Yeah, okay." she agreed.

"My god, her ass is beautiful," he thought as he walked her to the fireplace backdrop, with a white bear rug on the floor. "Go ahead and lay down on the floor like you were waiting for hubby to join you in front of the fireplace," he directed, watching her through his lens.

Walking bare to the next set was thrilling. She'd only been bare a few times during workouts and with certain leggings, and she was starting to feel herself getting wet. The instructions to lay on the floor almost made her pussy flood, stifling a moan, she lowered herself to the floor and looked up at the camera. He had her in various poses on the floor, taking plenty of pictures of her ass from above, the side, and from behind when she went to her knees looking back at him over her shoulder.



She sensed he could tell she was getting aroused, her hard nipples visible through the nightie and glistening wet lips he had to notice in some of the poses he put her into. So when he suggested she put her bikini on, she was more than ready for the change.

This time he didn't make any camera changes or distract himself while she changed. He let her know he was watching her as she lifted the nightie over her head, now completely naked in front of him. For the first time, she wasn't embarrassed or ashamed of being nude. She was thrilled! She felt powerful, knowing he didn't want to take his eyes off her body she worked so hard to change.

She stepped into her tiny thong bottoms, pulling them up high on her hips, letting him watch her adjust the small patch of fabric over her pussy. She tied the bikini top behind her neck, facing him as he started taking pictures of her adjusting her boobs in it.

"Damn, I've never seen a bikini like that before. It's perfect for your tone body. I have an idea you might like. Does your husband like motorcycles?"

"Thank you. Um, yeah. Isn't it every guy's dream to have a Harley?" she muttered.

"I believe it is. Let's go downstairs and have you model that bikini with the bike," he told her, picking up a pair of black stiletto heels on a rack of clothes.

He removed the mirrors from under the bike, and had her stand next to it, one hand on the handlebar, the other on the seat. Her nipples were aching in the thin fabric, touching the motorcycle as he positioned her around the bike.

"Let's pick up the metallic fabric against the chrome engine," he prepped her. He moved her next to the bike, "Now just squat down next to the engine," he directed while clicking away on the camera.

Hearing his instruction to squat down almost made her lose control of herself, thankful he wasn't 20 years younger and much better looking. As she lowered herself, her quad muscles flexed, and she naturally put her hands in her hair like she was doing a squat with a weight bar on her shoulders, sticking her chest out further.

"Fuck, yes! Just like that. Damn, you are sexy, Amy!" he encouraged her. "Your muscular legs are beautiful," clicking away from above her.

Hearing his words further stoked the fire inside her. Watching him move back and move to his knees for a straight-on view, she parted her knees, feeling the warm wetness of the fabric ride up between her pussy lips.

"Oh look at you!" seeing her part her knees to reveal her smooth pussy lips. "You are so beautiful! Hold that there," click click click. "A little wider," he instructed.

She did as instructed, parting her strong flexible legs wider, her thong riding up further into her wetness. She instinctively let out a whimper while biting her lower lip, looking into the camera.

"Oh, that's it. Play into the camera, Amy. Do whatever feels natural," he encouraged.

"God, this feels amazing," she blurted out loud rather than to herself.

He smiled, then chuckled like he had heard it before and wasn't surprised. "Then just go with it. Do whatever feels natural," he suggested again.

She put a finger in her mouth, sucking on it while looking into the camera, her other hand caressing her inner thigh.

"Damn, this is great!" click, click, click.

His words were firing her up, making her lose control of herself. She slipped her finger out of her lips, and ran it down her chin, neck to her chest, her fingertip disappearing between her cleavage.

"That's it, Amy! Make love to the camera for your husband."

She grabbed her left breast, while her other hand stroked her wetness, pushing her thong to the side, exposing her smooth pink pussy to the camera.

"Loosen your top. Expose your big beautiful tits."

She didn't hesitate, hearing his vulgar words to describe her big boobs as tits. She moved the small triangle fabric to the sides with both hands, tweaking her hard pink nipples in her fingers as tilted her head back against the leather seat.

The sudden ring of a bell broke her focus as she jumped, and covered herself.

"Oh crap, it's probably a customer. Sorry sweetie. I'll be right back," as he stood and went to the front office with the camera dangling around his neck.

"Oh my god, what am I doing," she thought to herself, adjusting her bikini bottoms and top. "Fuck, I am soaking wet," she whispered to herself, catching her breath as she leaned against the motorcycle.

A few long minutes passed before Jerry returned. "Amy, that was the owner of the bike. I told him we were using it for your photoshoot and he was thrilled of course. But he asked if he could watch. He is also the president of the motorcycle club, and huge wealth manager, and could bring in a lot of business for me. If you don't mind, I'll do your boudoir for free. What do you say?"

"Um, I guess it's okay. I mean I was getting a little carried away earlier. Does he want to use my pictures of his bike too?"

"Well, I didn't show him. Those are your pictures. But I will if you don't mind?"

"Um, I don't know. I guess it would be okay to just show him. Don't give them to him though okay?"

"I promise, Amy. That would be very unethical. Don't let the biker image fool you, he is a nice guy. I'll go get him."

"Great, now some fat biker is going to see me in this. So what, I hope he jerks off later to me," she smiled at her thoughts.

Who walked in behind Jerry was not what she was expecting. The image of a fat biker disappeared from her mind, as she watched the stranger walk in and introduce himself with his hand out.

"Hello, I'm Robert," holding his hand out for Amy.

Amy froze, staring up into his light blue eyes, not noticing his hand in front of her.

"Um, Amy, this is Robert. Robert, this is Amy, the beautiful model I was telling you about," giving Amy time to snap out of whatever trance she was in.

"Oh, um, hello. Nice to meet you," taking his big strong hand. His skin was soft, but firm, as he gripped hers. She admired his tailored grey suit, no tie, with the baby blue dress shirt, and polished shoes she noticed as she looked down to avoid his eyes. He was a handsome man in his 50's, athletic build, a short goatee, and impeccable hair.

"The color of your bikini matches nicely with the black and chrome, don't you think?" Robert offered.

"Um, oh yeah. It's a great match. Thank you for letting me pose with it. I love the hard steel, I mean chrome," feeling herself blush at her fumbling words.

"Well don't let me stop you, or interrupt your shoot," he said, stepping off to the side to a bar stool against the wall.

"Oh, you aren't. Just some pictures," she fumbled again, suddenly embarrassed like a teen girl.

"Yeah, I see that, Amy," looking directly at her big tits and hard nipples poking through.

"Amy, let's go back to the squat by the engine. This time put your hands in your hair and then run your fingers over the chrome," he directed, getting into position in front of her.

Thankful Robert could only see her from the side, she squatted down in her heels, the fabric once again riding up into her slit, instantly reminding her of her previous arousal. Hearing the click of the camera, she fluffed her hair, then ran her hand down her neck to her chest, running her fingers along the edge of her top before giving her boob a firm squeeze. She wondered if Robert noticed, as her hand moved to the chrome, caressing it like she wanted to caress her own body.

"Perfect, that's it. Keep moving," Jerry directed.

She opened her knees wider, seeing the camera tilt slightly lower, she ran her left hand over her pussy, out of Robert's view, but not the camera's. Her right hand stroked the chrome pipe coming out of the engine, as she started to straighten her legs, standing, still bent at the waist.

"Yes, keep moving. God, this is beautiful," he encouraged her again, knowing she wanted more attention.

Her eyes moved with the camera, following him to the front of the bike, as she moved herself to the rear of the bike, giving Robert a view of her ass, bending over again at the waist.

"Perfect! Yes, bend over further. Rest your tits on the seat," he directed.

"Hmm," she let slip from her lips, again hearing him refer to her breasts as tits. She pressed them into the leather seat, immediately thinking this is where the handsome man rested his ass, cock, and balls as he rode the machine. The image of it in her head sent a tingle through her body.

"Reach for the handlebars," he directed.

She tried to reach them, but couldn't with the rear fender against her thighs.

"You can step on the rear foot pegs to reach them," Robert said from behind her.

She looked back over her shoulder at him, knowing he was enjoying the view of her ass, she flexed it. She saw him look at the flex, and she received his smile with a smile in kind. "The footpegs?" she asked.

"Robert, can you show her what they are," Jerry suggested, not taking his eye from behind the camera lens.

She watched him stand, remove his suit jacket, and flex his pecks for her benefit, before moving closer to her.

"Sorry, I don't know motorcycles," Amy blushed.

"That's okay, Amy."

Hearing him say her name made her blush more, feeling the heat rise inside her and her wetness again.

He squatted down next to her, "Come over to the side here," he offered her barely covered pussy in front of him. He lowered the foot peg, took her ankle in his hand, and placed her heel on it gently. "Now swing your leg over to the other side," he said as he stood, watching her leg swing high and wide over the seat to the other side. He lowered himself again, carefully holding her ankle, and lifting her heeled foot to the other peg. "How's that feel?" not letting go of her ankle too soon.

Goosebumps rose from her ankle to her hip as soon as she felt his hand wrap around her ankle. When she swung her other foot over, she felt the fabric soaking into her juices. Her body was responding to his touch, as she looked down at him holding her ankle. "Um, that feels good," she stammered. "I mean it's good. Comfortable," turning to look into the camera again.

Taking her hands in his from the gas tank, "Now you can reach the handlebars," as he placed her hands on the grips, watching her lean forward.

Hearing the camera clicking got her attention and she smiled into the camera. She looked down at her big tits hanging, barely contained in her bikini, as she smiled into the camera, then a serious look as the camera clicked away.

"That was great, Amy," standing to end the photo session.

"Let me help you off," Robert offered, taking her hand, and helping her move her leg over the side of the bike, taking his time to let his hand linger on her thigh before sliding down to her calf.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Sir? I like the sound of that, Princess," Robert smiled.

Amy blushed at her sudden submissive comment and the princess reference.

"Robert, Amy gave me permission, would you like to see some of what I got of your bike?"

"Of course, but I think Amy made the bike look even hotter than what I could have imagined" winking at Amy.

Amy stood, hands folded in front of her, standing in her micro bikini, not knowing what else to do, as Jerry showed Robert the small picture window. She noticed Robert's eyes raise, then a smile form on his face, as he commented on the chrome and black paint in the light.

"I'm going to get dressed, Jerry," Amy said as she walked up the stairs to collect her clothes.

Neither man acknowledged her leaving, but Amy could feel Robert's eyes on her ass as she walked away and up the stairs. She knew the images he would be seeing, and it turned her on being so exposed to a stranger.

When Amy reached the bottom of the stairs, fully dressed in her leggings and tank top, the men were in a discussion about Robert's bike.

"Jerry, just let me know when the pics will be ready. It was nice meeting you, Robert," Amy said, uncomfortably.

Robert broke away from Jerry and approached her, "Amy, it was a pleasure. Thank you for posing with my bike. You truly are beautiful," as he leaned in to hug her.

"My pleasure," Amy whispered, feeling his strong arms wrapping around her and pulling her in tight.

"Where do you work out? Your cross-fit body doesn't come naturally," he complimented.

"No, it doesn't. I train at The Cross-Fit Academy downtown. It's my second home," she smiled noticing him admiring her body.

He took a few seconds to let his eyes roam over her body, not hiding his admiration, "Your hard work shows," giving her another wink.

"Thank You again. Sir," emphasizing "sir" as they shared a light laugh.

On her drive home, she pulled over under a large tree on an empty street. She had to collect her thoughts and scratch an itch that had been building. Her nipples were still rock hard as she tweaked her left nipple over her tank while putting her car into park. She slipped her right hand into her leggings, feeling her slick juices coating her smooth lips and circled her clit. She stroked her clit, putting her head back, thinking about her photo shoot, how wet she was in front of the camera, touching her exposed body. She rubbed her pussy firmly, up and down on her clit, spreading her legs wider in her seat. With two fingers she curled them up inside herself like she wanted to do squatting next to the bike earlier, frantically working her clit. She felt her orgasm building, and she rubbed faster, thinking about Robert bending her over the side of his bike and fucking her in front of the camera. She yelped out loud in her car, as her orgasm came crashing in. "Fuck, I needed that!" she said to herself, wiping her slick fingers off on a towel, and adjusting her leggings. "I should just get a dildo, he never fucks me anyway," she thought grudgingly.

As she pulled into traffic, rushing to beat the boys home from school her phone rang, Jerry Photographer on her car display. "Hello Jerry," she answered with a smile.

"Amy. Robert just left, and I have some pretty exciting news I think you'll like!" he said with excitement in his voice.

"Oh? He made me so nervous Jerry. But not in a bad way. He wasn't the biker type I expected."

Jerry chuckled, "Yeah, I saw that. He is not a typical biker. He is an investment banker, and very wealthy. The bike club is his hobby. Anyway, he is very impressed by you. He wants to do a full calendar for his bike club. A bike of the month per se. This will be a great opportunity, Amy!"

"That's wonderful Jerry. I'm excited for you! You are very good at what you do. I'm sure he will be very happy with your work," she smiled, happy for his success.

"It's great for both of us, sweetie!"

"Um, what do you mean? How is it great for me? Does he want to use my pictures you took today?" she asked curiously. Hoping she got to approve the ones he used.

"He wants you to model every bike! You are to be his exclusion model. His words, not mine. He told me to pay you whatever you wanted and not to interview any other models."

"Seriously? Me?" shocked and becoming more terrified at the prospect of being a model. "I don't know, Jerry. I don't know what to do," as she pulled her car off the street into a bank parking lot.

"You are officially a model with experience now, sweetie! I showed him your pictures. Don't worry, I kept the naughty ones hidden. Can you start next week? I need to order you bikinis, heels, and some backdrops. We'll do a bike a day, two, possibly three a week to give him time to get the bikes to the studio. How does that work for you?"

"Um, yeah. Oh my god, I can't believe this, Jerry. I'll text you my sizes when I get home. How much will I be making for this?"

"I told him you wouldn't do it for less than $12,000, and he agreed. So next Tuesday at 11 am again," and disconnected.

"Did he say $12,000? Holy shit!" she laughed in her car.

The days clicked by, thinking about the upcoming photoshoot, it seemed to be the longest week of her life. The difficult part was she couldn't tell anyone. Her mind ran away from her each day the kids and Brian left the house. Masturbating each morning after her workouts became routine. She needed more and found an adult store in the next town, and bought her first dildo. Every self-inflicted orgasm came with the same image of her showing her pussy to the camera, or being bent over a motorcycle in front of the camera.

She needed Brian to fuck her, so when the kids asked if they could spend the night at friends' houses, she quickly agreed, and got them out of the house by the time Brian got home from work. As soon as Brian walked through the door, she wrapped her arms around his neck, wearing his favorite sundress, and kissed him through his thick beard.

"How about we order in, and watch a movie?" she asked in her best sexy voice and look on her face.

"Oh yeah? That sounds nice! Wait, what are you wanting? What did you break, Amy?" he teased.

"Nothing, you big lug," hitting his chest with her hand. "Maybe your wife just wants to make her hubby happy?" sliding her hand down his big belly to his crotch, cupping his balls in her hand.

"You have 10 minutes to stop that!" he chuckled.

"Oh you like that don't you," she teased, stroking his growing dick over his pants. "What if your wife did whatever you wanted?" undoing his belt and pants as she squatted down in front of him, pulling his pants down as she went.

"Seriously, Amy? Damn, what got into you today?" watching his wife taking his hard dick into her mouth.

She shrugged, "I had a bad workout, and been horny all day," she said between licks. "Do you want me to stop?" sucking him to the back of her throat.

"God, no," putting his hand on her head.

Bobbing her mouth on his dick, and without thinking, her hand went under her open legs and stroked her wet smooth pussy. "You going to return the favor and fuck me?" she asked, stroking the only dick she has ever known.

"Oh shit, I'm going to cum," Brian blurted.

"No, no, not yet," taking her hand and mouth off him. "I need you to fuck me, Brian!"

Too late, his dick erupted, dribbling cum down his shaft and falling on the floor.

"It's okay, I should have taken it slower. Let's go to the bedroom, I want to show you something," pulling him by his dick into the bedroom. She helped him out of his pants and boxers and told him to get on the bed. She lifted her sundress off over her head, standing naked at the foot of the bed, she crawled up by his feet staring at her.

"What are you going to show me?" he asked nervously, looking at her fit body. She moved over him, standing over him on the bed, showing him her bare smooth pussy. "I got waxed. Do you like it?" she asked, caressing and parting her pink wet lips.

"Yeah. Damn, Amy," he mumbled, staring at her pussy above his face.

"Good, I want you to lick me," she said as she lowered herself over his face. feeling his bushy beard touching her smooth tender lips. She felt his tongue, exploring her wetness. "Yes, just like that," grinding her pussy on his mouth. She put her hands on the headboard, steadying herself on his mouth as he licked her furiously. "Put your fingers inside," moaning, willing herself to orgasm.

Doing as he was told, he put his finger inside her, surprised how easily it slipped into her wetness. Using her strong quads, she lifted and lowered herself on his finger through moans.

"More, Brian! Use two!" she begged, closing her eyes as he focused on being penetrated, wishing it was a real cock. Feeling his fingers jamming into her with no sensual motions, or angles, she went with it and imagined his fingers were a cock, any cock, penetrating her. She had an orgasm, light by her recent standards, crawled off her husband, and went to her shower.

Tuesday Morning arrived, and her nerves were on edge. She was excited to do the photoshoot, being a model, but nervous about how her body would react being in front of the camera again. She prepared herself, making sure she was still entirely smooth, inspecting her tender skin for bumps and blemishes. Satisfied, she slipped into a strapless sundress, minus the bra and panties so no lines would mark her skin, folded her robe, tossed it into her beach bag, and left the house. Stepping into the lobby an hour early, Sophia was prepped and waiting. Her hair and makeup went quicker this time, Jerry suggesting they go lighter on the makeup with this setting. Sophia was finishing her work when Robert walked through the door, wished Amy good morning, and continued into the photo area with the bikes. "Oh shit. Do you know who that is?" Sophia whispered into Amy's ear, finishing her hair.



"It's Robert, he owns a couple of the motorcycles," Amy responded casually, looking at her hair and eyes in the mirror.

"Girl, that is Robert Callaway! You know him? That's who you are modeling for?"

"Yeah. I forgot his last name. Why?"

Sophia laughed, "Girl, he owns half the city and tons of businesses. He's even been a guest on Shark Tank as an investor. He is so hot."

"Oh, well do you want to meet him?" Amy asked. "He's really nice man."

"No, no. I need to get going," taking a last proud look at her final work as she hugged and kissed Amy wishing her luck.

Jerry had Robert's bike displayed under bright lights with the wintery background for the month of January layout, ready for his model to join. He had a black one-piece swimsuit with several straps crisscrossing her back and a deep plunging front with two thin strips to cover her nipples before becoming a thinner strip wrapping under her pussy to her ass. The black heels were something she imagined strippers wear, balancing herself carefully as she stepped in front of the bike. He put her in various poses in the front of the bike, capturing her barely covered tits, and ass when he turned her around to hold the handlebars while straddling the front fender.

"Look back at me Amy," he directed, his camera lens inches from her ass.

As soon as she saw the camera at her ass, she felt the first rush of juices flowing between her thighs.

"That's it, sweetie. Stick that beautiful ass out." He moved her to the side of the bike, hands on the seat, her boobs hanging, as his camera clicked away from the other side of the bike. "A little lower," he directed.

She lowered her chest, her nipples barely touching the leather seat. As she felt her nipples stiffen to the touch, the front door chime alerted them. As Jerry got distracted by the chime, she slowly rocked her chest along the seat, letting the leather rub her nipples over the thin fabric covering her hard nipples.

"Amy, back to leaning over, move your hair around, and flex your muscular arms," he directed.

She took a step back, bending at the waist slowly for Robert's benefit, looking into the camera, letting her boobs hang over the seat. She spread her hands out, one on the tank, the other on the rear fender, as she flexed doing a pushup, her boobs pressed into the seat and back up, the striations of her muscles showing.

"God, your muscles are hot," clicking away. "Let's get you up on the bike," waiting for her to move, holding her camera in front of his face.

She put her heel on a foot peg, unsure what to do next. "Will it fall over? I might need some help," she asked shyly.

"Here, let me help you," Robert spoke up, coming to her aid. Wrapping his hand around her waist, "Switch feet. Put your left foot on the peg."

Feeling his bare hand on her hip, she almost melted into him. "Thank you," she whispered, putting her hand on his shoulder. "God, he must work out," she thought feeling his muscular shoulder.

"Now swing your right foot over the seat, and put it on the other peg," holding her hip tight in his hand.

As she moved her leg slowly over the seat, her knee rested on the seat as she adjusted.

"Hold that, keep your knee on the seat, sweetie," his camera clicking away.

With her hands gripping the handlebars, she stuck her chest out, arching her back, looking into the camera, thinking she would fall off the bike any second. "I'm going to fall," she whispered without breaking the pose.

"I got you," can the voice next to her. "Focus on the camera," as a command rather than a suggestion tone.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered, feeling his hand on her thigh, without taking her eyes off the camera. Her knee slipped, and immediately she was held in place by his hand on her ass. "Ahh," escaped her lips, feeling his firm grip on her ass cheek.

"Thank you, Robert," Jerry called out. "I can photoshop you out."

Amy shifted herself, feeling Robert's hand shift with her, his fingers adjusting into her flesh. She willed his hand and fingers over her ass flesh as she continued with her poses. She pressed her ass back and lifted, letting his fingers slide under the thin strip of fabric covering her slit.

Looking up at her, watching her muscular thigh flex he admired her big hanging tits. He felt his fingers sliding under her thong swimsuit, and moved his fingers forward, parting her ass cheeks. He felt the heat from her on his fingers, as he slowly moved them up and down, caressing her, almost rimming her asshole.

Amy let out a gasp, mouth open, then bit her lower lip while looking into the camera. His fingers were so close. "More!" she willed his fingers.

"I love that look, Amy!" encouraged Jerry.

She moved her hips again, letting his fingers explore more of her from behind, out of Jerry's view. She looked down briefly to see him looking at her hanging tits, barely covered by the thin fabric over her nipples, and smiled. She lowered her chest, letting her nipples rub the cool steel of the tank as she lowered herself onto his fingers. "Oh my god," she moaned, feeling his fingertips touch her wet lips.

"You okay, sweetie?" Jerry asked without taking his eye from the lens.

"Hmm, hmm. Just positioning myself," feeling a finger penetrate her, pushing inside her pussy, stifling a moan.

"Let's change bikes," Jerry announced, setting his camera on the floor to change lenses.

Amy froze, enjoying the finger inside her, softly fucking her. Feeling the finger be removed made her look down at Robert, smiling up at her.

"That was wonderful, Amy," complimenting her modeling his bike.

"Thank you. It was pretty hot," she blurted, blushing. "How do I dismount this thing?" looking around the bike.

"Let me help you," putting his arm around her waist, and lifting.

With her hands on his shoulders, feeling herself being lifted off the bike into his arms, she pressed her chest into his face.

"I should help with every photoshoot," he said chuckling, with his face between her tits.

"Yeah, you should!" she giggled, feeling his hands squeezing both ass cheeks as he set her down. "I better go change," she said, releasing his touch.

As she walked to the small curtained changing booth, she took a look back over her shoulder, he was watching her walk away. No longer shy as before, she left the curtain partially open, letting either men to watch her change if they wanted to do so. She bent over, unstrapping the heels, her ass in full view before stepping out of them. She peeled the black 1-piece off her body, feeling the wetness of the fabric sliding down her thighs. She took the red string bikini bottoms off the hangar and inspected it. She stepped into the tiny strings, pulling it up between her thighs, adjusting the thin string between her ass cheeks, and tightened the strings on both hips. The top, similar to her teal bikini, was a triangle, and just covered her nipples, with plenty of under and side boobs revealed.

She stepped out in her red bikini and red stiletto heels to see the candy apple red Harley under bright lights and a white background. "This is beautiful," approaching the front of the Harley Road King. "I am definitely going to need help getting on this," she said looking at Robert and running her fingers over the red saddlebags.

"We'll need to take your heels off on this one," Jerry said. "So while you have them on, let's get you in front of the bike."

She posed in various positions as she was directed, taking peaks at Robert intently watching her. She started with her hands on the front fender, bent at the waist, legs parted looking at the from between her legs. She was enjoying Jerry's fascination with her muscular legs and ass. Looking back over her shoulder into the camera, she could feel Robert's eyes on her. He moved her to the side of the bike, squatting down in her heels, posing next to the chrome detailed engine. Robert moved out of the camera's view to behind Jerry. Under the lights, she couldn't see his face, only the outline of his figure, but felt his eyes were on her body. She ran her hand over the chrome air intake and up the thick chrome fork.

"That's it, sweetie," encouraging her movement. "Wrap your little hand around that chrome," he said with enthusiasm.

She gripped the long chrome fork, tilted her head back on the leather seat, and slid her hand down the chrome tube and back up.

"Yes! God, yes. Just like that. Part your knees, sweetie," he directed.

As soon as he heard the command to part her knees, he knew what he wanted, and the fire was stoked. She parted her knees slowly, flexing her quads, and sticking her chest out, tilting her head back, knowing what Robert was about to see. She felt the small fabric against her pussy, and opened her legs wider. Her nipples stiffened, as she put her other hand on her inner thigh, caressing while holding the chrome fork.

"That's it! Stroke it," his camera clicking away.

Amy looked at Jerry with a stunned look on her face. "Um, what?" breaking her focus on the new instruction.

Jerry looked around his camera, "The fork. Stroke it," he said again, suddenly realizing what he just said.

Amy looked at him again, still unsure what he was talking about, and getting frustrated by not understanding the direction.

Robert stepped forward from behind the light and kneeled in front of her, putting his hand on her hand, holding the chrome fork. "This is called a fork," he said in almost a whisper. "Your hand was stroking it and he'd like you to do it again," he said, a smile on his face, trying not to laugh.

"Oh. Oooh!" Amy blurted, yanking her hand away. "Oh my god, how embarrassing," she said, covering her face with her hand, and closing her legs tight.

They all started laughing with each other, Jerry pushing it as he made a lewd comment about the only model who jerked off a Harley.

"I think she needs a little break," Robert said, still chuckling, guiding her to a nearby barstool.

His chivalry was intoxicating, always there to protect and help her, without asking. She felt herself blush, taking his hand as he helped her up. When he suggested a break, she was thankful, her quads were on fire from the squatting. When his hand touched her lower back, she flushed, then paused, soaking in his touch as she moved slowly to the barstool. He handed her a bottle of water, and like a true gentleman, asked her if she needed anything else.

"A massage would be nice," she blurted without thinking about the context. She rubbed both her muscular thighs with her hands, and recovered, "My quads are burning from all the squatting. I shouldn't have done legs yesterday," avoiding his eyes.

"Your legs are definitely noticeable, especially in a bikini," he complimented.

"Thank you," meeting his eyes on her. "It's been a long journey to becoming fit. These are the only things that have stayed," looking down at her big boobs he was admiring.

"Jerry, do you have any lotion or muscle cream?" Robert called out.

"I have some oil upstairs. I'm going to go across the street to get some drinks. What would you like?" Jerry offered.

"Our Princess would like a Diet Coke and can you get me a Monster, Dragon Tea if they have it? Thanks, Jer," Robert called out. "Let's get some oil on those legs," taking her by the hand and guiding her to the stairs.

"How did you know I drink Diet Coke," stepping onto the staircase in front of him.

"With a body like yours, no way you drink regular soda. And I saw a bottle of it in your car this morning," he chuckled.

"Oh, a sly one," she giggled. "And thank you for the compliment. Is that why you want to walk behind me," giggling as she put her hands behind her back to cover her bare ass in his face.

"Hey now, you can't deny this one pleasure after a compliment like that," he teased, moving her hands off her ass, replacing them with his.

"Hmm," escaped her lips. "Be careful there mister," she warned, looking back over her shoulder at him, reaching the top of the stairs and stopping.

"Oh, I promise to be very careful," he said without looking up at her, squeezing her ass cheeks. "As long as you don't mind?"

"Again, with the polite chivalry," she thought, melting into his hands. "Not at all," frozen in his hands.

"Your ass is amazing," he whispered, kneading her soft flesh. "So thick and firm, I want to bite it," he said, looking up for her reaction.

"Oh my god, stop," she teased, but wishing he wouldn't.

"Let's get you some of that oil for your muscles," as he scooped her up in his arms, surprising her by his strength.

"Oh shit! You are strong!" one arm around his neck, the other grabbing his bicep and squeezing. "Can you believe you are the only man who has ever picked me up in his arms?" she said softly, wondering why she even said it as he carried her to a barstool.

"Well, that's a shame, isn't it," setting her on a barstool and stepping toward the cabinet. "Here we go," walking back with a bottle of Arnica massage oil.

Without asking, she watched him pour a liberal amount into his palm and rub his hands together, before putting his warm hands on her thigh. He massaged and kneaded her muscular right thigh with both hands, milking the knot, and loosening the muscle.

"Oh, wow," she moaned softly. "You are amazing with your hands," watching him, then realizing what she just said, blushing.

He chuckled at her naivety, and continued to rub her thigh, moving his hands, one on her inner thigh, the other on the outer side as he gave her long, firm, deep tissue strokes. He stopped briefly, to pour more oil into his palm, before stepping closer, parting her legs, standing between them.

Feeling her legs part, and his body moves closer, she opened her eyes and looked up at him. He was too focused on her thighs to notice her watching him rub her skin expertly.

"How's that feel?" he asked sincerely, moving his hand further up her inner thigh, his fingertips almost touching her micro bikini fabric.

"Oh, god. Um, feels amazing," feeling her body responding without thinking, and opening her legs wider.

He stroked her thigh slower, from her knee, all the way up, his fingers pressing into her muscles. "Are you always so smooth?" he asked softly.

"Um. I, um. Not always. I just got waxed," she whispered in a gasp, feeling his fingertips now caressing her pussy lips as her bikini fabric slipped into her slit. "You should stay waxed and smooth," he told her.

"Um, okay." she committed.

"Do you taste as delicious as you look?" he asked, looking into her eyes as he moved the fabric to the side.

"Oh, god," feeling his fingers caressing her fully exposed pussy. "Um, I ah. I don't know."

"You don't know?" pushing a finger into her wet folds, not taking his eyes off her. "You've never tasted your beautiful self?"

She shook her head no, holding his gaze.

He leaned in and kissed her lips briefly and pulled back. Seeing her eyes close, he leaned in again, touching his lips to hers. Soon their tongues were swirling around each other passionately while his fingers worked magic on her pussy.

Feeling on the edge of an orgasm, enjoying his fingers rubbing and penetrating her slowly and softly, a moan escaped her lips.

He broke the kiss, looking down to watch his fingers fucking her smooth wet pussy. "You like being touched, don't you?"

"Yes, sir. God, yes," her hands gripping the sides of the chair as she felt her orgasm closing in.

"Are you going to cum, Amy?" he asked softly, almost in a whisper in her ear.

"Yes!" nodding her head and biting her lip.

"First, you need to taste how sweet you are," pulling his fingers from her, leaving her empty. He put his slick index finger on her lower lip and held her gaze.

She gasped, feeling his fingers leaving her. She parted her lips as soon as she felt his finger touch her lower lip, letting him slide past her lips. She swirled her tongue around his finger, tasting herself, enjoying the salty slickness, moaning on his finger.

"Good girl. How was that?" pulling his finger from the suction of her lips.

"Um, good," she blushed, looking into his eyes, waiting for her next command.

He ran his index finger down her neck, down between her boobs, her abs, and back into her pussy, admiring each part of her body as he went. She watched him move down her body, craving him to enter her again and finish what he started. As soon as his two fingers sank back into her wetness the door chime rang out.

She felt his hand pulling away and she grabbed his hand. "No, please," she whispered, begging. She started grinding her hips, keeping his fingers from leaving her so she could orgasm, but he stopped her.

"Not yet, baby girl," he whispered back, removing his fingers. "We have time" he winked and stepped back. "I'll meet you downstairs," adjusting himself as he walked to the stairs.

She took a deep breath, trying to compose herself when she noticed his big bulge as he adjusted. "Wow," watching him adjust himself, what seemed to be a very thick cock. She adjusted her bikini, using a towel to her to wipe the residual wetness from her inner thighs and pussy.

Walking down the stairs, carrying her heels, she asked Jerry, "Should I reapply my lipstick or just leave it?"

"No need. I will touch them up in the final proof. Let's get you started on the back of the bike, and leave your heels off."

After taking a long drink of her Diet Coke, "That oil is wonderful, Jerry. Where do you get it?" rubbing both quads again.

"A massage therapist recommended it for a model who used to get sore muscles," focusing on arranging the lighting. "You ready to finish with this bike? Then tomorrow two more bikes and that should do it for the week. If that sounds okay to you Robert?"

"Yeah, that's plenty for the first week," Robert replied, watching Amy sip her drink.

Jerry positioned her with her hands on both sides of the seat, bent at the waist, ass out, boobs hanging. His camera started clicking away. He stopped and announced," The oil is making your thighs shiny in the light. Can you wipe it off more?"

Amy stood back up, adjusted the thing fabric wedged into her ass, and started to move for a towel when he stopped her.

"Wait! I have a better idea!" as he adjusted two of the bright white lights. Seeing her questioning look to wipe off the oil or not, he clarified his thought. "I see a theme. The way the light is shining off your red metallic bikini and the candy apple paint, let's make your entire body sparkle," looking for her reaction.

"Now that is creative!" remarked Robert from the shadows.

"Um, I'm lost, Jerry. You want me to sparkle?"

Jerry chuckled. "Honey, the oil makes your skin shiny. I'd like you to put it all over yourself," adjusting the camera for the new lighting.

"I'll get it for you," offered Robert, making his way up the stairs two at a time.

She wanted to feel his touch, to be close to him. When he returned with the oil she asked if he could put it on her back and shoulders for her.

"You don't have to ask me twice," he chuckled, pouring a liberal amount into his palms. He started at her neck and shoulders, coating her skin in oil, and running his fingers down her spine. He pressed her shoulder blades, indicating to bend over, as he pour the oil directly onto her back and let it run down her sides and to her ass. He quickly scooped the residual running off, coating her lower back, and then her ass cheeks with both hands. She stood up straight and he squatted down, coating the back of her thighs, and then her inner thighs as she parted her feet for his hands. He looked up at her as he stood, her hands sliding up her inner thigh, fingers grazing her pussy and up the center of her ass before turning her around.

Under the lights, her body glistened. She flung her hair back, pushed out her chest, her ass, and enjoyed the clicking of the camera capturing her body. She did several more poses against the red custom bike before Jerry called it a day. Telling her to be at the studio and ready to start at 11 AM tomorrow, and added he had another shooting out of town and to lock up when she was done. Watching her trying to wipe the oil with a towel off her body, he reminded her of the shower upstairs with everything she might need.



She thanked him and told her how much fun she was having being his model.

As he started to leave through the door, he called out, that her check was in the FedEx envelope on his desk. She followed him to the door, locked it behind him, and headed upstairs to shower and change. She hoped Brian wouldn't be home early to notice her wet hair.

When she reached the top of the stairs, Robert was sitting on a barstool she was just on, talking on the phone. It sounded like a business call so she quietly made her way into the large bathroom. It was nicer than she had expected, with dual sinks, makeup lights, granite counters, and marble floors with a huge walk-in granite shower with a glass wall and a rainfall shower head above.

She let the water warm, peeled off her oily bikini, and walked into the shower. She closed her eyes, the hot water raining down on her body as she tilted her head back and closed her eyes, images of her day running through her mind. She ran her hands through her wet hair, brushing it back with the image of Robert's eyes burning into her eyes, touching her pussy running through her head. The eroticism of another man's fingers entering her neglected pussy, and how he manhandled her big breasts as he owned them. Her fingers ran down her neck to her chest, caressing her breasts and nipples, the image of Robert's hard cock bulging in his pants after teasing her pussy. Her hands slipped over her tummy to her pussy, wondering what it would be like to touch his hardness. Wondering how he would enter her. What it would be like to take another man inside her.

She opened her eyes and screamed, feeling hands gripping her waist. She turned her head and saw him, standing naked behind her.

"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you," he whispered in her ear from behind.

She froze, wondering what to do. Should she scream again and kick him out? Should she tell him she's married? She didn't want to say anything. She couldn't. Her words wouldn't form. Instead, her body took over and she just looked at him.

"Are you nervous? I can leave if you'd like?" giving her a polite smile.

"Um, I, ah. I like you here," she mumbled, looking down.

"Good, because I like being here," as his fingertips caressed her bare hips. "I have been wanting you like this all day," he whispered in her ear, kissing her neck as he moved her wet hair to the side.

"Like this?" she asked, not knowing what else to say.

"Naked in my hands. As small as that bikini was, it still covered you," his hands slid up to her breasts, over her stiff nipples slowly and softly. He kissed her bare shoulder, up her neck, until he turned her in his hands so she was facing him. He lifted her chin so he could look into her big brown eyes. "Would you mind if I finished what I started earlier?" sliding his hands to her hips, caressing her soft full ass with one hand, his other moving between her thighs.

She gasped, and went to her toes, her hands grabbing shoulders, feeling his hand touching her neglected pussy. She felt weak in his hands, no longer the muscular woman, and just shook her head, permitting him to continue.

His fingers softly strummed her slick pussy lips, parting her folds, penetrating her with two fingers.

"Aahh," she moaned, lowering her head and closing her eyes.

"Keep your eyes on me," he directed her.

Her eyes immediately obeyed, as she bit her lower lip, lifting her head, feeling his fingers working her inner walls and clit. She gasped each time his fingers left to circle her clit before being thrust back inside her, curling up to tease her g spot. Her moans became louder, as his fingers worked, randomly feeling his mouth on hers to stifle her moans.

She moaned and whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders, her legs getting weaker, lowering herself into his palm. "I want to taste again," she blurted.

He smiled at her, removed his fingers slowly, and put them to her lips. She sucked his fingers into her mouth, then held his hand with both of hers as she sucked deeper, more aggressively, swirling her tongue around his now clean fingers.

While she sucked his fingers, he stepped into her closer, his hard cock rubbing her thigh. She moved her hips, wanting it, willing his big cock head to touch her pussy. Feeling the head of his cock touch her pussy, she lowered herself, trying to get it into her without touching it.

"You want it don't you?" he whispered.

Keeping her eyes on his, she nodded.

"Tell me you want it. Ask me what you want," he again whispered.

She moaned, frustrated, and incredibly turned on. "I. Um, god," moving her hips around to touch him. "I want it."

"What do you want, Amy? Say it," he commanded.

"I, um. Hmm," feeling the tip of his cock touch her pussy lips and disappear again. "I want your dick."

"If I give it to you, I am going to fuck you with it," he whispered in a warning. "Are you ready to be fucked and cream my cock?" he asked sternly.

"I, I think so. I don't know. I'm married," she blurted, hoping he would understand her situation and needed more guidance in these situations.

"I know you are." caressing her slick slit up and down slowly. "It turns me on that you're married. Is that okay with you?" he whispered, while now rubbing the head of his cock against her inner thigh and pussy.

She quickly nodded and looked down at his rigid cock, sticking straight out from his fit body. "God that's big."

Robert chuckled. "Why don't you touch it? Go ahead, wrap your fingers around it." he directed.

That was all she needed, a little direction, as she reached in front of her and wrapped her fingers around his fat shaft. It felt heavy in her hand. Her fingers barely reached around it, as she released her grip to look at it, running her fingers down the top of the shaft to the mushroom head.

"When you are ready, don't say anything, just turn and face the glass. Understand?" lifting her chin to meet his eyes once again.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered, finding her voice, and caressing his big thick cock. She felt every ridge of it, stroking the shaft, running her fingers over the big mushroom head and firm ring. She wanted to feel it inside her. To have him push it up inside her deep, to control her body however he wanted. Still looking into his eyes, she bit her lip, wanting to turn to face the glass but frozen. Instead, she pulled his cock to her pussy, rubbing it on her inner thigh, trying to get it to touch her pussy. He let her until he touched her pussy, and stopped, not giving her any more.

He smiled at her, knowing she was getting frustrated. Craving it inside her. Knowing she would turn and submit to him soon.

The smile was all it took to move her. She turned, giving him her back, her hands on the glass, her chest pressed into the warm glass, pushing her ass back against him, feeling his cock between her thighs.

Seeing her turn to face the glass didn't surprise him, seeing her turn so soon did surprise him. She was ready. He put his hand on her back, caressed her spine, leaned forward, and whispered in her ear, "Good girl." As soon as she turned to look back at him he pressed the head of his cock to her entrance, watching her mouth open in anticipation, and being touched. He pressed firmly, parting her wet folds, sinking into her pussy slowly.

Feeling him part her pussy, then penetrate her with his big cock she lowered her hand and pressed herself against the glass. She could feel her inner walls stretching, even after the finger fucking. "Oh fuck," she groaned. "God! Oh my god."

"Like that fat cock don't you baby?" he teased, rocking back and forth softly, halfway inside her.

"Hmm, oh shit. Hmm, god you're big!"

"You want the rest of it?"

"Oh my god, Hmm," she whimpered. "What? Hmm," feeling him rocking inside her with slight soft strokes, pulling on her lips and clit. "You. Hmm, you're not all the way?" she managed.

Robert chuckled, caressing her tight thick ass cheeks in both hands. "Nope, about halfway. Want the rest?" he teased again, giving her a sudden slight thrust before pulling it out, pulling on her clit. Then crushing her clit as he pushed back halfway inside.

"Yes! Yes, put it in."

Grabbing a handful of her wet hair, he pulled her head back, and whispered in her ear, "You want it all deep inside your beautiful pussy, don't you?"

"Yes! Hmm, please!"

"Ask me then," reaching around with his other hand, squeezing her left boob and pinching her nipple. "Beg me to fuck you," he whispered.

"Fuck me! Hmm, oh my god! Sir, please fuck me," she whimpered.

As soon as he heard her say "sir", he grabbed hold of her hips with both hands and thrust the remaining inches into her. Hard.

The scream and yelp escaped her lips was the first sudden release, and sign her body was giving in to the member inside her. The sudden pain and pleasure mixed with the euphoric pleasure was the second sign her body was giving way to him. She could feel his cock pressing her inside walls, holding himself still as she adjusted to him.

Feeling her catch her breath and relax, he pulled back, almost completely out, and pushed back inside in a slow but steady stroke.

Her moans of pleasure encouraged him, feeling her push her ass back into him for more. "Oh, you like that don't you baby?" caressing her ass.

"Yes! God yes!" she panted.

His slow steady stroked turned into thrusts, his thighs slamming into her ass cheeks as she screamed, announcing she was coming. Seeing her creamy froth develop at the base of cock only drove him to fuck her hard, faster.

She dropped her head lower, now bent at the waist, her big tits slapping with every thrust, her hands on the glass wall in front of her to stop from hitting her head on the wall. "Oh my god, I can't take much more," but couldn't form the words. When her orgasm hit, it hit harder than ever before. She screamed, swore, and gritted her teeth, as he continued to fuck her through her orgasm.

He could feel her orgasm hit, as she tighten and spasmed around his cock. He couldn't stop thrusting- he knew she wanted it. Craved it.

As soon as he pulled his cock from her swollen, exhausted pussy, her body felt empty, her legs shaking, making her tits jiggle, as she collapsed to the wet shower floor with her eyes closed. Catching her breath, her hand went to her tender sore pussy, feeling the swollen lips and gaping hole from the big cock that just left her. She opened her eyes, seeing Robert sitting on the built-in shower seat, stroking his hard cock, watching her recover.

"Are you okay, baby?" he asked softly, brushing her wet hair off her face.

"Oh shit," taking a deep breath, slowing her breathing so she could talk. "What did you do to me?"

He chuckled, "I warned you, didn't I? I told you I was going to fuck you."

"Oh my god," she repeated, stumbling for words, her hand over her tender pussy as if to protect her. "I've. Hmm. I've never experienced that before."

"I'm glad I was able to give you a first," he teased. "Come up here," he asked, patting his thigh and taking her hand to help her up.

She sat on his thigh, his cock still rock hard. "How can you be so hard still?" holding his hard shaft in wonderment.

"I'm not done with you, baby," grinning at her stroking him.

"What? You, you didn't cum?" looking at him in shock, then her pussy for residual cum she expected to see dripping from her.

"No, baby. Not yet. Was focused on your pleasure. But now, it's my turn," he smiled, pulling her leg over so she was now straddling him. "I want you to ride me until I tell you to stop," kissing her big boobs in his face. Holding her ass in his hands, he lifted her over him, and let her guide herself down onto his cock.

His hands were so strong guiding her body how he wanted her. Sinking onto his cock, he filled her quickly, and her pussy responded just as fast. With her hands on his strong shoulders, she was able to start bouncing. His hands helped lift her, then would let her drop right back onto it, taking every inch she could. Her tits were soon slapping his face as she bounced, catching a nipple in his lips randomly until it popped from his lips. It didn't take long before his cock was taking its toll on her tender naïve pussy, the sporadic bumps against made her scream every time

"Fuck, ugh," she gasped. "I can't. I can't handle it anymore. I'm hurting," she whimpered, his cock thrusting.

He lifted her enough for his cock to fall out, "Go to your knees," he directed her. Watching her drop immediately to her knees in front of him made him smile. "We'll teach your little pussy how to take more," he grinned down at her.

She nodded, looking up at him from the wet floor. Watching him hold his hard cock in his hand was driving her crazy. She wanted to suck him off.

"Open your mouth and stick your tongue out, baby."

Obediently, she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out of her lips.

He grabbed a handful of her wet hair, "Open your fucking mouth, stick it out further," he demanded, stroking his cock.

Started by his forcefulness, she felt her pussy gush, opening her mouth wide, and holding her tongue out like a panting puppy.

Seeing her tongue hanging out flat, he aimed his cock and exploded. The first stream splashed across her nose and cheek. The second stream of cum hit her mouth, tongue, and cheek, and the third did the same.

Feeling the sudden splash of warm fluid hit her face, she gasped, then started giggling, enjoying his cum landing on her face and tongue. "Oh my god," stunned at the amount of fluid leaving his big cock.

"Ugh, ugh," he grunted. Watching hid cum cover her pretty face. "That's it," milking his cock onto her tongue.

A big drop of cum fell from the head of his cock, and she swallowed, tasting him. Her tongue right back out for more. Seeing he was finally drained, she lifted her head, with no hands, wrapped her lips around his cockhead, and licked. She ran her tongue down the underside of his shaft, tasting herself on him, cleaning him completely.

"Lick those balls too baby," he directed.

With cum dripping off her cheeks and chin, she continued licking him, lifting his cock and taking each of his balls into her mouth, licking them completely. When she was satisfied he was clean of her cream, she wiped the cum off her cheeks into her mouth, eating his cum while looking up at him.

"Good girl," he said proudly. "You like that cum don't you, baby?"

"I do," swallowing every drop she could get into her mouth, licking her fingers of any residual cum.

Readers, if you would like to hear more about Amy's journey into modeling life, and becoming the hot cheating wife, please let me know. I love developing my characters for my reader's benefit. All feedback is appreciated.
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The Naive Wife Boudoir Turned Model

This story is about the journey of a sweet naïve wife who does her first boudoir photoshoot that turns into more modeling opportunities. If you haven't read "Naïve Wife Boudoir Photoshoot", please get acquainted with her character.

Amy had an amazing week, her first calendar photoshoot with several more sessions ahead to complete the calendar for Robert's motorcycle club.

She just left the bank, depositing her first check for $12,000 in an account in just her name to hide from her husband, Brian. Leaving the bank with a growing confidence and a smile, she made her way to pick up the boys from school to take them to ice cream and a trip to Game Stop. While the boys browsed the new games and talked to the "cool" clerks, she answered her phone seeing Lizzy on her phone.

"Hey Lizzy!"

'Well? How did it go? Did you wear the white corset?" Lizzy asked with excitement.

"Lizzy it was so much fun!" stepping outside the store to talk. "I wore the corset, a baby doll, and a bikini. I felt so sexy!"

"Oh shit! I bet you looked hot as fuck! Tell me about the lingerie and bikini. I need details!"

"I'm with the boys right now," she laughed. "The bikini pics put Tonya's red bikini to shame!" laughing at herself. "Jerry will have my pictures tomorrow, how about I stop by after and show you?"

"Look who's the slut now!" Lizzy teased. "Damn, I can't wait to see you. My nipples just tingled."

"Oh my god! Stop it! You're going to make me wet," she teased back.

"You better come over right after. Kisses! See you tomorrow, Ames," hanging up with a grin Amy could see through the phone.

Walking back into the store wearing a smile, knowing Lizzy was going to go crazy seeing her sexy pictures. Feeling herself getting wet as she stepped into the aisle with her boys, she almost laughed at herself.

"You guys find the one you wanted?" looking at her boys excited for their new games.

Driving home was all noise and excitement with the boys in the back talking about their games. Her car display alerted her of a message, "Robert" displayed on the center console screen. She quickly disconnected her phone from her car and looked at her Apple watch for the text.

"I saw your new pictures- gorgeous!" was Robert's text.

Her heart started racing, blushing, knowing he saw her boudoir photos. She suddenly felt aroused, flushed, and getting hot, so she rolled her window down for some air.

"Thank you," she quickly replied.

"I have a task for you, baby girl."

"Oh? I'm ready," she replied nervously.

"I want you to wear a knee length or shorter skirt, tank or crop top, red thong, and matching bra to your appointment with Jerry tomorrow. Put your hair in a ponytail with lip gloss. Understand?" smile emoji.

"Yes, Sir," blushing emoji. Her heart beat faster, she could feel the heat on her skin rising, trying to think what she had in her closet to wear. Other than her comfy sundresses, she didn't own any skirts. "Hey guys, Mom needs to make a quick stop at a store," as she headed to the mall.

She knew a store that would be sure to have something she wanted, Forever21. She found what she was looking for within a couple of minutes, a black pleated mini skirt on a mannequin wearing a red tank top. Perfect.

Amy hardly slept all night, thinking about her developed pictures in the morning, hoping they were as hot and sexy as she felt posing for them. She was up and awake by the time Brian got out of the shower, wishing him a good day as she passed him in the hall to take her shower.

"You're not working out this morning?" he asked curiously.

Peeling off her booty shorts and tee, "No, my quads and butt are a little sore from a hard workout this week. I need to rest my muscles," she responded without looking at him.

Hearing the garage door close on his way to work, taking the boys to school, her fingers went to work, thinking about her new modeling career. The poses she did in front of the camera and the poses she wanted to do, showing the camera her bare pussy, her fingers opening her pink lips. Squeezing her nipples with her legs wide, knowing the camera was capturing the glistening on her wet married pussy. Suddenly the thoughts of Robert fucking her from behind in the shower flooded her mind while her finger worked her clit furiously, but unable to orgasm within her limited time.

She wasn't sure why she was so nervous, maybe it was the unknown of seeing her actual photos. Wondering if Jerry captured every detail of her body. Her phone beeped while at a red light. "Robert" is displayed on the screen.

"Thinking about you!" was the simple text.

Her face flushed, and her heart started beating harder. Feeling like a schoolgirl passes notes in class, she replied, "Thank you. Always thinking of you."

Smile emoji, evil grin emoji response. She giggled to herself, at the emojis. "I'm nervous to see my photos," she confessed.

"Don't be. I saw them last night. You are hot! I have another task for you!"

"I hope so. Yeah? Anything for you," she typed and sent too quickly, regretting the last part.

"At the next light, slide your panties off and send me a selfie."

Her face flushed and she immediately got wet at the task. At the next light, she reached under her skirt, pulled her red thong down her legs, set it on her lap, and took a selfie with a big smile.

"Good girl," was the simple reply.

She pictured his strong voice telling her, "Good girl,' with proudness in his voice. She wanted to surprise him with something. She put her panties to her lips, letting it hang from her mouth, and sent him a pouty face selfie.

"Oh, you naughty little girl. Keep those panties off the rest of the day."

"Yes, Sir. Pulling into the studio now."

Walking into the studio and upstairs to Jerry's office, wearing her black pleated skirt, red crop tank, and sandals, she saw a black leather booklet on his desk and a 25x36 picture frame covered in a protective cover. "Good morning, Jerry," she greeted with a nervous smile.

"Hey, beautiful! I have never had so much fun with a boudoir photoshoot. You made this so much fun for me. I'm shocked with how natural you are in front of the camera."

"Thank you. I had so much fun doing it," sitting down in a leather guest chair.

"Maybe too much fun?" Jerry teased, letting her know he was referring to displaying herself more than she expected.

"Um, maybe," she blushed, looking down, clamping her thighs tight.

"I knew you wouldn't mind," began Jerry, turning the black booklet to Amy, "I took it upon myself to put your album together, and choose the photo for your husband."

"That's great. I can't wait to see them," leaning forward on the desk to view the booklet.

Jerry opened the booklet, starting with the photos of the bikini pics in various stages and positions she remembered. She felt like a true model, seeing herself in print, looking beautiful and sexy. As they flipped through the pages, he made comments and compliments on her body, poses, and things he would have done differently shooting her. When he flipped the page towards the end, the photo of her in her corset, on the couch, her tits hanging, almost exposed, showing the curve of her ass filled the page.

"Oh shit!" Amy gasped, hand over her mouth.

"Pretty hot, huh?" chuckled Jerry.

"Oh my god, Jerry, thank you so much! I can't believe it's me!" she stammered, on the verge of tears seeing herself look so beautiful.

"Well then, I think you are going to love the gift to your husband," reaching down and lifting the large frame onto his desk and pulling the cover off.

With her hand over her chest, catching her breath, was the full version of the photo of her on the couch in her corset. They talked about the lighting, the position, and her body, as they both admired the photo of her.

"I'd love to keep staring at your sexy self all morning, but Robert is on his way over to review the next shootings. But I also wanted to give you this," handing her a small thumb drive. "These are the pics I didn't think you would want anyone else to see," he said with a naughty grin. "They are pretty hot!"

"Thank you for being discreet. Robert is coming by? Today?" she asked curiously changing subjects.

"Yes, he wants to speed the process up and go over colors and months. You can join in the planning if you want?"

"Oh, um, yeah. I would love that"

"I am," his voice announced from behind, startling her. "Hey beautiful, glad you are here. Would you like to join in the planning process?" putting his hand on her shoulder with a light squeeze as he took a seat next to her.

"Good morning," she replied, blushing, looking into his bright blue eyes.

"You look stunning as ever, Amy!" letting his eyes roam over her chest to her thighs.

"Stop it. And thank you," blushing.

"Thank you," he said quietly for her. "So let's go over some things. Last week was great, and perfect layouts- great job to you both. But we need to pick up the pace. I want it to be printed and out for delivery and sale by November. Can we do 3 bikes a day next Tuesday and Wednesday, then a Saturday shoot with 3 and some group photos and credits for the back page of the calendar?"

Amy sat back in her seat, worried about the time commitment. Would she make it home for the boys after school, then a full Saturday away had her on edge. "I can use a girl's day excuse, and a couple of days being late won't be noticed," she thought, wringing her hands in her lap.

"I can make that happen, Robert. Amy, how about you? Can you make it happen with the boy after school?"

"Um, yeah. I can make it work. Just need to make some arrangements," she said, an obvious worry on her face.

"How can I help?" Robert offered, turning towards her, his hand now on her knee.

"Um, no need. Just need to arrange someone for the boys, and Saturday," offering Robert a soft smile.

"Great!' his hand patting her thigh, slightly higher and leaving it there as he pivoted back to Jerry. "Jerry, I want this to be unique and different. So let's get creative on the scenery and displaying the bikes."

"I would like to have the color of the bike match the month theme. February in red, white for December. Having Amy's attire matching the bike."

Amy squirmed thinking about being in a themed bikini. Wondering how many men would be looking at her displayed on these beautiful bikes. She parted her thighs out of comfort but also gave Robert a sign to explore all he wanted.

He felt her legs part, giving him access to her inner thigh, and took the opportunity to slide his hand further. "Yes, exactly. Let's not limit Amy to bikinis though," turning to face her. "Are you open to lingerie or other outfits that would compliment the theme and bike?"

"Um, yeah, sure. Can only do so much with a string bikini," she said nervously, wondering what he had planned.

"What about a red, white, and blue mini dress for July with a similar color bike?" suggested Robert, looking for approval.

"I have a suggestion for July that might be different?" Amy admitted.

"Yes, let's hear it!' Robert encouraged, his hand gripping her inner thigh under her skirt.

"Oh, um," pausing to catch her breath feeling his hand gripping her inner thigh, her heat rising. "I thought maybe red, white, and blue bikes staged together and I could wear body paint instead of a dress?" immediately regretting the suggestion as soon as it left her lips.

"Yes! Yes! I love it," Jerry said excitedly, scribbling notes.

"Great! I have just the 3 bikes in mind," his fingers now caressing Amy's pussy lips. And May and June?" he asked.

They worked together through the months, coordinating outfits and bikes with the months.

"Jerry, I'd like to do something for the yellow Enzo. Something dark I could put on the wall in the garage. Any ideas?" suddenly changing the conversation as they finished the calendar discussion.

"That's right! Damn, that's a beautiful car. How about something with black highlights to make the yellow pop? How about with Amy in something black? We could put it on metal, or a black matte frame? It would look great on the side wall by the bar wall."

Amy leaned back, feeling out of the conversation, but enjoying Robert's fingers too much to excuse herself. Feeling his finger suddenly penetrate her made her gasp, sitting up straight, pretending a cough as Jerry looked at her. With her hand over her chest, asked, 'What's an Enzo?"

Robert left her pussy, turned to face her, put his finger between his lips as if he was biting his nail, and said, "It's a Ferrari. What do you think? A slim black dress?" looking at Amy's body with lust.

"Oh yes. Absolutely a dress. Sophisticated but sexy."

"You have a Ferrari?" she asked genuinely curious.

Robert smiled, and Jerry chuckled, "He has several, honey. He has a garage to die for."

"Thanks, Jerry," turning to Amy. Looking into her eyes, "I do. We should do the pictures at the garage, or I could put it on the patio. And what do you think about that?" looking for Amy's reaction.

"I would love to. I've never been in or on a Ferrari," she giggled, blushing.

"Great, let's put that on the calendar Jerry. Amy, how about we go shopping for that black dress?"

"Really? Like now?" she asked, blushing more, her heart racing.

"Yeah, why not. You have time today before getting the boys from school?"

"Um, well, yeah. I guess so," she agreed. "God, anything to be around him more," she thought.

"Great! Jerry, see you Tuesday for the next shoot. Let's go find that black dress for you," he said, looking down at Amy as he stood.

When they got onto the freeway toward Los Angeles, Amy got the courage to ask where they were going.

As he cruised into the fast lane, he looked over at her, "God you are beautiful! There are a couple of boutiques I know in downtown LA that may have what we are looking for. And if not, will be fun to look, right?"

She blushed, lowered her head, and crossed her strong legs in her short skirt in the small car. "Thank you," she managed to get out of her lips. "I have to tell you, I never wear dresses. I haven't worn a dress in years."

"With these legs," reaching over to caress the top of her exposed thigh, "you will look gorgeous in anything. This was just an excuse to have you to myself for a few hours,"

"Oh my god, you are bad!" she giggled. "A good bad kind of way though," uncrossing her legs, craving his attention and touch.

"I might be a little naughty. I can't help it around you. And thank you for the second selfie this morning. That was cute!"

"Oh my god!" putting her hands over her face in embarrassment. "I don't know why I did that! I just did it without thinking."

"I am glad you did! Proves to me you are bare under this little skirt," pushing her skirt up her thighs as he took a peak at her bareness.

"You told me to slide them off," parting her legs.

"And good girl. I love how obedient you are without being trained," sliding his hand up her inner thigh to her bare pussy.

She flexed her quads, feeling his hand and fingers moving towards her awaiting pussy. "I love that," she blurted softly.

"You like this?" strumming her pussy, circling her clit as he drove.

"Hmm, yes. But, no. I mean I love it when you say, 'good girl'. I love being a good girl and pleasing you. I don't know why," she stammers, feeling herself talking too much. "Sorry, I start mumbling and saying things around you," as she continued nervously.

Robert chuckled, seeing her nervously squirm. 'I like it. I like it when you blurt things out, and tell me what's on your mind. I don't have to guess. Would you like to be my good little baby girl?" he asked, removing his fingers and putting them to her glossy lips without looking.

She held his hand in both of hers, kissing his fingers, licking her juices off them, between them, and around them softly. "I do. I want to be that for you. Whatever you want,' she said coyly, not sure what she was committing to, only that she wanted to serve him completely.

"That means being completely obedient to me. Being mine, how I want, and when I want. You might experience things you have never experienced. Will you be able to handle that?" this time turning his head to look at her.

"I think so. I will try," still holding his hand, now in her lap.

"That won't work baby. 'I think so' isn't enough. You have to surrender yourself to me completely."

"Okay, I will!" she hurriedly agreed before he could change his mind.

"Then let's take this in baby steps. When I give you a direction or task, I don't want hesitation. I want you to just do it. Only think about obeying. And that will please me," emphasizing the last few words. "And if you don't, you earn a punishment. Understand?"

"Yes, Sir. I understand. What are the punishments?" she asked shyly than before.

"Baby, don't worry or think about the punishments. Just know it will be a punishment to correct you and train you."

"Thank you, Robert."

"Thank me for what? I haven't done anything, yet," he chuckled.

"Yes, you have! You have opened me up to so many new things. I have never felt so alive and desired in my life," guiding his hand back between her thighs.

She was on the edge of an orgasm when they pulled into the valet in front of the Grand Hyatt Hotel. Recovering, and licking his fingers clean when her door was opened, she stepped out of the Porsche, multiple people watching her.

"Don't worry, the shops are around the corner, I just like keeping the car here," seeing her looking around at the hotel.

He wrapped his hand around her, placing it mid back before sliding it down to the top of her ass as he guided her to the store. "Remember, I am going to test your obedience," he whispered in her ear as he opened the dark glass door.

She immediately blushed and nodded with a smile as she stepped into the sophisticated boutique.

"Welcome! Anything I can help you find," greeted a young beautiful blonde in a fitted white dress.

"You can," Robert replied. "We're looking for a sexy, yet sophisticated black dress for my baby girl. Maybe a cutout or one-shoulder dress that shows off her figure and abs," caressing Amy's back with pride.

Hearing him refer to her as his baby girl made her turn hot. She had no idea what a cutout or one-shoulder dress was, but her mind was racing at the possibility of him showing her body off.

The young blonde approached Amy closer, and took her by the hand, "Come with me sweetie, I have a couple you are going to love," looking up and down her body. They stopped at a back wall with sparsely displayed dresses on the wall. "Your fit body would look amazing in something like this," lifting a dress off the wall.

Amy looked at Robert for his approval, knowing she would wear anything he wanted.

"Oh, I like this!" Robert admitted, running his fingers over the soft fabric. "Is it open on the stomach or sides?" he asked the young blonde, Sophie.

"On her,' holding it up to Amy, "It would be open below her navel to below her breasts. Would you like to try it on?' turning to ask Amy.

Amy looked at Robert for his permission.

"Great idea. Let's see it on you, baby," he told her smiling.

Kicking off her sandals, and peeling off her tank and skirt, she took the dress off the hangar and noticed the price tag, $699.00. The price was shocking as she delicately pulled it over her head. She adjusted the dress over her body, one shoulder bare, and her navel exposed. The bra she was wearing was exposed and thought of removing it. It was short, but not too short at her mid-thighs. She turned to look at herself in the mirror, the dress complimenting her butt. She opened the door nervously wearing the sexy sophisticated dress.

"Looks great!" Robert smiled.

Sophie stepped to her, "You need to remove your bra in a dress like this," she said softly, not to embarrass her.



"Oh, sorry," Amy blushed and turned back to the dressing room.

Robert stepped in front of her, putting his hands on her hips, "This looks amazing on you. Take your bra off," removing his hands and stepping back.

She nodded at Robert, unhooking the shoulder, and lowering it, exposing her red bra. She reached behind her, unclasped it, and dropped it on the floor.

"Much better," he smiled as she readjusted the dress.

She put her hands on her hips, turning for him to see from every view, feeling on fire with the attention. Her underboob was visible, and feeling her nipples stiffen in her dress, she let them jiggle as she turned.

"A little body jewelry would look hot on you," Sophie complimented.

"Body jewelry?" asked Amy.

Robert reached out, touching her exposed stomach and navel, "A navel piercing, baby. Maybe nipple studs to keep them hard?" Robert suggested.

"That would look hot too. She has beautiful big breasts," Sophie smiled.

"What else do you have?" he asked.

"I knew you would ask," offering Amy a strapless dress.

"Wow, it's so small," Amy giggled.

"Let me help you," offered Robert, turning her to unhook the dress she was wearing, and sliding it down her body to step out of.

Amy obeyed, stepping out of the dress, now naked in the small boutique. She smiled at Sophie, seeing her with her hand over her mouth in shock, but staring at her naked body.

Amy stepped through the small fabric and pulled it up her body, over her hips and boobs. She straightened the smooth soft fabric over her hips and ass, feeling random slices of transparent silk weaved into the dress over her hip, crotch, and tummy. It was short, upper thigh, but still covering her ass. Without a bra, she adjusted her boobs so her nipples were pointing straight.

"You have an amazing body," Sophie whispered. "A black half corset would look so perfect with this," as she turned to retrieve one. Returning with a black half corset, "Try this on," handing it to Amy.

Amy lowered the dress to her waist, put the corset on with Sophie's assistance, and pulled the strapless dress back up. Her boobs looked huge and fuller, her nipples rubbing over the top lace.

"A little more here," Robert suggested, pulling the top portion lower. He turned her around, admiring her ass as his hand roamed over her. "Bend at the waist, baby," his hand still holding her ass cheek.

She bent forward, giving him her ass, as she looked over should back at them both looking. She could feel her pussy and ass exposed as she bent, her hands reaching for the wall in front of her.

"This ass is so hot," Robert whispered, his hands squeezing her ass cheeks. He slid his hand down lower, cupping her wetness in his palm as he looked over at Sophie, wide-eyed and staring. "Ever seen an ass so strong yet soft?" looking at her watching his hands, as his finger penetrated Amy's pussy. "She gets so wet when her ass is touched. Don't you, baby?"

"Ugh, hmm," she moaned feeling her pussy being touched. "Yes, daddy."

Leaving Amy and turning to Sophie, "We'll take it all. She'll wear the dress out. Fetch your dress and shoes," he directed Amy.

Walking out of the store and up the street in her new dress, carrying her her new dress she felt like a new woman. Amy thanked Robert repeatedly, all the way to the valet stand, like a little girl.

With her hands full, Robert gave her the next test, "Go get my key fob from the valet, baby." Seeing her with her hands full with the bags. "Baby, have the valet put the fob between your tits" slapping her on the ass to go.

She hesitated, turned back to look at him, but forced herself forward to the valet stand, trying to smile, but nervous and scared. The young valet guy asked if she was waiting. She handed him the receipt, "The black Porsche," pointing to the car to the side.

"Nice! It's beautiful," watching him look down at her boobs and deep cleavage. "Here you go," holding out the key fob.

"Um. Well, my um, hands are full," holding up her bags. "Can you just put it there?" looking down at her cleavage.

"Um, serious? Really?" he said with a smile, staring at her barely-covered tits.

"Yes, please. Just put it between the girls," she said with more confidence, giving him a grin. She could feel her nipples stiffen against the corset fabric as soon as his fingers touched her skin. She watched as his fingers gently wedged the fob between her tits. "Hmm, thank you," returning to Robert.

"That had to be the sexiest thing I have ever seen, baby," kissing her next to the car as he retrieved his fob.

"I love my dress, thank you," she whispered, smoothing the soft fabric out over her abs and thighs.

"You look stunning in it. The half corset was a nice touch too."

"It is beautiful," sliding the dress down to show him the corset as he drove, her nipples almost visible. "I wish I could wear it home, but I can't," giving him her soft brown eyes.

"I understand. We can keep the dresses and things I buy you at my house. Let's stop by my house for you to change," his hand moving between her thighs.

She guided his fingers to her pussy, legs wide, her hand over his, fucking his fingers in the leather set. She was on the edge of an orgasm, her whimpers getting louder, when he pulled his hand away to downshift down the offramp. "Oh my god, Daddy," gasping on edge.

"I know, baby. We are almost there," smiling at her arousal. He clicked the gate opener, pulling into a long stone driveway up to his home. He watched her stare through the window at his property and landscaping as they pulled into the covered courtyard.

"You live here alone?" looking at the massive home.

"I do. I have 2 staff who live in the guest house, but yes," stepping out of the car to open her door. He walked her to the side door of the house, that opened into the huge garage.

"Wow, this is the most beautiful garage I have ever seen," looking around at the exotic cars parked on the polished floors and decorated walls with automotive art. "Is this the yellow Ferrari you were talking about?" her fingers running over the expensive yellow paint of the Enzo.

"It is," as she turned to look at him leaning against a red Ferrari, his phone in his hand taking pictures of her.

She smiled, seeing him taking her picture, then posed. She leaned to the side, posing on the front, her ass out, boobs hanging as his camera clicked away. She stepped out of her sandals and went to the front of the car, her hands on the hood as she leaned over it.

"Slide your dress off," he directed her.

She looked at him, stood, and pushed her dress to the floor, then unhooked her corset, standing naked in his garage.

"Go to your knees," his camera clicked as she watched her.

She slowly went to her knees, then her hands, on all fours looking at him.

"Crawl to me."

She moved slowly on the floor, her ass swaying side to side as she crawled to his feet, looking up at him. Her hands moved up his thighs to his belt, not needing any further direction to take his big cock out. She pulled his pants to the floor while licking and feeding on his hard heavy cock. Bobbing her mouth down his shaft as far as she could, hearing his moans of approval. Her hands were on his hips, forcing his cock to the back of her throat, drool running down her chin to her bare tits as she sucked and gagged on his big cock.

"Stand up," he told her as he unbuttoned his shirt, watching her stand naked, wiping her mouth. "Bend over the side of the black corvette."

She bent over the side of the black car next to her, looking back at him, her chest pressed into the cool paint, ready to pleasure him. Staring at his big cock, hard and rigid in his hand as he approached her.

"I've been wanting this all day," pushing the head of his fat cock into her wet pussy.

"Oh my god," feeling his fat cock parting her lips and going deep into her. She pushed back to him, wanting more, craving more of him.

"Oh you like that, don't you," giving her a hard deep thrust, forcing her body into the car.

"Aye, fuck," gasping for air as it was pushed out of her. She yelped, feeling his cock hit her cervix. "Oh fuck, that's deep," she moaned putting her cheek against the hood. Feeling his fingers digging into her ass cheeks, holding her as he started building a hard deep rhythm.

"Damn, you are so wet. I LUV how your pussy wraps around me," giving her long solid strokes, her pussy lips milking his shaft.

Gasping, taking every inch of his cock, trying to tell him how much she likes it but words won't leave her lips. "You, fuck," gasping, "You make me so wet," turning her head further to look at him looking at her ass in his hands. "You like, hmm, ayye," she yelped, feeling his cock hit her cervix again. "You, hmm, like my ass daddy?"

A smack on her right ass cheek, "You know I love your ass," reaching for her ponytail, yanking her head back off the car.

"Oh god," feeling the sting on her ass, her back arched with the pull on her hair. "Again, Daddy!" she begged.

He smacked her right cheek again, a red handprint forming on her smooth pale skin. He massaged it as she whimpered from the slap.

"Oh my god, I love this," she blurted, moving to her elbows on the car, letting her big boobs hang and swing. Letting go of her hair, her head dropped, and looking at the shiny floor, she accepted every inch of his cock. Her orgasm came rushing in, no warning, just hitting her pussy out of nowhere. She pushed her ass back against him, the car holding her up as he thrust.

"Take it, baby! That's it! Cream my cock good!" he yelled at her.

She let out a scream. A scream that had never left her lips before as her body started shaking. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she moaned, hearing his command to cum. Her knees buckled, as she held onto the car from falling.

"Yes! Give me that pussy!" thrusting, fucking her through her orgasm.

He pulled from her pussy, leaving her empty, swollen and exhausted. As soon as his weighted thrusts left her, she sank to the floor, to her knees in exhaustion, panting, gasping to catch her breath.

"Get your ass back up here. I am not done with you yet!" he commanded, his big rigid cock in front of her.

She quickly got to her feet, legs wobbling, looking at him for direction.

He turned her around again and lifted her left muscular leg to the front fender, so she was doing the splits standing, hands on the hood. He rubbed his cock up and down her creamy frothy pussy, and pushed.

"Hmm, yes," she moaned, looking at him, watching him fuck her slowly. He pulled his cock out, rubbed his wet creamy cock all over her ass, then thrust it back inside, making her squeal.

He looked at her ass, watching it jiggle as he fucked her, teased her, and rubbed his cock all over it, against her pink asshole. He pushed back into her pussy, his hand squeezing, massaging her ass, as his thumb rimmed her slick cream-covered asshole.

"Oh, aye," she flinched, feeling her asshole touched deliberately.

He thrust inside her, putting her mind back to his cock in her pussy then chuckled. "You've never had your ass touched before, have you baby?" his thumb rimmed her tight pink hole.

Shaking her head, "No. No, I don't," a nervous look on her face as sweat dripped formed on her nose and chest.

"Just relax, and enjoy the sensations. I'm going to teach you," circling her asshole with his wet slick thumb. He pulled out of her, picked her up in his arms, and carried her across the garage, both naked, to a black leather couch. He positioned her, knees on the couch, leaning over the back, her full ass in front of him. "Relax while I fuck you slowly," shoving his cock into her pussy hard and deep from behind.

"Oh fuck," feeling the sudden invasion. "Please be gentle," she managed, lowering her head as he fucked her, resolved to her fate.

He slowly rocked his cock into her, using her juices to lube her asshole, he again teased her tight hole with his thumb. More and more light pressure until his thumb sank past the tight ring, making her cry out.

"Aye," panting heavy. "Shit! Are you, hmm, god. Are you all the way inside?"

"Just the first knuckle baby, relax. Calm your breathing and try to push me out," directing her.

She took a deep breath, amazed he was barely inside her. She pushed her sphincter out and felt his thumb slide further up her ass. "Oh shit! Oh my god," then giggled.

He teased her a bit more, rocking his thumb slowly back and forth, letting her asshole get used to the sensations. "You like that don't you?" his cock rocking into her pussy with the same rhythm as his thumb in her ass.

"Fuck, yes!" She screamed back at him without making eye contact.

His thumb picked up the pace, ass fucking her with his thick digit, turning whimpers into moans, and moans into screams as she took his assault.

"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Don't stop!" she screamed for more.

"Fuck!" he groaned. "Be a good big titty slut and make me cum," he grunted.

Having never been called a slut before shocked her. Then turned her on. "Fuck! Yes, rrghftty grnsdd, fuck," she whimpered unintelligible words.

He grunted again, then exploded inside her tender swollen pussy, filling her womb with his warm juice.

As soon as she felt him tense and explode, her orgasm came crashing in again. Not as hard as the first but just as intense as his thumb left her asshole suddenly. Letting out a scream of pain and pleasure mixed, her body shook, collapsing onto the back of the couch, shaking, panting, gasping for air. She slid to the floor like melted butter, holding her tender pussy in her palm, afraid to touch her open asshole. Surprised at how out of breath she was, given her fit stamina, she recovered her breathing and lifted her head to see Robert's wet softening cock in front of her face. Without a second thought, she licked the creamy cum off the head of his cock, down his shaft, and around his balls without using her hands.

"That's it. Good girl," he encouraged her, pushing her hair out of her face to watch her mouth.

"Hmm," savoring his cum sliding down her thought. She wrapped her plump lips around the head of his cock, sucking any residual cum out of the tip, before putting her lips to the base of his cock, stuffing her mouth with cock.

"God yes. You are so good to me," looking down at her sucking and cleaning him. Seeing her try to smile, her big brown eyes looking up at him, "You love being my cock sucking slut, don't you baby," caressing her hair back.

She nodded, not taking her eyes off him, her mouth stuffed with his cock. She released his cock, gasped for air, and mumbled softly, "I love it when you say that to me," lowering her eyes in embarrassment.

"Good girl?" he asked questioning, knowing that's not what she meant this time.

She shook her head no, "You know I love it when you say that," smiling. "But that's not what I meant," licking the head of his cock while looking up at him again.

Knowing what she meant, he made her confess it. "What do you like me saying to you, baby?" lifting his cock, letting her know to lick his smooth balls.

Licking them, saving them, she looked up, "You know," she said softly. "When you talk naughty to me."

"Tell me."

"I, um. Can't."

Grabbing hold of her thick brown hair, "Say it. I want to hear you say it."

"When you call me, you know. A slut," avoiding his eyes in shame.

He smiled down at her. "It's not that you are, it's just erotic sexual talk. Are you my big titty cock sucking slut, baby?"

She smiled, kneeling, "I am. I love being your big titty slut, daddy. I have never said that out loud before, oh my god."

"It's liberating to try new things, to explore your inner desires isn't it?" taking her hands and pulling her up off her knees to the couch.

"Yes, I have never even said the 'F' word until that time in the shower. Oh my god, you are ruining me," she teased, hitting his arm.

"I think you love it though. Feeling alive and sexy for the first time in your life?"

"I do," covering herself with her hands as she shrank back naked on the couch, curling up.

Seeing her covering herself, suddenly shy, "Don't cover yourself," pulling her hands away, straightening her legs, "you have a beautiful body you need to be proud of showing."

"Thank you. I love your attention!"

He looked at his watch, "You better get your clothes back on so we can get you to your car so you are not late picking up the boys from school."

"Yes, thank you, Robert," suddenly realizing she hadn't talked to Lizzy today.

"We will have more time to play and explore more together," as he stood with her. "Now get your ass dressed," slapping her on the ass.

Amy took a long hot shower, trying to wash the remaining cum Robert put inside her. She hung her new boudoir photo in the closet, set the black photo book on Brian's dresser, and her secret thumb drive wrapped in a pair of panties she used to wear. She met Brian at the garage door as he walked in, wearing a tight tank and leggings she knew he liked, "How was your day?" reaching up to kiss him through his thick beard with the mouth she just sucked Robert with earlier.

"Ah fine. The usual. Nothing exciting, except for the CEO who had never been to the shop before stopped by early this morning, and was weird. What about you?"

"I have a surprise for you!" she said smiling, pulling his hand to the bedroom.

"Amy, I know you are in great shape now, but I don't have the energy right now," he whined, walking through the door.

"No, something else," knowing he wouldn't or couldn't fuck her anyway. She guided him into the walk-in closet first, standing behind him, "What do you think? Like it?"

After a long silent pause, "Shit Amy! That's you!" staring at her photo in the white corset on the couch. "Your ass! Are you naked?" sounding more concerned than surprised.

"No, was just wearing small panties. Do you like it? I did it for you. So you could look at me more."

"Wow. That's pretty sexy. Who took the photo? Your nipples are almost showing," not taking his eyes off the picture.

"They almost are. It felt so sexy posing for it too," she confessed in almost a whisper.

"But who took the photo?"

"A photographer at a studio. He does a lot of these, why?"

"So a guy took these? So he saw you naked like this?" in a soft curious tone, still not taking his eyes off the photo.

Amy looked at him and then saw his dick hard in his pants and found new confidence. "He did. He took a ton of pictures of me. Some in a bikini too," grinning. "Want to see them?"

He turned and looked at her, "Okay."

She took him to his side of the bed and had him sit down, handing him the black photo book.

He looked at Amy, then opened the book, with a nervous look on his face, his dick rock hard. Amy stood in front of him, watching him thumb through the pictures in shock. "Oh damn," he whispered, looking at a pic of Amy in her bikini with her ass in the air looking back over her shoulder, her pussy lips almost visible. "Did he see your, your um, pussy?"

"He is more curious about what Jerry saw?" she thought, getting frustrated. "Yeah, probably, I was barely covered Brian," she told him with a harsh response. Then pushed it, "He liked my ass and made more comments about it than my boobs and pussy though," chiding him for a response.

"Damn," turning the page. "Did you notice him get turned on seeing you like this?"

"I'm sure he did, Brian. He got pretty close to me while taking the pictures," teasing him. Seeing him not respond with jealousy, but more aroused at being seen by another man turned him on. "You are hard, Brian! Do my pictures turn you on or the thought of another man seeing me half naked turn you on?"

For the first time, he looked up at her, embarrassed, a shy expression on his face, but not saying anything.

"You like it that another man saw my ass and boobs, huh? Is that why you're hard?" she said softly, pushing the book away to reveal his hardness through his pants. "You like that other men get hard looking at your wife, don't you?"



"I do. I'm sorry. But, you are in great shape and I'm not. I know men look at you," lowering his head.

"Do you think men look at my boobs or ass more?" she asked, touching her tits and turning to show him her as in her tight leggings.

"Your ass."

"Hmm, do you think men jerk off to my ass?" lowering her leggings to show him her ass cheek. "Pull your dick out, Brian."

He quickly unzipped and pushed his pants down, holding his hard dick in his hand. "Do you jerk off to me too?"

"Kinda, I guess," not making eye contact.

"Kinda? What do you mean? You either do or you don't, right?"

"It's not like that. I mean I do, but not to you."

"Come on, explain it to me. It's turning me on knowing you like men to look at me," rubbing her hard nipples over her tank top. "Brian, come on. Be honest with me."

"I sometimes jerk off thinking about other men jerking off to you," lowering his head in shame.

"What else? There is more."

"Well, um. I think of you with other men. Enjoying your hard body," squeezing his dick in his hand.

"Wow, I had no idea. It's so erotic that you do, Brian," lifting his head to look at her. "It's hot. I'm not mad. It's sexy that you fantasize about that," wondering how he would react if he knew about Robert and his big cock fucking her.

"It is?" more excitement in his voice. "You're not mad?"

"Of course not," her mind raced, wanting to know more about his fantasizing. "Stand up," she told him.

He stood, and she replaced him sitting on the bed, holding the photo book. She opened the book to a photo of her in a bikini, squatting next to a motorcycle, legs open, hands in her hair, looking into the camera. "What do you think of this picture? What do you think when you see this picture?"

"Amy, come on."

"Tell me, Brian. Tell me or I am not giving you this book."

"Think of jerking off to your big boobs and coming on your face like this," stroking his dick faster.

"What about this one?" showing him a pic in the blue nightie in front of the fireplace, her bare ass showing looking over her shoulder. "My ass is bare, here."

"Oh my god," seeing her bare ass and sexy nightie. "The camera guy saw your bare ass, Amy!" stroking faster.

"I was dripping wet showing him my bare ass. Posing for him, taking pictures of my ass," she teased him.

That was all it took, and he came in his hand, pumping his dick furiously.

"You like that, huh? I might do it again," testing him.

"Do more photos like that?' he asked, pulling his pants up, wiping the small amount of cum onto his pants.

"Yes. he asked me to pose for him. To make a calendar with motorcycles wearing a bikini. I should do it huh?"

He nodded his head, approving it. "Do you. Does he, um, touch you? Um, have sex with him?" he asked, shyly, not making eye contact with her as she peeled her leggings off.

"No, honey. I'm married. Do you think I would do that?" peeling her tank top off, leaning back on her elbows naked, legs spread, knees bent with her feet on the bed.

"No, I don't think you would," looking at her bald glistening pussy.

"You want to lick my pussy after I just posed for the camera don't you?"

He nodded, staring at her wet lips.

"Then get on your knees and finish what you started, Brian. Don't stop licking until I cum," watching himself lower his overweight body to his knees in front of her.

He didn't lick her like Robert, but she would have to train him, she thought as she held his hair between her legs. "Use your fingers too!" as her hips bucked against his mouth, feeling her orgasm building inside her. For several minutes, she told him how to use his tongue, how to lay it flat and lick up against her clit, and how to use his fingers inside her.

He drank his wife's juices as they flowed into his mouth, his beard glistening with her slick juices, hearing her tell him how to pleasure her with his tongue.

When her orgasm hit, she locked her legs around his head, keeping his mouth against her, telling him not to stop with his fingers. Finger fucking her through her orgasm just like Robert fucked her orgasms.

When they were finished, she told him he would learn to eat her better, as she walked to the shower.

The weekend went by slowly, Brian was always there to help more with the boys, but not asking any more questions about her boudoir photos. She caught him looking several times at her big picture in the closet when he thought she was alone, wondering how often he would be jerking off to her. She also spent half of Saturday morning with Lizzy, showing her the photobook and describing her photoshoot and how erotic it felt being in front of the camera. She left out the parts of being paid for the calendar by Robert, and his touching and fucking her.

While Brian was thinking about his wife's past photoshoot and the picture she gave him, Amy was focused on her future photoshoot with more motorcycles, more bikinis, and more of Robert's beautiful cock.
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Naive Wife Turns Model

This story is about the journey of a sweet naïve wife who does her first boudoir photoshoot that turns into more modeling opportunities. If you haven't read "Naïve Wife Boudoir Photoshoot", please get acquainted with her character and the situation she finds herself exploring.

Tuesday morning arrived, and she felt relieved, a sense of freedom knowing Brian enjoyed seeing her photos, and the erotic thoughts he had of her. She knew she couldn't tell him what she had been doing, especially with her new "daddy", but maybe he would find out. For now, she was going to let his imagination run away while jerking off with her pictures. Maybe add an occasional photo to his album.

Today she needed to get to the studio, rushing the boys and Brian out of the house without being obvious.

Today was March, April, and May months wondering why Jerry wanted to do them in order was beyond her. But she was making a lot of money to do them, and being in front of the camera almost naked made her happy no matter the month. She thought about the green metallic bikini Jerry had described, wondering how it would cover her ass and freshly shaved pussy. Knowing Jerry and his appreciation of her ass, she knew it would be a micro bikini. She hoped for an opportunity to do squats again, feel it ride between her wet lips as he posed her. She also hoped Robert would be there, watching, and find a way to play and touch her. "Maybe he would invite her back to his house again," she wondered, squeezing her strong thighs together at a red light.

Sophia already had her makeup station set up and ready for Amy when she walked through the studio doors. She greeted Sophia with a kiss on the cheek and sat on the arranged stool.

"Jerry is setting up the lights, and Robert seems irritated with someone on the phone," motioning to the studio next door. "Sounds like whoever has the green bike isn't here yet."

"Oh no, that will put us behind a day. Were you able to order the body paint?"

"I did", Sophia said with a sinister grin. "This is going to be so hot. I have never done body paint before, but I have been watching a ton of tutorials and watching others do it. Can I add your photos to my resume?"

"Of course you can!" smiled Amy. "I know you will do a perfect job!"

"Just don't make me laugh or make it awkward seeing you naked and touching your big boobs," teased Sophia.

"I promise," she giggled. "You will be the first woman to touch me by the way, so don't get any ideas!" laughing with Sophia.

"You should stay for the photoshoot, it might help you get the idea so you can do touchups as we go," Amy suggested.

"I would love that!", as she styled Amy's hair.

A loud motorcycle rumbled up out front, "That must be him," Sophia guessed.

A few seconds later the doorway was filled with a large black man, wearing a tight white tee and jeans. "Is this a photo studio?" he asked in a deep voice.

Sophia just stared at him, mouth open, not speaking.

"Um, yeah, it is," Amy said, looking at Sophia, and then nudging her. "You have the green bike?"

He chuckled, "Yep. That'd be me. Is Rob here?"

"He's in the front studio, through that door. I'm Amy, this is Sophia," offering her hand while still sitting on the stool with a brush in her hair.

"Nice to meet you both, I better go find Rob before he kills someone," smiling at Sophia as he moved past her.

"Oh my god, he was totally checking you out," she told Sophia.

"Shit! Do you know who that was?" Sophia exclaimed in a hushed voice.

"Um, a big black man with a motorcycle?" teased Amy.

"That's Shawne Edwards, former Chargers player!" she said softly.

"Well hang around, so you can actually talk to him this time," she teased her stylist. "I'll have Robert get him to talk to you, okay?"

"Oh my god! I would love that!"

A few minutes later, Jerry called for Amy to join them as the big door was rolled up and the sparkling green Harley Road Glide was rolled inside. "Shawne can't hang around long, so we'll do his bike first. Amy your bikini is hanging up in the dressing room."

"I'll be right back," she told the group, holding her gaze on Robert as he looked at her intensely. She intentionally left the curtain on the dressing room halfway open, as she undressed and slipped into the tiny metallic-looking fabric of her micro bikini. As she expected, the thin fabric between her legs barely covered her pussy, and the triangle top barely covered her pink areola's with plenty of underboob.

As Amy stepped out into the room wearing her sparkling micro bikini with green high heels, all eyes stared at her body.

"Oh my god, girl. I had no idea how hot your body is," Sophia whispered in her ear as she moved to the green bike.

Jerry directed everyone back behind the lights as he positioned Amy in front of the front fender first, straddling it, with her hair back over the short windscreen, her big boobs pointing up.

"That's it, hold," clicking away. "Push your hips forward, honey," watching her knees part wider as she did, clicking away. "OK, move to the side of the bike, squat down, and extend your right leg. Flex your muscles," clicking away.

Amy squatted, immediately aroused feeling the thin fabric between her legs push up inside her. She pushed her right leg out in front, her quads flexed as he took photos from her foot up to the bike. She felt herself getting wet hearing the click of the camera aimed up her thigh, knowing it would capture her wet lips if she just opened up more.

"Let's get you straddling the bike," he directed, moving the lights.

"Um, can I get a little help?" putting her heel on the peg, and looking into the lights hoping Robert would step forward.

"Sure, let me help you. Be careful now, girl," said Shawne stepping towards her. "Put your foot here," holding her heel on the peg, his other hand on her thigh. "Now swing your leg over and put it on the other peg."

"Um, okay," seeing Robert watching her from the other side of the bike. Putting her hand on Shawne's shoulder, swinging her leg over, intentionally lifting it higher, giving Robert a good slow view of her pussy gripping her thin fabric. The sudden touch of Shawne's big black hand on her ass wasn't expected, holding her innocently, made her nipples stiffen and drip into the micro bikini fabric. "Thank you," she told him softly.

"Great, hold that," directed Jerry as everyone moved away again. He clicked away as she held the handlebars, standing on the pegs, her big boobs against the tank. "Push your ass back," as he moved behind her. "Yes, now look over your shoulder. Yes, flex that ass!"

Amy flexed her muscles, her ass tightening on the string between her ass cheeks, riding between her pussy lips.

"Damn, I wish I had an ass like that," whispered Sophia to herself.

"Why? What's wrong with the one you got?" Shawne responded next to her.

"Oh my god, sorry!" Sophia blushed, her hands over her face, laughing at herself.

"You got a thick booty, girl. Be proud of those curves," his eyes boldly roamed over her big chest.

"Um, thanks!"

"Okay, I got some great ones!" Jerry announced, proud of his photos. "Amy, change into the pink outfit for April.

On her way to the changing corner, she went to Sophia and thanked Shawne for his help. She accepted his compliments on her muscles and asked Sophia if she had ever been on a bike.

"Um, never been on one," she said shyly.

"Shawne, why don't you take her for a ride on yours?" smiling at Sophia.

"Great idea. How about a ride Soph? I need to do some errands, but would love the company if you are available?"

"Really? I would love to," hearing him call her Soph added to her blushing.

"Just remember tomorrow morning to be here early. The body paint might take some time. Meet you here at 8 am! Have fun!" she told them as she walked to the dressing room.

While Shawne and Sophia rode the bike out of the studio side door, Jerry pushed the baby blue Harley into the studio. As she was removing her green bikini string from between her thighs, Robert slightly opened the curtain, "You look amazing in green," he said with a smile, admiring her naked body.

"Thank you," turning to face him, naked, letting his eyes take in her bareness.

He reached for her curvy hip, then slipped his palm between her firm thighs, cupping her wetness. "You liked that big black hand on your ass didn't you?"

She gasped, feeling his touch, craving more, then shocked at his question. She paused, looking up into his eyes, "I did," and gasped again feeling herself taking his finger inside.

"Good girl. I told him to touch your ass, to feel how firm and muscular it is," he said, then grinned. "I'm glad you liked it," as he removed his finger from her and licked her juices while she watched before closing the curtain and leaving.

"Oh my god! What is this man doing to me," composing herself as she stepped into the light pink shorts?

"Sophia, can you put her hair into braids," Jerry announced while adjusting lights over the baby blue Harley.

"She left with Shawne, but I can do it," Amy offered as she went to the make-up counter mirror. Sitting on her stool, with both hands braiding her long brown hair, Robert appeared behind her.

"I love this pink on you," he whispered in her ear, cupping her big boobs in the gathered light pink tube top she was wearing. "And braless," even better, pinching her nipples lightly between his fingers as he squeezed her flesh.

"I like your hands on me," she whispered back, putting the last rubber band on her braid. "I think your friend Shawne likes Sophia," she giggled.

"Oh, he does. She is the reason he showed up this morning. He loves curvy Latinas. I am sure they are enjoying themselves right now."

"Amy, let's get going," Jerry called from the studio room.

For the next hour, he had her in the usual poses next to the bike, then had her hook her elastic tube top onto the mirror and pull back, with a playful smile, displaying her underboob from below as his camera clicked away. He then stood on a ladder, capturing her boobs from above, her nipples just barely covered as she looked up at the camera with a grin. Her quads and calf muscles were burning from the flexing and leaning over and on the bike when Jerry called for the third change.

"Don't give me shit about your next outfit, I think it will be fire," he told Amy as she went to her changing booth.

When she stepped out, with a sour look on her face, with what she thought was a ridiculous dress, both Jerry and Robert said how perfect it was. When she saw the bike, she understood why. The chopper with lots of chrome and bright yellow paint with retro red flames complimented the red and yellow multi-colored tie-dye dress.

Jerry positioned her backward on the seat, so her head was on the tank, and feet on the rear fender. She felt so sexy being displayed on the bike. He then had her turn around, push her ass back and reach for the high handlebars.

As she reached forward, she felt the small tight tube dress slide up her thighs and expose her ass. Of course, she looked back over her shoulder to see Jerry clicking away from behind. She parted her knees, and lifted her ass then back, letting the dress slide over her ass cheeks, exposing her fully from behind.

"Wow," Jerry whispered, peeking out from his lens. "Are you sure?" he asked questioningly.

She flexed her glutes, and nodded, feeling her pussy start to drip.

"God, you are glistening," Jerry let her know.

Hearing him refer to her glistening wetness, created a gasp and moan as it left her lips. She wanted to touch herself, but couldn't, holding the handlebars.

"Yes, that's perfect," Jerry encouraged.

Amy flipped her hair back, shifted her hips, flexed her ass, and let her boobs hang in various poses. Her nipples were aching, rubbing the thin material of her dress.

"All these positions have you worked up, huh," Jerry questioned as he finished.

"I don't know what it is," she whispered back. "Is it the modeling, the bikes, or the dresses, but I can't help getting aroused."

Jerry stepped closer as she sat on the leather seat, finally relaxing her quads, "It's normal. A lot of bikini and lingerie models, even porn models get so worked up by the camera they need a little release. I have seen it all," giving her a wink, letting her know its normal for hot women in front of a camera.

"Jerry, can you take a couple of pics of me in the pink outfit? It's a little more tame, Brian might like to have it in a frame on his desk.

"Sure, change real quick, and I'll take some pics," he offered, clicking away as she walked away.

His camera was clicking away as she walked out wearing the pink short shorts and pink tube top, smiling playfully. He had her do some simple poses, smiling and pouty looks. "I'll print a few out for you to choose from. They will be on my desk upstairs when you are ready. I need to get to downtown LA. Can you lock up?"

"Thank you, Jerry! You are so sweet to me," giving him an innocent squeeze on his arm.

She sat at the makeup counter, wiping off the makeup, and taking her braids out before changing back into her sundress and sandals. Alone in the big studio, she nervously made her way up the stairs to Jerry's desk to collect her pictures. As she reached the top of the stairs she heard Robert's business tone on the phone with someone. As she entered the small office, Robert leaned back in his chair, looked her in the eyes, and motioned to her with his finger, pointing down.

She hesitated, stopped, made sure she understood his direction, and pointed to herself with a questioning look. Seeing his nod, his finger pointing down again, she dropped her bag on the floor and dropped to her knees.

He motioned her to "come here" as she crawled across the wooden floor to him. When she reached him, she sat obediently on her knees in front of him, between his legs, wanting to touch him, but waiting for further instructions. She watched him deep in conversation about a project, clearly unhappy with the results, with direction to get the project back on task. Telling the associate on the other end to use Brian, from the Tech Desk if they needed additional help.

He made eye contact again with her, motioning to his lap with his eyes.

She smiled and nodded, gently undoing his belt and unbuttoning his slacks. His cock growing as she pulled his zipping down, then pulled his pants and boxers down his thighs, releasing his big cock. She held the base of it, semi-hard and growing in her hand when she felt his hand in her hair.

With a handful of hair, he pulled her face to his cock, rubbing the mushroom head on her face and cheeks before moving her head by her hair to reach her mouth. "Just a second," holding the phone to his chest to cover the microphone. "Start sucking, and don't let your lips leave my cock until I tell you to," before resuming his call.

She held his cock in both her hands, and wrapped her lips around it, swirling her tongue around the big head before feeling her mouth being pushed down on it further. She bobbed and sucked and sucked, feeling it hitting the back of her throat, focusing on her breathing. His words now just mumbles in her ears as she focused on pleasing his big cock with her mouth, holding his smooth big balls in one hand, stroking and gripping his saliva-covered shaft with the other. Her saliva slipped out the sides of her mouth, dripping down her chin onto his thighs and floor as she continued to suck. Her jaw getting sore, not used to the amount of sucking she was doing, wondering how long she had been sucking him, thinking Brian would have cum a long time ago.

"Yeah, get it done and I'll stop by there tomorrow afternoon," holding her mouth down on his cock, choking her as she tried breathing through her nose.

Feeling his grasp on her loosen, she pulled back, gasping for air, panting, drool running down her chin, trying to catch her breath.

"Did I tell you to stop?" he asked sternly.

"No, Daddy," her big brown eyes looked up at him, knowing she didn't obey, leaning forward to take his cock back into her mouth.

"Too late now. You didn't do what I asked you to do, did you?"

"No, Sir," looking up at him, not daring to move, but knowing her first punishment would be coming soon.

"Well then, stand up, baby," lifting her off her knees. "We need to train you so that when you are given a task, you complete it," standing with her, lifting her chin to look him in the eyes. Kissing her on the lips, then pulling back, not letting her savor it. He slipped the spaghetti straps off her bare shoulders, pushing her dress to the floor, leaving her in her bra. "Undo your bra and sit on the desk, I need to make another call, watching her as he sat down and dialed.

She sat nervously on the desk in front of him as he talked to another colleague about business. She parted her thighs as he motioned for her to do so, exposing her dripping pussy facing him as he talked. She ran her fingers over herself, hoping to entice him to touch her or get off the phone. Instead of the expected pleasure, a sting on top of her hand from his corrected her to stop touching.

He reached out and ran his two fingers over her wet lips, making her squirm, gasp, and open her thighs wider for him. She lowered her hips, pushing her pussy towards his fingers as he moved his fingers up and down her slit, teasing her more. Whenever she would lift, lower, or push her pussy into his hand for more attention he would pull away, denying her pleasure. While talking, he pushed her legs wider and started lightly tapping her clit with his palm, spanking her pussy repeatedly as she moaned, until her hips started bucking, letting him know her orgasm was close.

She reached for his hand, to hold it onto her pussy and he pulled away, shaking his finger at her as he continued his conversation. When she succumbed to finishing what he started, her hand felt his correction again, stopping any further self-enjoyment. She sat there on the desk, watching him lightly stroke himself, teasing her with his hard cock as he finished his call.

"You are so wet! Look at you," rubbing her pussy up and down with his 3 fingers roughly. "You want to cum don't you?" teasing her.

"Yes! Please, let me cum."

"I don't think you learned your lesson yet. You keep trying to touch yourself when I slapped your hand away. You are going to learn to submit to me, baby." he reached into his bag and pulled out a small bottle of lube. "This is for my cock, since you don't get any for being naughty," pouring a stream liberally on his shaft.

She leaned back on her hands, keeping her legs wide, watching him, wanting his cock inside her. "Yes, Daddy," she whispered, panting still.

"Want my cock inside you, don't you?" he teased.

"Yes, please!"

"Not yet, maybe not until tomorrow," stroking himself. "Maybe I'll just jerk off watching you, looking at your pretty pink pussy and cum on your feet and send you home," stroking. "Like that idea?" smirking.

"Whatever you want, daddy," watching him.

"That's the response I was hoping for!" he said proudly. "For that, you get a little pleasure," reaching out to strum her pussy again. He circled her clit slowly, more and more pressure on it as he watched her. Watching her pussy become become creamy as he pushed two fingers inside her, finger fucking her until her hips started bucking against his hand. He removed his fingers, watching her pussy spasm, knowing she was on edge again, breathing deep, gasping again.

"Please, Daddy," she whimpered, holding her knees, keeping them open for him, trying not to touch herself.

"Please, what?"

"Please let me cum for you. Let me pleasure you and your cock," she whispered nervously.

"You are learning fast, baby girl. So proud of you!" he encouraged her.



She smiled, beaming with pride, forgetting her orgasm.

"I'm going to give you some cock," he said, standing, rigid cock in hand.

She leaned back further, giving him her body as she kept her legs wide, watching him aim for her greedy pussy.

He tapped her pussy, rubbing her clit with the head of his cock as she whimpered, lubing his cock with her juices.

Her body tensed, feeling his cock touching her. Her clit was swollen and tender already. He pushed his cock into her, sinking quicker than he ever had the first time. Her pussy was becoming used to his big fat cock, accommodating his girth as he pushed. She gasped and let out a moan, "Yes!" she hissed.

He pulled from her completely, leaving her empty and wanting.

She let out a yelp, feeling him leave her. Her body was on the verge of shaking, confused, and wanting more.

"Is that what you wanted, baby?"

Panting, trying to calm herself, willing him to fuck her, "I want whatever makes you happy," forcing a smile with a pout.

"I got you something else you might like," reaching into his bag again.

She watched him, wanting to clamp her legs closed to stifle the arousal, but knowing better. When she saw his hand come out of the bag, holding the answer to her pleasure, she let out a moan and then a whimper, biting her lip.

"Would you like this?" holding a big realistic black dildo, similar to his cock, thick mushroom head, and even balls at the base.

"Only if you want to give it to me, Daddy," she struggled saying while nodding her head rapidly.

He ran the bulbous head up her inner thighs, over her wet lips, up her tummy, and tapped her nipple with it. He tapped her other nipple, circling it before pressing it between her boobs, her cleavage holding it against her chest as he sat back in his chair. "You want that big black cock don't you?"

She nodded, feeling the girth of the solid dong between her tits.

"Then show me what you do with a cock before it fucks your pretty pussy," he directed, sitting back and watching her.

She sat up straight, took the dong in both her hands, and started licking it up one side and down the other, keeping her eyes on him. She wrapped her lips around the head of it, still holding her eyes to his, and pushed it into her mouth, breathing through her nose, she made herself choke on it. Keeping her lips wrapped around it as she choked, she forced it into her throat, back and forth as if the dong was his cock. Tears started rolling down her cheeks, saliva dripping down her chin as she face fucked herself roughly with the black dildo.

"Good girl! Good to see you know how to greet a new cock without being told."

"Thank you, Daddy. Anything to pleasure you," she gasped, catching her breath trying to speak.

"Now fuck it! Pleasure that big cock with your pussy!" watching the look on her pretty face brighten with praise.

She quickly aimed the big tip to her entrance and was about to push it into the rubber balls, when he stopped her with a lift of his hand. "You better not cum though. Your orgasms are for me, not for any other cock. So you better not cum. You cum and you get sent home with nothing for a week! Understand?"

"Oh fuck", she gasped at the impossible task. "Yes, okay." she reluctantly agreed. "Maybe if I just go slow," she thought, pushing the head into her wet hole.

"You better take that fucking cock like a good girl!" he commanded.

Hearing his tone, she pushed it in deep like any normal man would fuck her. She held onto the balls of the dong as it opened her up. Fucking herself with long solid thrusts, her eyes moving to her master and back to the dong disappearing inside her pussy. Her orgasm was right there, about to come crashing in and ruin her week. Her hips started bucking, and her whimpers became louder, when she pulled it from her pussy, leaving herself empty, swollen, and tender on edge.

Robert was about to correct her fiercely when the wet dong disappeared into her mouth and throat. With tears streaming down her cheeks, her hips bucking and grinding her ass into the desk to stifle her orgasm, he watched her suck the dong to pleasure it like it was real cock, the best she could. Fucking her throat with fast and rough pushes, "gluck, gluck, gluck", coming from her mouth turned him on even more. He touched her thigh to stop, and she started crying.

With tears streaming down her face, frustrated, humiliated, and defeated, she slid off the desk to her knees and took him in her mouth. Trying to suck his cock while crying, she felt his hand gently caress her head.

"You are amazing," he told her, looking into her big brown eyes. "You listened and got creative. You knew not to orgasm for that cock, but knew you needed to pleasure it, like a good girl," pulling her up to his lap and holding her.

She wrapped her arms around him, holding onto him, calming herself and feeling his calmness and gentleness. She knew now she would do anything to pleasure him with her obedience.

"It was torture not to pleasure you. But you learned quickly, didn't you?" caressing her bare back.

"Yes. I found pleasuring you before myself was an even greater pleasure," she whispered into his chest.

"Are you ready for my cock inside you now?" he teased.

"If that's what you want. Of course, I am ready."

He shifted her legs, so she was straddling him in the chair, guiding the head of his rigid cock to her wetness. It only took her to slide down to the base of his shaft before he felt her pussy gripping his cock, her quads flexing as she started to bounce. He knew this position wasn't going to work for what she needed, so he stood, his cock still lodged inside her, and bent her over the desk. She tensed, gripping his cock. He knew it wouldn't be long, but he was going to reward her regardless. He started slow, long slow strokes through her pussy as she held the side of the desk, her nipples rubbing the desktop as they swayed. He took the bottle of lube and drizzled it down the center of her ass, and gave her a good hard thrust into her pussy.

Feeling the liquid hit her ass and run down to her little hole, she knew what was coming and tightened up around his cock.

"Relax, baby. Remember what I told you," as he caressed her ass cheek, then rimmed her pink star with his thumb.

She felt the pressure on her asshole, lowering herself flat on the desk, giving him better access to her ass. She tried pushing him out of her ass with her muscles as she felt him about to enter.

"That's it, push," he guided her as his thick thumb started moving past her tight ring. His slick thumb sank past her ring into her ass with one easy push.

"Aye, fuck," she whimpered, feeling her asshole invaded, pushing her pussy back onto his cock. "Yes!" She cried out, feeling her orgasm rush over her body.

He moved his thumb in and out of her asshole, fucking her in rhythm with his cock in her pussy. He knew it would be any second now, anticipating her orgasm.

It hit her hard, and she screamed like she had never screamed and released before. Her body shaking, she felt herself lose control of her own body, a wave moving over her like she needed to pee suddenly, as she erupted. Gushing warm fluids, feeling it run down her thighs and splashing on her bare feet.

Her scream was louder than he expected, but he kept up the pressure and thrusting, feeling her juices splashing as she squirted her warm fluid. His thumb jabbing at her asshole harder and faster with his cock as her body shook and bucked against him. He felt her body go limp under him and he yanked his thumb from her ass and his cock from her pussy simultaneously, enjoying her last scream.

Her body felt exhausted and empty, shaking uncontrollably, tears running down her face as she continued to whimper. Her legs were wet, and her pussy was swollen and sore along with her asshole, as she slipped off the desk onto the wet floor in her fluids, panting, trying to catch her breath. When she looked up at the man who had just delivered the most intense orgasm of her life, he smiled down at her, holding his rigid wet cock in his hand.

Seeing her reach for his cock in her state, made him proud that she pushed through her sensations to completely serve and finish him.

She grabbed his cock with one hand while holding her tender pussy with the other, wrapping her lips around him and taking him to the base. Bobbing her mouth on his cock, milking him with her lips until he grabbed her hair and made her look up at him.

"I Love how you worship my cock. Suck it! Jerk me off!" he grunted.

"Give it to me, Daddy. I love being your slut!" she confessed boldly.

"Say it again, slut!"

"I love being your fucking slut," jerking his cock faster, holding her tongue out. Feeling the burst of cum hit her in the face made her giggle. Refocusing on her reward, she aimed it at her mouth, feeling another stream inside her mouth, coating her tongue, and a third landing across her nose and cheek, then licked his cockhead.

She remained on the floor, as he collapsed back into the chair, both catching their breaths, recovering from their moment. He looked at her, watching her, as she inspected herself.

Naked on the floor, legs under her, wet in her fluids, cum dripping down her cheeks, chin, and chest, she parted her legs to inspect her pussy. She was bright red and swollen, tender to the touch, shocking herself that her asshole wasn't as sore as the first time, knowing it got more than the first time he touched her taboo hole.

As they recovered, they talked about the sensations and how much they enjoyed her intense orgasm together. About the shock of her first squirting orgasm, asking if it was normal, and what was different that made her squirt. He helped her to her feet, covered in fluids and juices, and told her has another gift for her.

"Oh god, I don't know if I can handle any more of your gifts," she said half serious half teasing.

"I think you will enjoy this one. It's one you are ready for. I need you to put your hands on the desk and relax," bending her over the desk again.

She watched him reach into his bag again, pulling out an oblong, metal shape with a pink jewel on one end, pointed at the other end. "Is it a small odd-shaped dildo?" she wondered as he pulled it out. She watched him reach for the bottle of lube, and then she knew, and tensed.

"Just relax, it's small and you will love it," seeing her nervous reaction to the plug. "It's small and will go in smooth and easy," smoothing her nervousness. "Look straight ahead and do exactly how I taught you," he directed, putting the tip at her asshole.

Feeling the cool metal on her tender hole, she tried relaxing and breathing, knowing she would be taking it all in her ass. She felt the pressure, then some more as she breathed, feeling her tight ring stretching around it, she gasped out loud, and then it eased. "Is it in yet?" she asked slowly.

"It's in," he assured her, caressing her ass cheek. "How does it feel?"

"Hmm, feels okay I guess. Not what I was expecting, but I feel it," afraid to move.

"You can stand up. Try walking with it," he told her, smiling.

As she stood up straight, it tightened some, making her wince. "I'm supposed to walk?" unsure of the task.

"Yes, baby. You are going to wear it home, and whenever I tell you to," pointing to the open floor in front of them.

She started walking across the room, feeling it move inside her ass with every step. It wasn't painful, just uncomfortable, knowing it would take time to get used to. The more she walked, the more comfortable it seemed, awkward at the thought of something in her ass.

"I want you to wear it home. You can take it out when you get into the shower," he told her as she started getting dressed. "And baby, don't forget your pictures," handing her the two pictures for Brian.

"Thank you, Sir," smiling like a teen girl with a naughty secret. "See you tomorrow!"

She took her time walking down the stairs with her new toy lodged inside her. She could feel it whenever her cheeks moved from side to side. Sitting in her car was a different sensation. It felt like it was pushing, firmly against her little hole, careful not to shift too much as she drove. At a red light, she ran her fingers over her chest, feeling his dried cum, over her thighs, feeling his sticky seed, making her wet again as her thoughts went to earlier on the desk.

She walked through the front door just as the boys jumped out of the carpool mom's SUV. She greeted them both with a kiss on their heads, warning them she was sweaty from the gym, knowing it would repel them from hanging on her. She put some snacks on a plate and told the boys to watch a cartoon and have a snack while she showered before homework started.

She set the new picture of her in the pink outfit on top of Brian's album, slipping the sexier picture into the pages of the album. Noticing the KY bottle on his nightstand. "He must have enjoyed the pics," she thought, peeling off her dress. Naked in the mirror while the water warmed, she admired her firm fit body, flexed her arms then her back, as she looked over her shoulder. The dried cum from Robert, still shiny and evident on her skin, and bent forward, to see the jewel end of her plug and admired it.

She showered, washing her hair and the dried cum off her body. Now the plug, hoping it wouldn't hurt came out, as she explored it with her fingers. She started pulling, but it suddenly felt huge inside her. She pushed her sphincter like she did going in, working with her fingers, she felt the biggest part move past, then slip out quickly. The empty feeling made her gasp out loud, shocking her with the big stretch. "Damn, this shouldn't feel this good," rimming her asshole, feeling her tender hole.

As she stepped from the shower, towel wrapped around her, Brian walked into the room. "Hey honey, big workout today?" noticing her showering so late in the afternoon.

"Not really. I thought you might like a new picture for your office," motioning to his nightstand. She watched him pick up the photo, staring at it as she dropped her towel and stepped into a black thong and black bra.

"Wow, this is hot. When did you do this?"

"Recently," changing the topic about her day. "Since you liked my other ones, I thought you might like more. Maybe I'll surprise you from time to time. You like it?" giving him a grin.

"Well, yeah!"

"Are you going to put it on your desk? Let your co-workers see your wife?"

He looked at her, standing in her bra and thong, "Maybe."

"Maybe? I thought you were proud of your wife?" walking towards him with a smile.

His eyes locked on her jiggling boobs in her bra, "I am proud," he stumbled as she got right in front of him.

"Afraid you'll get a semi," reaching down to cup him in her hand, "when they see your wife in a sexy outfit?" stroking his growing dick over his pants. "Do you think they'll like the outfit?" giving him a grin.

"Oh yeah. I know they will."

"Good. As long as it turns you on," squeezing his hard shaft. "I'm going to get the boys started on their homework," releasing his dick and reaching for her leggings and tank top. "Oh, there is another picture you might like in the album," grinning as she closed the bedroom door behind her.

The next morning Amy was up first at 5 am, gym bag packed, along with her other essentials for today's photo shoot, and headed to the gym. As she pulled into the gym parking lot, her dash alerted her to a text, "Robert" on the display.

"Insert your plug until I instruct you to remove it."

"Shit! I can't work out with that thing," she thought. "But I will have to try," obediently replying, "Yes, Sir." Sitting in her car, she pondered how she would insert it on her own. The locker room is the only option.

Stepping into the weight room with the plug firmly seated, she started to stretch and instantly regretted doing a squat. "It's going to be an arm day," she told herself. She pushed herself with the weights, getting a spotter to assist several times as she pushed her max reps. After 90 minutes of weights and exhausting her arm muscles, she stepped onto the treadmill to complete her workout. She started with a slow incline walk and felt the plug more. She increased the speed, testing the limits the plug was putting on her ass and mind. She started a soft jog, and it became more uncomfortable, needing more lube, mixing with the sweat she was producing. She called it a day and went to shower. Other than reapplying more lube, she resisted the urge to touch herself as she had become accustomed to doing after working out.

Sophia was ready, her paint gun, tarp, and paint already set up as Amy walked into the studio. "Good morning Miss Wonderful," she announced, hugging her new friend with a kiss on the cheek.

"Good morning to you Beautiful! Are you ready to be painted?"

"I am so excited. Let me put my bag down and I'll be right back." Walking to the dressing room, she checked her phone one last time, hoping for a text from Robert. Just as she set it down in her bag she heard it buzz. Seeing, "Take it out," on her screen was a relief. She undressed and gently removed the plug from her asshole, cleaned her hole, and wrapped her robe around her body.

By the time Sophia had completed her painting on Amy's body, Jerry had the three bikes and lighting already arranged.

"Holy fuck!" Jerry shouted, seeing Amy walk out in only white heels and body paint.

Midway down her chest, her right breast was covered in blue with white stars in a wave pattern, like her skin was moving. The left boob was painted with thick red and white stripes that followed down below her boobs. From a distance, it looked like a patriotic tube top. The white and red stripes picked up at her bikini line, right above her bare pussy, over her pussy when she opened her legs, and around to her ample bottom.

Jerry positioned her in front of the bikes, on the ground next to the staggered bikes, always portraying the bikes and flag rather than Amy's body. Carefully he had her kneel on her hands and knees across the seats of the bikes, her knees on one bike, her hands on the other, stretching her body, showing off her flexed arm and leg muscles while holding the position. They took photos for several hours, with lots of laughs, unique poses, and various styles they hadn't done with the other bikes. Each one, contorting her body into positions, some flexing her quads and arms, some displaying her ass and barely covered pussy and nipples.

As they wrapped up their day, Sophia handed Amy a bottle of heavy foam body wash to remove the body paint. "You'll need to take a very long warm shower and use lots of lather to remove the paint. I'd help you, but then you wouldn't be able to resist this," running her hands over her curvy figure and huge boobs.

"Oh, you are so right about that," looking at Sophia's big boobs in her unusually tight blouse and skirt. "I have a feeling this is going to take a while," walking up the stairs to the shower with her bag. She gathered several wash clothes and a towel, then walked into the big shower. Lathering her body with the heavy soap she began scrubbing, wondering if Brian would be enjoying her new photos later, or if he displayed her photo on his desk. Wondering how he would react seeing his coworkers ogle his wife, rubbing the paint off her hard nipples. "Would he jerk off to her photos when he got home?" washing the paint off her pussy and inner thighs. "Damn, I wish Robert was here today," washing the body paint off her stomach and breasts. With the paint completely gone from her skin, leaving red rub marks where she scrubbed certain parts, she inspected her pussy lips for any trace of paint. Touching herself got her aroused, her juices flowing with the slightest touches. She leaned forward on the glass wall, the water hitting her back and running down her ass as she reached under herself, rubbing her pussy into a frenzy. She reached back further to feel her tender asshole, not as sensitive as before, she rimmed her little star with her finger. "God, I need my dildo," she thought, denying herself an orgasm.



She said her goodbye to Jerry, who reminded her that Saturday would be fun with everyone gathered for the final shoot. She suddenly got excited, the owners of each bike she posed with were there, watching, hopefully wanting to take pictures with her. It aroused her to think of the number of men and women who would be seeing her photos, wondering who would lust after her and who would jerk off to her each month of the year.

As she turned onto her street, her phone rang, "Robert" showing on the car display. She quickly pulled to the curb before answering.

"I heard the shoot went well today."

"It did. We had a lot of fun. Sophia even joined in helping me, since I didn't have any strong hands to hold my ass up on the bikes," she teased him for not being there.

"Well glad someone was able to see that beautiful ass of yours today," he shot back. "I have a favor to ask, and you can say no if you want."

"A favor?" her smile evident in her tone. "I love giving you favors. What is it?"

"I have a business dinner tomorrow night and need a date. The others are married and bringing wives, and I don't want to be the awkward bachelor. Think you could get away for an evening?"

"Um, wow. I would love to be your date. How late do you think I would be out?" she asked, suddenly discouraged from thinking of reasons to be out late at night.

"Maybe midnight, or a little later. It's downtown at the Four Seasons."

"Can I let you know later tonight? I'll see if I can create a distraction for Brian."

"Of course, but I don't think that's going to be a problem," smiling at his creativity.

"You don't, huh? I never go out at night. He might be suspicious." She could almost see his grin through the phone, "What am I missing here?" she asked playfully.

"Oh, nothing. Let me know tonight if you can make it, and I will make the arrangements."

"Arrangements? I am missing something aren't I?" she asked shyly but playfully.

"I have to get you a cocktail dress worthy of your body, and make time to pick you up."

"Oh, I see," smiling brightly at his spoiling, her cheeks felt warm. "I'll let you know later tonight."

As the garage door opened, she was surprised to see Brian's Prius in the garage so early. She left her bag in the car and made her way inside to greet her family. She wrestled with the boys, her youngest wanting to always be lifted in the air by her feet on the floor. "Where's daddy?"

"He's in your room. I think he ate a burrito for lunch again," rubbing his tummy.

"He's been in there forever," added her oldest.

"Well, I better bring the spray with me," holding her nose as she went to their bedroom door. She opened it slowly and quietly, shutting and locking it behind her. She made her way around the wall to the walk-in closet. Her suspicions were right, Brian had his pants around his ankles, stroking away on his lubed cock holding her photo album with the other.

"Like the new photo, don't you," startling him.

"Shit, um, yeah, well. Um, yeah, I guess," turning bright red from getting caught jerking off to her.

"Keep going! Can I watch?" smiling at his hard dick in his hand.

"Um, yeah. Sure, I guess." watching her walk into the closet with him.

"Which one gets you the hardest?" looking over to see the page he was on, the teal string bikini. "You like the tiny bikini barely covering my breasts and ass?"

He looked at her bashfully and nodded.

"God, it felt so good wearing it. How it hugged my hips. If you look closely, my pussy is barely covered," directing his attention to the photo of her squatting in the photo. "You like that?" watching him gripping his hard dick.

"Fuck, yes," stroking himself looking at her photo.

"What do you like about it, tell me."

"Um, well your ass isn't even covered. And um, your nipples. They are hard and poking through. It barely covers them," looking at her chest in her tank top.

"Want to see them now? Want me to put the bikini on?"

"Will you? Yeah, please!" he begged, removing his hand from his lubed dick.

"Okay," turning to her panty drawer and removing the teal bikini, showing him the tiny metallic fabric. "But you can't cum on it."

"Okay, I won't" he promised.

She watched him as she peeled off her tank top, unhooked her bra, and let it fall at his feet. She turned her back to him and pushed her leggings down her legs, letting him see her bare ass up close.

She stepped into the bottoms, then tied the top slowly, bouncing her tits, letting plenty of underboob show. "You like it?" twirling around for him slowly. "It barely covers my pussy," lifting her right leg and putting her foot on a dresser. Showing him how thin the fabric was on her crotch, she let it ride up between her pussy lips, "Oops! See, barely covers her," she teased.

"Ah uh," his eyes locked onto her pussy, stroking furiously.

"I've never seen you so eager to see my pussy," pulling her strings to the side, as she rubbed her pussy for him. "Stroke it faster. I wanna see you jerk off to me," pushing a finger into her pussy and circling her clit watching him stroke.

He grunted, gripped his dick, and came. His cum ran over his hand, dripping into his pants on the floor. He milked more from his dick, looking at her, then his dick.

"I didn't know you liked to watch me so much, honey," her two fingers stroking her juicy smooth pussy. "Want me to see me cum?"

He just nodded like it was the first time seeing her pussy.

"Then will you eat me?"

He nodded again, eagerly this time.

"Get down then," watching him drop to his knees in front of her as she continued to finger fuck herself. "Lick my clit, suck on it good," pulling his messy hair between her thighs as she dripped more. "God, yes, don't stop!" as she gushed, her hips bucking against his rough beard.

He continued to lick up and down her juicy wet pussy until she stopped him.

"Thank you, I needed that today," watching him pull his pants back up. "Did you get any comments on the picture on your desk today?" looking at him curiously for a truthful answer.

"Um yeah. I did. I mean you did I guess. The CEO came by again and came into my office. I think he likes me. I think he likes you too," blushing and turning away.

"What's that mean? He doesn't even know me," as she walked to her dresser naked.

"He picked up your photo I had on my desk. He asked if you were my wife. then said I was a lucky guy to have a beautiful wife."

"Well, you are lucky!" she teased.

"He even gave me um, tickets, for the Angeles game tomorrow night. Right behind the dugout! He only gave me 3, so I can take the boys. Is that okay with you?"

"He only gave you 3 tickets? Well, good thing Lizzy asked me to go to this fundraiser thing with her. So it worked out. Will you be home late?"

"Yeah, probably. It's a 7 pm game, and depending on traffic, won't be home before midnight. The boys can sleep on the way home."

"Well, I guess it's okay then," delighted she wouldn't be missed. "Depending on how much Lizzy starts drinking, I might be home late too." The thought of being out on a real date with Robert made her body flush as she pulled up her fresh leggings. "You should probably take a shower, and I'll start dinner."

As soon as he heard the shower door close, she grabbed her phone to text Robert. "I'll be yours tomorrow night, Daddy! Let me know when you want me to be at your place."

"Good girl! I'll order your dress now. Come to my place at 5, so you have time to get ready and tempt me," smile emoji, evil grin emoji, fire emoji.

The next morning Amy went to the gym early to get in a good workout. She worked her legs and shoulders and back with weights and so many squats and box jumps she lost count. By the time she was finished, she was exhausted and drenched with sweat, but she felt great with an intense energy brewing. She wasn't sure what to expect tonight, other than being Robert's toy for whatever he wanted.

She had a light lunch and took a nap when her phone alerted her from dozing. It was Brian, "Have fun tonight! By the way, Robert commented on your picture again this morning," smile emoji.

"Robert? Do I know who Robert is?"

"The new CEO who saw your photo on my desk. He said to tell you that you look great in pink," smile emoji, fire emoji.

"Oh my god! It can't be the same Robert, can it?" her mind raced. "Tell him thank you for me. I should wear more pink," blush emoji.

"You should!" he responded.

"Brian, be honest. Did it turn you on seeing him look at my photo in pink?"

After a long pause, "It did. Sorry. Don't mean to show you off like that!"

"It's okay. I love it that it turns you on when other men look at me. Especially in that pink top. You know he was probably staring at my boobs in that top. I'm braless!" grin emoji, evil emoji.

"I noticed. I think he did too."

"Good. I want you to text me every time you get hard and excited when others look at my photo! Now I need to get ready and I'm going to wear a pink thong and bra tonight."

She prepped herself for her date night, freshly shaven kitty, making sure her waxing was still recent with not a hair anywhere. She almost got her dildo out, but wanted her kitty to be tight and fresh for Robert.

When she arrived at Robert's home, the front door was open, and jazz music was playing, so she stepped inside to a large foyer looking around before calling his name.

"Hey gorgeous!" he called from the kitchen.

"Hello. Your home is beautiful," looking around at the open space with large windows overlooking the backyard and pool.

"Thank you," leaning in and kissing her. "You ready for our first official date night?" as he put his hands on her hips, admiring her body.

"I think so. What kind of dinner is this? A lot of people? Business?" she started rambling nervously.

He put his finger to her lips and chuckled. "Relax, baby. It's a small group of 4 couples, all whom work with one of my companies. They are going to love you!" kissing her on the lips again. "I have your dress and accessories laid out for you in my room," guiding her to the back of the house.

"Wow, this is beautiful," picking up the dress off the bed and holding it to her. She ran her fingers over the fabric and immediately knew she would be on display. The black dress had 3 cutouts on each side, starting below her ribs and down to mid-thigh where the fabric stopped. The front was a halter, spaghetti strap that plunged deep between her big boobs, obviously not meant for a bra and backless.

She watched him peel off his shorts and tee, looking like he was already fresh out of the shower, so she followed his lead and began undressing.

In her bra and panties, she took her makeup bag to the large bathroom. There was a makeup counter with a round cushion seat, along with a makeup mirror. "How convenient," she thought, putting on her eyeliner and completing her makeup. She put her bra and panties into her bag, as he watched her from a chair. She pulled the one-shoulder dress over her head and down her body, adjusting the straps and cutouts appropriately. She felt her nipples stiffen looking at herself in the mirror.

"Damn, you look amazing," he said softly. "Turn around for me, show me that beautiful ass."

She smiled, drinking in his lustful looks and compliments, and turned. She looked over her shoulder at him, then bent at the waist as her dress slipped up, exposing her ass and pussy to him.

"I have a couple of things for you," taking her hand and guiding her into the bathroom. "I want you to wear them for me tonight," reaching into a drawer, and pulling out a long black jewelry box.

"Um, what is it?" she asked nervously looking at the expensive-looking box.

"It's your new collar. Will you wear it for me?" as he opened the box to show her.

"Of course! It's beautiful."

"First, I need you to go to your knees for me to collar you," he said without emotion.

Without hesitating, she lowered herself to her knees, feeling the dress rise further. On her knees, she looked up at him, waiting.

He clasped the silver diamond cut choker around her neck. She felt the long strand of silver fall between her breasts while the choker remained firmly around her neck. "You are officially collared."

"God, this feels so amazing," running her fingers over the choker and down the silver to her chest. "Does this mean you own me?" looking up at him with soft brown eyes.

"It does, baby girl. I own your mind and your body. Can you handle that?"

She nodded then reached out to touch his cock over his pants, "How can I thank you?"

"Be a good girl and make your pleasure about my pleasure. That's how you thank you. Obeying every command I give you," taking her hand, then lifting her to her feet. "Now for your next surprise," smiling at her. "Turn around and put your hands on the counter," he instructed.

She did as she was told, her hands flat on the counter, looking in the mirror as he reached into the same drawer. He removed a pink rubber item, a bulbous end, and curved up into a thinner end. The look on her face told him she didn't know what it was.

He smiled, then chuckled, "You are going to love this," as his hand disappeared between her thighs under her dress. He watched her face in the mirror, as he inserted the bulbous end into her pussy. "How's that feel? Is it comfortable?"

"Hmm, hmm," feeling herself being stimulated with the toy inside her. "Feels good," she whispered.

"Good. Because you are going to wear it for the rest of the night," fixing her dress over her ass. "We need to get going," walking her to the garage. "The only time you are to touch it is if you need to push it further inside or if it feels like it's coming out."

She nodded, feeling it inside her, rubbing her clit with every step she took. He opened the car door to the red Ferrari and guided her into the soft leather seat.

"I'll be right back," as he closed her door and went back into the house. He took out his phone and opened the desired app.

She felt the tingle, then thought something was wrong as the toy inside her started vibrating. "Oh shit," she moaned, parting her legs to inspect the toy inside her. "Should I remove it? Was it malfunctioning?" raced through her mind as it started getting strong. "Oh my god," her hand covering her bare pussy, her juices starting to flow as the toy vibed inside her, then stopped.

He opened the door, and handed her a soft towel, "You might need this," smiling.

Amy laughed. "Oh my god, it's supposed to do that?" she giggled as he joined her in the car.

"I have the remote here on my phone," showing her the app. "So you better be a good girl."

"And what if I'm not?" she asked, with a sly pouty look to challenge him.

He looked at her, worked the app with his finger, and watched his baby girl react.

She watched him, knowing something would be coming, but didn't expect what happened inside her. She let out a scream as her pussy felt suddenly invaded. She grabbed his arm as her legs went as wide as possible in the small car. She started to reach for the toy and he stopped her, forcing her to endure the high buzzing and thumping inside her, working her inner walls. She moaned, bit her lip, and squirmed in her seat, begging him to make it stop through gasps.

"Don't test me, baby," sliding the power off.

Gasping, catching her breath, and holding her pussy in her palm, "Oh my god. I promise! That is crazy!" she giggled as her pussy relaxed.

They pulled up to the valet, and a young valet was there at her door opening it as she adjusted her dress, catching him looking at her thighs, up to her big boobs, barely covered in her little dress, and smiled at him. "Thank you," touching his arm.

She felt eyes on her as Robert walked her through the big hotel lobby into the elegant restaurant. They followed the hostess to their group in a side dining room with four other couples. All seemed pleasant and kind as they sat and made introductions. She noticed the two men opposite her staring at her boobs, which made her smile.

The couple to her right, Megan and Dale, looked similar to her and Robert. Dale was older, and Megan was beautiful and much younger. She and Megan were in their discussion about the restaurant and life when she almost yelped, feeling the buzz come alive inside her. She put her hand over her mouth, squeezed her eyes shut to compose herself, and then looked to her left at Robert.

Robert smiled, letting her know he was watching her. He left the setting on low, with a continued buzz as she sat in her chair still, focused on her breathing and not making a scene.

"Sorry," taking a deep breath, continuing with Megan as Megan smiled at her.

"He has your Lovense turned on doesn't he?" she whispered to Amy.

Amy nodded and grinned. "Do you have one too?"

"I do. But not tonight. He wanted the plug inside me," grinning.

"That's hot. So it's normal? Robert has introduced me to so much. Lots of 'firsts'," she whispered back and giggled.

"We should have a drink together after this stuffy dinner."

"I would love that, but it's up to Robert. Shall I ask him?"

"Sure, but I don't think you have to ask him," she said with a grin. "He has already asked Dale and me to come over after the dinner."

"Oh, um, he didn't tell me," she responded nervously, still smiling.

"I think he probably knew we would hit it off. He and Dale ride motorcycles together."

"Oh! Is he part of the club Robert has?"

"Yes, he has a yellow chopper. I rather ride on a more comfy one, my ass hangs off the seat," she giggled.

"Oh, I like that bike. I did a photoshoot with it,"

"Oh my god! You are the model he was talking about!"

"I am?" she laughed. "I guess I am!"

"You have to show me the pictures later. Will you?"

"Of course. Robert has a bunch of them!"

The dinner wasn't as long as she expected, with very little business being discussed. Amy was thankful, hoping for more time with Robert before he sent her home.

Once they got into the car, Robert let her know he invited Dale and Megan over for a drink. Then added, "I told Dale he needed to see the photos of his bike, with you on it."

"Hmm, even in that tye-dye dress?" she teased.

"Well, you could always show him your other photos too. Maybe I will let him take his picture of you," he said, giving her a side look for her reaction to the offer.

"You love showing me off, don't you?" she asked with a big smile, pulling her dress up to touch herself while he drove.

"You know I do," as he turned the dial, making her pussy buzz. "I want you to rub your clit until we pull into the garage, but do not cum," he directed her.

When they pulled into the big garage, she was on edge, continuously wiping her juices off with her juices so as not to ruin the leather seats.

As she slipped out of the Ferrari, Dale and Megan pulled up into the garage behind them in Dale's Maserati.

She noticed Megan fixing and lowering her dress as she stepped out of the car. The girls hugged as the men went to the bar in the garage. Robert was showing the various photos for the bike calendar, and Amy watching for Dale's reaction seeing her almost naked.

"Damn, that ass is amazing," Dale complimented. "Do you work out regularly," he asked Amy without looking at her.

"Yes, almost daily."

"How much do you squat?" Dale asked.

"My max rep is 355 lbs.," she said blushing.

"Her legs are amazing when she squats," Robert said, showing her the photo of her squatting in front of a bike.

"Baby, do a squat for me," he told Amy.

She looked at him, then Dale and Megan, and immediately did a full squat, her knees parting, her dressing rising to her waist, before standing back up.

"Dale, why don't you and Megan take pictures of her posing as she flexes," looking at Amy.

Hearing Robert's instruction, she moved to the closest car, putting her hands on the hood, bent at the waist, and looking back over her shoulder at them. Dale moved from his bar stool to Amy.



Dale aimed his camera at Amy's ass and clicked away. Hearing the digital shutter click, Amy let out a moan being photographed.

"Any pose you would like, Dale?" she asked.

"Yeah, bend over further. Put your hands on the bumper," his phone clicked as she moved.

Hearing his phone clicking she could feel her nipples stiffen and pussy start to drip. As soon as she felt her pussy get wet while pushing her feet back and bending over, her vibe came to life again, buzzing her softly. She dropped her head, feeling the buzzing inside her, and flexed her glutes for Dale.

"Damn, those legs look amazing. Look how tight that thick ass is, honey," looking at Megan watching. "You like her ass too, don't you?"

"Hmm, hmm," getting aroused looking at Amy posing. "Can I touch her?" she asked Dale.

Dale looked at Robert for his approval to touch his pet, who gave him a nod.

Amy didn't move as she watched Megan approach her with a smile, her fingertips running over the back of her thighs and over her bare ass cheeks. Megan squeezed her right ass cheek, bringing a moan from Amy's lips. "You like being touched by a woman, don't you?" she whispered in Amy's ear.

Amy bit her lip, afraid to answer, only looking at Megan in her eyes. She felt her fingernails gliding across her soft skin.

"How wet is she, honey," Dale asked, still clicking photos of Megan touching their model.

Megan ran her index fingernail over her ass, running down her crack, all the way down to her dripping pussy, giving the dangling end of her toy a flick. "Can I taste her, Daddy?" she asked Dale.

Again, Robert gave her a nod of approval. "Only if Dales take pictures."

"Do it, honey. Eat her up," Dale directed her.

Megan squatted down in her lil dress, letting it rise to expose her ass as she went down on her heels, holding Amy's thick ass cheeks in her hands, and started eating Amy from behind.

Amy looked back over her shoulder as she moaned, feeling Megan's tongue slide over her asshole to her pussy. She smiled at Dale, still taking photos, then at Robert who returned her smile.

"Baby, remove your dress," Robert suddenly directed.

"Yes, Sir," was her only reply as she stood up straight, Megan standing with her, as she pushed her little dress to the floor.

"Damn, those tits are hot," Dale said.

"She is beautiful," Megan said, running her hands over Amy's firm thighs up her abs to her big boobs, cupping them in both her hands. "Even her pink nipples are perfect."

The toy inside Amy came to life again, making her moan and sway her hips as Megan played with her nipples.

"You can remove her toy, Megan," Robert suggested, seeing Dale becoming more aroused and eager.

Megan looked at Dale for permission, who told her to hurry up, rubbing his hard-on over his pants. She did as she was told, pulling the toy out of Amy's pussy, and licking it clean with her tongue.

"Rob, she is so ready to be fucked. Can I watch you fuck her?" looking at Amy leaning back on the black Corvette, exposing her bare pussy to the group.

"I believe she is. Baby, come here," he directed her.

She walked to him, naked in only her heels, and squatted down in front of him to undo his pants. She pushed them to the shiny floor and stood back up, stroking his hard cock, waiting for further instructions.

He turned her around quickly next to the barstool. "Hold onto it and look at Dale," he told her as he pushed his cock inside her.

"Hmm," she moaned, looking at Dale. "Fuck, it's so deep," she squealed, not taking her eyes off Dale.

Without taking his camera or eyes off Amy being fucked, he reached his hand out to Megan, found her hair, and pulled her to her knees. Megan knew what was expected of her, as she quickly undid his belt and pants, releasing her owner's cock.

Amy watched as he fucked Megan's mouth roughly, his stares deep in her eyes as she moaned from Robert's thrusts. Her mouth was open, gasping for air, but thinking of Dale's cock in her mouth.

"Your turn," Robert suddenly announced as he pulled his cock from her.

Amy looked back over her shoulder with a questioning look.

"Be a good girl," he whispered, rubbing her ass as he moved away from her.

Dale pulled Megan's mouth off his cock, almost discarding her as he stepped his hanging balls to Amy. She looked back at him aiming his long slender cock to her pussy.

"Fuck, this ass is hot," Dale said out loud, squeezing, before pushing the head of his cock inside her pussy.

"Ahh," Amy moaned, looking straight ahead again as she was being fucked by the 2nd man in the same night. When she lifted her head, Megan had Dales's camera aimed at her.

"Smile, slut," she grinned, clicking photos. "You are going to love this, Daddy," she told Dale.

"And I'm going to love this little pussy," Robert told Amy, pushing her over the other barstool in front of Amy.

Amy smiled, then gasped, watching Robert shoving his bigger cock in and out of Megan, making her scream and pant.

The men took turns on their pets, fucking them each as they wished, how they wished until both girls received a facial on their knees.

It was 1 am when Amy kissed Megan goodbye, with promises to meet up for a girl's day of shopping soon.

"I wasn't expecting all that," Amy whispered into Robert's ear as they hugged.

"We will have many more 'firsts' together, baby girl."
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Amy Finishes Calendar Shoot and More

This story is about the journey of a sweet naïve wife who does her first boudoir photoshoot that turns into more modeling opportunities. If you haven't read "Naïve Wife Boudoir Photoshoot", please get acquainted with her character and the situations she finds herself.

When Amy arrived home at 1 am, she was still hyped up from the excitement of the night with Robert, and his friends, Dale and Megan. Not only had he shared her for the first time, she had her first girl experience. She would have liked to be able to taste Megan herself, so maybe another opportunity will arise.

The house was dark, the boys and Brian asleep as she tiptoed into the bathroom to change and clean herself up before getting into bed with Brian. Luckily she changed back into the sundress she left the house wearing. God, she couldn't believe she had just fucked a man she just met because he told her to, her fingers finding her collar still around her neck. She quickly took it off, put it into the gym bag she left in the hallway, and crawled into bed with Brian, who was already snoring.

Friday Morning she got the boys up, still tired from the late-night baseball game they told her all about. She encouraged them to tell her about every inning when they got home from school. She kissed Brian goodbye, reminding him to display her picture on his desk, and would work on getting him more pictures.

"Really? I'd love more pictures, honey. Maybe more bikini or lingerie ones?" he asked sheepishly.

"I'll see what I can do for you. What about a picture without anything?" she teased, thinking about all the photos Robert had of her. "Get the boys to school before they are late," and returned to the kitchen to clean.

She continued to wipe the counters and put dishes away, often putting things in the wrong place as her mind thought back to the night before. How another woman touched her, licked her, and another man- men- fucked her in the same night. "God, they were fun. I wonder how Megan tastes," she thought, wiping the counter with the wet towel. "Would she even like to be eaten by another woman?" curiously thinking how another woman would taste, look, and feel.

Amy spent the next part of her day working out in her gym. Wondering why Robert hadn't texted her another task as she did her 100th squat thrust into a push-up. She was working up a real sweat, dripping onto the floor as she stood up and made her way to the pull-up bar. Every time her chin hit the bar she thought of Robert's big cock entering her, then down, and back up again.

Her body was recovering with a post-workout drink sitting in front of the boys' school to pick them up as a surprise. Sure enough, she smiled at seeing them running out to her SUV as soon as they spotted her. She took the boys to get ice cream on the way home, knowing they would distract her from her most recent sexual cravings and thoughts. Being Friday and without homework, they quickly reminded Mom and got on their bikes to play with friends.

Left alone with her thoughts and planning for tomorrow's shoot, she showered and threw on a sundress. She was getting aroused at the thought of everyone watching her pose with the bikes, hoping they would feel comfortable taking photos of her in her micro bikinis and red dress. She crawled onto her bed with Brian's photo album, thumbing through the photos of herself, remembering how wet she was when she was exposing her pussy to the camera, before and after Robert touched her, pulling her dress up to her waist. She stroked her wet lips, teasing herself, looking down at her freshly shaven pussy lips, glistening with arousal.

Her phone alerted her of an incoming text. "Are you ready for tomorrow, baby girl?" smile emoji from Robert.

"Yes, and a little nervous of everyone watching," she replied. "But also super turned on with them watching. I hope they like me." blushing emoji, hot emoji.

"They are all excited to meet you! I have shown them some of your pictures. Even some of the wives can't wait to meet you!"

"Thank you!"

"I want you to do something for me," he prefaced his next task.

"Anything!"

"I don't want you to touch yourself or orgasm today. And I want you to wear your plug tomorrow."

"Okay, Daddy! I will be ready for you!" smile emoji. "She is so smooth right now too."

"No touching! See you in the morning, baby girl." kiss emoji.

"Shit, what is tomorrow going to be like," she thought, sliding off the bed and fixing her dress.

Dinner was at a local pizza restaurant the boys loved. Brian was quieter than usual, so Amy prodded him, "So any comments on my picture today?" with a smirk.

"Actually, yeah. My boss again. I think he likes you and doesn't even know you. He suggested I put a different picture of you each week on my desk. But he said it not suggesting. More of an order," he confessed, in a humiliating way. "Am I crazy to think that?" he asked Amy, looking in her eyes for the first time.

"Maybe it was just his tone? Maybe it was a suggestion, and you took it as an order because he is the boss?"

"I don't know. I am not good at reading people like you are. It's something else he asked," his words trailing off.

"What else did he ask?" Amy asked, now very curious, raising her eyebrows.

"He asked if you ever did any modeling in bikinis or lingerie," his eyes going down to his empty plate.

"What did you tell him?" she blurted without thinking.

"Well, um," he stammered. "I kind of told him you have. I mean you have for me, right?"

"Yes, I guess I have," she smiled. "Would you like to show him your photo album? I want to add more to your album," testing his reaction and feeling her nipples stiffen in her dress.

"I do. I mean I don't know. Would it be weird to show him my wife? Would you be Okay with that?" he rambled. "What would I show him?"

She looked at him, smiled, and put her hand on his thigh, making sure her fingertip was touching his dick, "Well, I wouldn't mind you showing him. The real question is, would it turn you on to show him your wife? Letting him see my big tits and ass?" feeling his dick stirring.

"Amy! My god. No!" shocked she would offer. "Do you think he would like to see you though? Would it be too much to just offer him to see your, um" looking down at her chest, "big tits?"

"I don't think so. You don't think he would like to see my tits?" looking down at herself, her sundress low enough to show plenty of cleavage. "I bet he would like to see them more than you think," her fingertips now over his hardening dick. "I think you would like it to, wouldn't you?"

"Jesus, Amy," brushing her hand off his hard dick. "I mean I would like to show you off more. Knowing other men look at you is hot, right?"

"I love it, honey!" leaning in to whisper in his ear, "I love knowing you jerk off to my photos."

"Really? You know?"

"I do! And love knowing you jerk off looking at my body. What kind of picture would you like to have in your album, honey?"

"Oh my god, Amy. I don't know," he stammered, afraid to say it out loud. "I wouldn't mind seeing you do something, um, more naughty," lowering his eyes.

She laughed, "You are so naughty! Okay, I will do something naughty for you! But you have to promise not to be mad when you see it, okay? Promise me!"

"I promise not to be mad! I promise Amy, really I do!" he said excitedly, hoping his wife would do something naughty in a picture for him.

"Maybe I will have a surprise for you then! By the way, remember you are going to need to do something with the boys tomorrow. I will be with Lizzy all day."

"Oh, okay. Sure, maybe we'll go to the zoo or something."

"Thanks, honey," kissing him on the cheek before he asked more questions.

Saturday morning came early for Amy, as she lay in bed staring at the ceiling, thinking about all the attention she would be getting in the coming hours. She wanted to touch herself as she lay next to Brian, but remembering Robert's strict instructions stopped her. After her hot shower, she lubed her plug, and inserted it slowly, feeling her tight hole stretch. As soon as it sunk into her, she gasped, remembering why she loved it so much.

She left the house before the boys awoke, not wanting to see them and lie about where Mom was going today. The drive to Robert's house seemed so much longer than usual, alone with her thoughts, excited and nervous about what the day had in store. Pulling into Robert's driveway, she drove around the side of the big garage, Jerry was already setting up the bikes and lighting on the patio, and even had the living room double-stacked sliding doors open into the house. She made her way into the kitchen and found Robert sipping coffee in only his shorts.

"There is our beautiful model," Robert announced, greeting her with a hug. "How did you sleep?" kissing her on the cheek.

"Um, I slept good, but woke up frustrated thinking about today, but my daddy wouldn't let me touch," she replied with full pouty lips.

"I'll reward you later for being a good girl," turning her around abruptly. "Are you wearing it?" lifting her dress over her thick ass.

"Yes, Sir," bending over the big granite counter as he inspected the jewel plug in her asshole. "Do you like it?"

He gripped her right ass cheek in his hand, squeezed it, and told her how much he loves her ass, before tapping his finger on the jeweled end of the plug, making her gasp. He fixed her sundress and told her she should check with Jerry and the plan.

She stopped to notice the beautiful pearl-white Harley Street Glide parked in the living room, in front of the big open windows. She walked outside to see Jerry setting up lights around a gloss black Harley next to the pool.

"Good Morning, Jerry," she announced.

"Hey, Gorgeous. This is going to be so much fun. Are you ready?" he asked with a raised eyebrow.

"I think so. A little nervous knowing other people will be watching, but excited as well."

"Good! You will be amazing! Just don't make eye contact with anyone. Keep focused on me and the camera," he encouraged.

"Thanks, Jerry. You're the best," rubbing his arm caringly.

"Babe, I need to ask this now, before we get started. I know we have exposed you to some ultra-compromising positions. Are you comfortable with that today?" he asked with a serious look on his face.

She looked into his eyes, knowing he meant exposing her pussy and ass to the camera, "Yes. I actually love it when you put me in those positions. You can expose me all you want," she confessed softly, feeling herself warming. She leaned in closer, "I also know you love my ass, so feel free to expose it. I have a surprise for you today if you do," she blushed and smiled, gripping his arm.

"Oh god! I can't wait. We'll do this black bike first, then move to the red one," pointing to the other side of the pool by the palm trees. "Then we'll go inside with the white one. Start with the white bikini, we'll keep you in white with the red bike, then the red dress with the white bike inside," he finished.

"Sounds good to me. I'm going to get ready." As she made her way back to the house, knowing her items were in a back bedroom, she heard motorcycles and what sounded like a sports car pull into the big driveway. Her nerves kicked in, and so did her arousal. She closed the bedroom door took the red dress out of the plastic covering set it on the bed and admired it. It was so short, with side cutouts, and a very deep plunge halter style. She slipped out of the sundress, removed the sports bra, always caring to wear one that doesn't leave lines, and took the white bikini off the hangar. "Damn, this is tiny," she said to herself, holding the string bottoms. As she stepped into the tiny strings and adjusted them on her hips, she admired how it barely covered her pussy lips and rode up her ass. She turned to look at her ass in the mirror, the jewel end of the plug not obvious. She bent over, spread her legs, and could see it now, the thin white string running across the center of the pink jewel. A knock on the door redirected her attention, "Yes?"

"Are you about ready?" Robert asked, poking his head into the room, then seeing her topless in the tiny white bikini bottoms. "Wow!"

"I know. It's so tiny," adjusting the thin string barely covering her pussy. "Is my plug visible?" she asked bending over.

"Oh yeah. Damn, that ass is amazing. Leave it in," he told her as he closed the door behind him.

Discouraged he didn't touch her, or want to pull it out, she put the top on, adjusted it over her DD breasts so her nipples were covered, and walked out in her heel sandals.

As she stepped into the open living room, she heard lots of voices and then claps as she timidly stepped into the room. She instantly blushed at the sudden attention. Robert appeared next to her, introducing her to the 20-plus people gathered in the room. He provided a great introduction, as some said "Hi Amy" out loud. She returned the hellos with light shy waves and a smile to everyone. Her nipples stiffened, as a woman from the side of the room clicked pictures of her and Robert.

This reminded Robert, "Everyone, Amy is used to having her picture taken, so she wants to encourage everyone to take pictures of her, and if you would like, with her, when she is not posing."

More claps from everyone as she stepped out to the patio towards Jerry and the bike. As she walked by people, they all seemed friendly and complimentary to her, which made her relax.

The glossy black bike was a perfect contrast to her shiny white bikini. Jerry adjusted a nearby light and began immediately posing her. "God you look amazing," clicking away on his camera as she leaned over the seat, threw her hair back, and moved her hips. "Straddle the front fender and put your arms behind your head," he directed.

As she reached back, her areolas were almost exposed, and she stuck her chest out further. She relaxed, then readjusted the triangle fabric over her tits, and went back into position as others started to gather around watching. She squatted down over the fender, her ass almost touching the cool metal as her hands went through her hair, over her chest, and down her thighs.

"That's it, open your legs wider! Flex those legs!" directed Jerry

She did as asked, flexing her quads, one leg stretching out to the side. Hearing the camera clicking, and the whispers of her audience was starting to make her drip. She grabbed her tits in both hands and leaned forward, looking up at the camera without smiling.

"That's it!" clicking. "Now let them go and put both hands on your ass, stay bent over," he directed.

She released her tits, nipples like erasers in the thin triangle top, as she put both her hands on her ass and smiled for the first time.

"Let's put you on the bike, babe," he directed, holding her hand as she put a foot on the peg and swung her other foot over the saddle. "Yes, hold that, standing," clicking away.

She wondered how many people were watching from behind now, as the group in front had grown larger. She held the handlebars, then leaned forward, giving anyone behind her a good view of her ass flexed.

"Damn, she looks better on the bike than you do Al," someone said out loud.

Everyone laughed.

"Who is Al?" Jerry turned back to the group. A bigger man in his 50s held up his hand, wearing designer jeans and an expensive dress shirt raised his hand. "Get over here Al. How about you pose with Amy on your bike," Jerry directed him through the lighting equipment to his black bike. He put Al standing next to the bike, and Amy put her hands on his shoulders and lowered her head next to his as cameras clicked away. Everyone cheered as Amy kissed him suddenly on the cheek, with lots of laughs as Al blushed. "OK Al, one more, go ahead and sit on your bike," Jerry directed him, without moving Amy.

"On the rear seat?" Al asked, not knowing where he was supposed to go with Amy still on his bike.

"Just sit on the seat, how you normally ride it," Jerry insisted, with a smirk.

"Okay then," as Al threw his leg over and sat on the saddle, Amy's big firm ass in his face. He turned and smiled at the crowd, as everyone laughed and cheered.

Amy turned back to look at him and smiled, then into the camera as Jerry clicked away pics. "You better hold on Al," she blurted out without thinking.

Al shrugged to the crowd and put his hands on her hips. Amy looked forward into the camera as Jerry clicked away. "You like that?" she whispered to Al.

"Hell yeah," he whispered back.

"Then grab my ass," she commanded, as she pushed her ass back into his face.

Al grabbed her ass cheeks in both his big meaty hands and squeezed, his face buried into her ass.

Everyone laughed and cheered, including Jerry. "Okay, how about you sit in front of him, babe."

Amy lowered herself onto the saddle in front of Al, feeling his big belly against her ass and then her back as she wedged herself between him and the tank. She kept her hands on the handlebars as his hands went to her hips and waist. The camera came in closer, and Amy tilted her head back against Al, jutting her chest out, her nipples rock hard and noticeable.

"God, I wish I had a tits like that," one of the wives announced.

Amy put her hands on Al's hands on her hips, tilted her head back, and brought Al's hands over her tits.

"That's it, hold her Al," Jerry's camera clicking away.

Al cupped Amy's big tits in both his big meaty hands.

"You have some big strong hands," Amy whispered in his ear.

Al squeezed, and Amy let out an audible whimper and closed her eyes.

"Thanks, Al," Jerry announced, breaking the duo on the bike and letting everyone know the show was moving to a different bike.

Al and his wife, Becky, thanked Amy for being so nice and fun about it. Amy appreciated the friendliness and was enjoying the attention when Jerry refocused her on the next bike.

The group had grown to all the bike owners, and more, to about 50 people standing around the patio watching the photo shoot from various angles. Amy walked in her heels to the red bike, enjoying all the eyes on her, and stopped at a small table with Jerry's equipment to change her lipstick color. She painted her lips with the sparkling red lipstick with glitter Jerry said matched the candy apple paint.

"You are doing amazing," Robert said into her ear from behind. "Everyone can't stop talking about you and the photo shoot," he added as she turned to face him.

She rubbed her freshly painted lips together and popped them open, looking into his eyes, "Thank you! I am having so much fun. Everyone is so nice and friendly. They are making it more fun than usual."

"I thought you might be thirsty," handing her a tall glass of lemonade.

"Thank you, but I just put my lipstick on," making a pouty face. "But thank you."

"Looks like Jerry is waiting for you. I'm going to watch from the veranda," as he gently touched her arm and walked away.

Feeling his touch made her nipples stiffen again and her body tensed with arousal. She figured being around his professional friends he had to keep a certain image, not the Daddy Dom he had become to her.

She was walking towards Jerry when she heard her name. She turned, looking for who else might know her at such a place, and saw Dale following Megan.

"Megan!" Amy shouted, louder than she had meant. Moving towards her as quickly as her heels would allow, Megan clacked in her heels.

"Oh my god! You look fucking hot!" Megan greeted her with a hug, looking right into Amy's big boobs.

"Thanks, sweetie. I have to get to the next shoot, you are staying for a while right?"

"Of course! We just got here. I couldn't figure out what to wear," Megan running her hands over her sundress.

"You look beautiful! Have to get back now," as she hurried back to Jerry in her heels. She felt eyes on her again, smiling at a couple of the onlookers, knowing her big boobs were jiggling and about to pop out.



"Amy, let's start with you putting a knee on the seat and the other foot on the ground next to it," not wasting any time.

She put her knee on the black leather seat and felt the thing string of her bikini bottoms rise into her lips, the camera clicking away in front of her immediately flipped the switch inside her. She stuck her ass out, and leaned forward, looking into the camera, letting it capture her arousal.

Jerry had her turn to the side, her hands back on the seat, her body arched off the bike, her muscles flexing as she held the position. The clicking of the camera and the "Oh's" from the spectators were driving her mad. Jerry had her put her ass on the seat, sitting sideways, feet on the ground, and lean forward, her hands on her knees. Whoever was behind her got a great view of her ass while those in front could see most of her boobs.

Jerry noticed her arousal, smiled at her, and then asked her to part her legs a little. She did as she was told, parting her legs slightly, then put her hands behind her head, under her hair, flipping it up.

"Open a little wider," came the simple direction, his camera clicking in fast succession.

She parted her legs wider, feeling the thin fabric on her inner lips, rising between them again, she put her hand down to playfully cover her pussy with her hand while biting on a finger in a "you caught me look".

"That's so perfect!" Jerry encouraged. "Bite your lower lip! Yes! Hold that!" more clicks of the camera.

"Hold the handlebar tassels, the other on the rear seat," he said in almost a whisper as he moved in closer.

She hesitated, hearing the directions, knowing how exposed she would be, then followed. As she reached for the red tassels on the handlebar, she parted her legs wider, the thin fabric sliding up into her slit, exposing her smooth pink pussy.

"Fuck, that's hot," she overheard, followed by a "Damn, she is sexy," from a female voice.

She looked out from the bright lights and saw several people with their phones out, taking pictures of her. She let go of the tassels, kept her legs wide while sitting on the seat, and put her hands behind her head, sticking her big boobs out further.

"That's great, now get on the bike and stand on the foot pegs," Jerry directed.

The crowd cheered as she stood on the pegs, smiled, and waved in her best parade pose. She leaned forward, showing her ass to the crowd across the pool behind her. Jerry took several more photos with various poses on the bike before asking who the owner was and if they would like their picture taken with Amy.

A beautiful blonde stepped forward wearing a blue and white sundress, announcing it was her bike. She immediately leaned in, giving Amy a grateful hug, before turning to the crowd.

"How about you straddle your bike, Monica," Jerry suggested.

"Sure," Monica replied, swinging her heeled foot over her bike. "But I don't sit bitch, especially on my bike," she added which brought laughs from everyone.

"How about we put Amy behind you," motioning for Amy to get behind her.

Amy put her hands on her hips, testing the waters, and smiled, as Jerry took playful innocent pictures of them on the bike.

As Monica removed herself from the bike, she gave Amy another hug, whispered her appreciation, and told her she would like to invite her to lunch one day next week.

Amy smiled and gave her, "That would be nice," along with another light hug.

Jerry announced a wardrobe change before moving inside to the last bike of the day and that he would like to get a group photo of the club members. As Jerry got the group arranged, Amy went to change into her red dress.

She pulled the tiny string bikini from her body. It was now very wet and sticking to her as she peeled it away and down her legs. She brought a lube applicator in her bag to reapply lube to her plug, as she bent over, using a wipe to wipe off excess while tugging it back on her tight hole. Feeling her ass suck it right back in, made her gasp, and her pussy glistening wet.

She wiped off perspiration and oil Jerry had sprayed on her chest, and stepped into the small red dress. Thinking, "Oh my god, this is tiny," as she pulled the thin spaghetti straps over her bare shoulders. She adjusted her breasts in the thin red material, making sure her hard nipples were poking forward. Jerry had always left a bra and panties with her dress when they were to be worn. "I guess it's a bare kind of dress," she thought, not seeing any panties, clasping her red heels.

She gave the dress a fresh look and moved in it to see what would be showing. Seeing things were going to be hidden in this dress, she got excited knowing and hoping Jerry would expose her again. As she started to step out, Megan had a hold of the door walking in.

"Hey sexy, need any help?" offered Megan.

"Oh my god, come in!" exclaimed Amy as she shut the door behind her new friend. "What do you think of this dress? I can barely move in it!" twirling herself around.

"It looks great. I love how it holds your big boobs," cupping Amy's boobs in her dress. "Your ass is very popular today. You can't believe how many people I have heard talking about it," sliding her hands over Amy's ass.

"Could you see my plug?" asked Amy with a grin.

"Oh my god! Serious?" turning Amy to see her ass. "I was looking hard, and couldn't tell, but damn, this ass is so hot," lifting her dress over her full ass. "Love your ass, baby," grabbing both her ass cheeks in her little hands. Megan parted her cheeks and admired the plug with the pink jewel end. "Hmm, so cute," running her finger over the jewel. "I love the pink," as she continued to toy with it, enjoying Amy's muscles relax.

"Hmm, you are going to get me going again," putting her hands on the bedroom dresser as her friend fondled her ass.

"I noticed how wet you were posing, you naughty slut," slapping her ass, making Amy yelp out loud.

"I can't help it when in front of the camera, I just flow," feeling Megan's fingers caressing her pussy. Moaning softly as she leaned forward on the dresser. "Oh my god, yes," feeling Megan's lips and tongue touch her ass, then to her pussy from behind.

"Hmm, you taste so good, baby," Megan mouthed without taking her tongue off Amy's pussy and ass. She pushed 2 fingers through her wet lips into her pussy, making Amy shriek and stand up straight.

"Fuck!" Amy gasped. "I'm sorry, I can't. If you get me swollen and open it won't look right in pictures. People will know. I'm sorry. Can we play later? I'd like to return the pleasure?" Amy asked innocently.

"Sure, baby!" unzipping her dress and stepping out of it. "But if you have to go I will just have to fuck myself on my own," as she laid across the bed and spread her legs wide to show Amy her wet pussy.

"Megan!", she giggled, "I can't right now, they are waiting for me," not taking her eyes off her smooth perfect pussy. "You are wearing your plug!" watching Megan pull her ankles back.

"I am!" Megan admitted, showing her ass to Amy. "Dale always keeps me plugged in case he wants me," tugging and pushing on her red jeweled plug. "Come taste me," she pleaded, tapping her wet lips with her fingers.

"Okay, but just quickly," lowering herself next to the bed in front of Megan's open legs.

"Shut up and lick me," Megan directed, circling her clit with her finger, watching Amy in front of her.

Amy leaned in and kissed her little thigh. When she heard the command, she plunged her mouth down on Megan's pussy and started licking. She'd never licked a woman, but she learned quickly from Megan's response. She loved hearing her whimpers and moans, letting her know her tongue was doing it right.

"I have to get back. Can we play again later?" asked Amy, wiping the juices off her mouth with the bedding.

"Of course, baby. I want to watch you get fucked again too!" Megan said as she fingered herself.

"Oh my god! Of course, you do! Such a slut!" Amy teased opening the door quickly and sliding out before anyone saw Megan on the bed.

When Amy stepped into the large living room with the pearl white bike in the middle of the room, everyone started clapping. She felt like a star and enjoyed being the center of attention.

"Amy, can you fix your lipstick, and we'll get going."

"Oh shit," Amy thought, knowing it was smeared from licking Megan. She could still taste Megan on her lips as she reapplied her lipstick in front of a mirror.

Jerry was quick to position her, her elbows on the seat from the back, bent over, looking up. The clicking of the camera and Jerry's smooth direction was arousing her, not seeing anyone beyond the lights the switch was flipped. He had her kneel in front of the bike, showing off her legs, squatting next to the engine, her hair on the seat. He then had her sit sideways, both legs onto one side as she gave serious looks and poses.

She was getting into a rhythm, moving around the bike in various poses, flipping her hair back, pushing her ass or chest out, and her pussy was signaling her arousal. She moved to the back of the bike, gripping the tail lights as she bent over at the waist, her dress rising over her round ass, giving those behind her a clear view of everything, while those in front and to the sides could see her tits almost fall out of the dress, nipples barely covered.

"Hope everyone enjoyed the photoshoot today. Would the owner of this bike like some pictures with Amy?" announced Jerry.

A couple, both dressed in white came forward. "We'd love to have some pictures with her, Jerry," the man said in a deep voice.

Amy, standing next to the bike, was in awe of this power couple. He was a tall fit black man in his 50's. Even in his loose attire, she could tell he was muscular. His wife was a small, petite, beautiful Asian woman. She looked to be in her early 30s, well put together in an all-white halter dress that cupped her ample breasts, flowing down her small features. Guessing at 5'1", she looked tiny standing next to him. "Damn, they are beautiful," she thought, catching herself staring at her.

"Amy, you are so beautiful! Thank you for doing this for us. I'm Lucy and this is my husband Tyrone," offering Amy a light hug.

"Okay, folks. Let's have the ladies on each side," putting Tyrone in the center in front of the bike.

The camera clicked away, as Amy felt Tyrone's big hand on her back, giving her goosebumps. She could feel his fingers moving, almost as if he was caressing her, or maybe it was just in her mind.

"How about the couple sit on the bike and Amy standing in front," the couple sat on the bike together, Amy moving to the front, her hand on the handlebar. All were very classy poses, and Amy wanted more.

The couple thanked Jerry for the photos, then turned to thank Amy again. Tyrone, being 6' 5" looked down at Amy, then leaned in for a hug, bringing her into his arms and whispered in her ear how hot she was today. Lucy stepped into the hug as well, wrapping her arms around Amy's waist, and thanked her in the other ear.

Jerry, not missing an opportunity, started to capture the grateful couple hugging their muse. All three embraced the moment and smiled at the camera.

"Would you mind taking a picture with me, Amy?" asked Lucy.

"Not at all. Jerry, can you get Lucy and I?" asked Amy.

Lucy was quick to wrap her arm around Amy's waist, pulling her in close, while her breasts wrapped around Amy's arm. The touch gave Amy goosebumps again. As they released each other, Amy whispered to let her know if she wanted any other pictures.

Since the photoshoot was over, Amy started mingling, talking about the bikes, her modeling, and the club members. She felt like a famous star, receiving all the attention, along with requests for pictures. The men were more eager to put their hands on her waist through pictures, several times feeling hands roam over her ass, but she didn't mind as long as the camera was clicking.

"Looks like you have met everyone," said Robert into her ear from behind.

"I think so too. Everyone is so nice. You have a good group of friends, Robert," Amy responded.

"Well, now they are your friends too. What did you think of Lucy and Ty? They are very fond of you."

"She is so sweet. And beautiful! Not many Asian women are blessed with curves like that."

"Haha," Robert chuckled. "Yes, she is blessed with curves. Would you like to play with her?" asked Robert in a casual way while he looked out over the room next to her.

She put her hand on his arm, "Are you serious? Did she say she wanted me?"

"She did. They both did actually. Asked me how they could contact you directly. I told them they could through me," he said, turning and looking into her eyes. "They didn't know you were mine, and now they do."

"Oh, um wow. It's flattering for sure," Amy said, suddenly nervous and not knowing what Robert was thinking.

"So would you like to play with them?" he asked again.

"Um, do you want me to?" she said, lowering her eyes.

"That's the answer I was wanting to hear," he said with a big smile. "Right now I want you to go remove your plug and stay in this dress the rest of the night," kissing her on the forehead and walking to the patio.

She watched him from the living room, mingling with his wealthy friends on the patio, wondering what he had told Tyrone and Lucy about her. Wondering if he planned on sharing her with them, and the sudden thought made her nipples stiffen. "Oh my god, I wonder if it's true about black men?" she thought as she went to the bedroom to remove her plug.

She walked around the house, talking with everyone who stopped her, casually mingling and getting to know everyone, when she spotted Megan between two men and a woman talking. She went over to join them, putting her hand around Megan's waist.

"Oh, you two know each other?" one of the men asked.

"We do. Quit well actually," smiled Megan while putting her around Amy onto her ass.

The men started asking questions about her modeling and the bikes. "Which bike is her favorite," was the common question everyone asked. As she was describing the flame bike and the dress she was to wear with it, she saw Lucy make eye contact with her from across the pool, then motioned to the house, as she stepped inside.

She made her way back to the house, casually searching for Lucy. She caught a glimpse of her upstairs, overlooking the living room, before turning and walking into a bedroom. Now she was curious. She made her way carefully up the stairs in her tiny dress and high heels. She stopped in front of the door saw Lucy go in, and knocked lightly.

"Just a minute," came Lucy's voice.

"No problem, I um, was just looking for you," replied Amy.

"Amy? Is that you?"

"Yes. I'll come back."

"No, please come in."

Amy turned the knob and stepped in slowly, looking around the big room and closing the door behind her. As soon as she stepped around the door and a wall towards the big bathroom she saw Lucy on her knees, stroking and sucking on the biggest, blackest, cock she had ever seen. Tyrone was leaning against the counter, his hands back on the counter, watching his little Asian wife pleasure him. "I should come back later," Amy managed to get out.

"Not at all. Come here," said Lucy, not taking both hands off the big cock and looking at her. "If he doesn't blow his load a couple of times a day he gets grouchy. Don't you babe?" looking up at Tyrone.

"Just keep stroking," growled Tyrone.

Amy watched in awe as Lucy used both her small hands up and down on the big shaft. Amy sat on the make-up stool and watched, her pussy dripping.

"Ever seen a big black cock," Tyrone asked with a deep chuckle.

Amy shook her head no, and continued to stare. She watched Lucy plunge her mouth down on it until she made herself choke, then pull it back out, saliva coating the black shaft, using her spit to stroke more.

"You wanna taste, baby? Go ahead! Get down on your knees and suck it with her," Tyrone directed.

Amy shook her head no, feeling her pussy drip.

"Have a taste?" Lucy encouraged, holding the big dark purple head to Amy.

"Oh my god," moaned Amy, clamping her thighs together tight. "I can't without permission," Amy whispered.

Lucy stood up and smiled. "You are a very good girl, Amy," and leaned in to kiss her. "You passed a very important test. Most women wouldn't hesitate to experience this big cock. I'll tell Robert you did well," she said as she unhooked the back of her dress, exposing her big tits. "You can stay and watch if you want," as she lifted her dress over her waist, exposing her perfect ass, and bent over the side of the bed.

Amy froze seeing her tiny Asian body bent over the side of the bed, and Tyrone lining up behind her, holding his monster cock in his hand.

She quickly turned and headed for the door before she wouldn't be able to stop herself from doing more than watching. As she closed the door behind her, she could hear the whimpers of Lucy being impaled.

When Amy found Robert alone in the kitchen, she slid up next to him and whispered, "That was a naughty test," squeezing his arm.

Robert smiled to himself without looking at her. "If you are down here telling me this already, it means you passed."

"I think I did. It was so tempting, Robert. Oh my god, he is huge," she whispered, then giggled.

"Yes, he is. You wanted to experience that big black cock, didn't you?" he whispered, turning to face her.

"I, um, god Robert. I don't know. Do you want me to? I don't know how Lucy takes such a big thing," looking down nervously.

"Good answer, baby. Let's not get ahead of ourselves. Did you see Megan and Dale are here?"

"I did," Amy responded with a smile. "Megan helped me get into this dress," blushing, knowing Robert would know they played.

He chuckled, "Yeah, she really likes you. I think everyone loved you today. Let's go out on the patio and introduce you to some people."

They walked out to the back patio, noticing most people were leaving as the sun was now setting. Jerry had his lights and equipment already packed up and there were a few couples left. Monica, the beautiful blonde with the red bike, was talking with Megan and Dale next to her bike as they made their way to them.

Monica greeted Amy with another light hug and kiss on the cheek, thanking her for a wonderful time and the photo with her bike. "Are you available for lunch this week?" she asked in front of everyone this time.

"Um, well, sure," looking to Robert for help, not sure if she should accept without his permission.

"Sounds like a great idea. You should," encouraging Amy that it was acceptable.

"Great, I will call you this week, Amy," Monica said before excusing herself and calling it a night.

"Should we move the party inside," asked Dale, putting his arm around Megan and squeezing her little ass.

"I think we shall," laughed Robert, toasting Dale with his beer bottle. "But first I need to do something with my baby girl," he said putting down his beer on a nearby pub table. Reaching into his pocket he pulled out Amy's collar she left in her bag.

Seeing her collar in Robert's hand, she blushed and flushed. Was she in trouble or did he anticipate this? Still in her heels, she immediately lowered herself to her knees in front of him and looked up.

"You got yourself a hot obedient one there Rob," said Dale as they watched. "You see how fast she went to her knees?" looking at Megan.

"Yes, Daddy," Megan whispered, going to her knees in front of Dale. "I'll stay here as long as you like, Daddy," unbuckling his pants.

"Lift your hair, baby girl," Robert directed as he clasped the collar around Amy's neck.

Amy lifted her hair off her neck, felt the cool silver against her skin, and shivered. She could feel her juices dripping and her nipples ached looking up at Robert collaring her. "Thank you, Sir," she whispered.



Robert turned her head with his hand to the side to see Megan's mouth bobbing on Dale's big cock with eagerness.

That was all she needed to see and began undoing Robert's pants quickly. He was semi by the time she freed him and wrapped her red lips around his cock and began sucking.

"We are lucky men," Dale said to Robert, watching the two girls suck their cocks.

"Yes, we are! I am going to reward her with a special gift if she keeps this up," Robert told him, holding Amy's hair in his hands.

"The same gift Meg got in this very house?" asked Dale.

Robert nodded, enjoying Amy's lips working his cock while looking up at him. Looking down into her eyes encouraged her to deep-throat him all she could handle and then some more.

Hearing him talking about giving her a special gift, and his ice-blue eyes looking at her suck his cock made her want to pleasure him even more. She forced herself down on him further, breathing thru her noise as she gagged herself with his cock.

Dale and Robert pulled their girls off their cocks at the same time and zipped their pants back up. Megan and Amy looked at each other, both catching their breath, saliva, and drool dripping from both their chins, and leaned into each other and kissed as the men walked inside the house.

They wiped the drool off each other's lips and chins, when Amy asked, "Megan, will you take a pic of me to send to my husband?"

"Looking like a slut on her knees?" chuckled Megan as if she was joking.

"Yes, please?" pleased Amy, wiping off any residual spit on her chin and face. She cupped her tits in her hands, almost showing nipples as she looked up at Megan.

Megan started taking pictures on her phone, which stoked the fire inside Amy with every sound of a new picture. She started posing more, then stood and leaned forward, exposing her tits, with her hands on her knees. "He's going to see what a hot slut he has for a wife," she teased.

"Good!" As she turned around and bent at the waist, her dress riding up, exposing her ass and pussy.

"Fuck, your pussy looks so hot glistening wet!"

Amy giggled and stood back up. "Let's get inside. I am curious what gift Robert has for me," taking Megan by the arm.

Megan stopped Amy and looked into her eyes. "Just be open-minded and relax, okay? If you relax and just live in the moment you will love it!"

"You know what is it?"

"I think so. Dale said it was the same gift he gave me. You are going to love it, just relax and embrace the moment."

"Okay. Yeah, sure," Amy giggled, more excited than ever.

"Hey girls," said Robert, pouring 4 glasses of Champaign, "We thought you two were never going to come inside," he chuckled.

"Did everyone already leave?" asked Amy with a pouting face and lower lip.

"Just about," said Robert, looking at Dale who handed a glass to Megan. "There are still a couple more people, I think they are in the red room," handing Amy her glass. "To a beautiful day with beautiful friends, and a night of beautiful experiences with those we enjoy most," toasted Robert looking into Amy's eyes.

Amy blushed deeply, lowering her eyes, wondering what experiences she was about to have. She briefly thought of what Brian must be doing, if he had any clue she was about to fuck her hot friends while he was at home jerking off to her photos. "What's this surprise?" asked Amy bashfully.

Dale looked at Megan and almost laughed, Megan bit her lower lip, afraid to show any sign of jealousy, and Robert took her by the hand and kissed it.

"Let me check on it," he said, as he walked out of the living room toward a back hallway. She heard a door open and close, while taking Megan's hand and asked, "Should I be nervous? Why am I so nervous?"

"Don't worry, sweetie. You will love it, trust me," smiling big at Amy, then to Dale.

"It'll be life-changing," encouraged Dale, putting his hand on her shoulder gingerly.

Robert came back rubbing his hands, "Okay baby, come with me," he said taking her hand. Her heels clicked down the tile hallway to a bedroom door. "First I need you to put this on for me," as he pulled a black blindfold over her eyes. "Can you see anything?"

"No, it's dark. I'm nervous," she said with a tremble in her voice.

Robert leaned in, "Do you trust me?"

Amy nodded, holding Robert's hands.

"Would I let anything bad happen to you?"

"Of course not, Daddy."

"Then trust me. Do as you are told and you will have an incredible night," kissing her on the cheek gingerly and opening the door.

As he guided her inside, the room had a warmth, with a fresh flower scent, probably candles as her other senses took over. There was light jazz music playing softly, her heels digging into the plush carpet she hadn't seen anywhere else in the house.

"I'm going to lower your dress," he whispered in her ear.

Amy relaxed her shoulders, feeling the thin straps sliding off her shoulders, down to her waist, feeling her breasts exposed as she instinctively held them in her hands. Her dress was pushed down over her hips and ass and to the floor. She felt Robert's hands on her legs, lifting her feet out of her dress. She put her hand out, almost stumbling and Megan's hand was there to steady her.

"Go to your knees, baby," Robert directed.

With her strong legs, she squatted, then moved to her knees easily, sitting up on her knees. She suddenly felt something attached to her collar, that Robert must be holding. Her mind swirling, not knowing what was happening, or was about to happen to her.

"Baby, when I take your blindfold off, you are to obey every command you are given. Understand?

"Yes, Daddy. I think so," Amy mumbled. "Only instructions from you, right?"

"Baby, you are in a safe place called the Red Room. Tonight you are to obey any instruction given. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Good girl, sit up straight," as he yanked on the other end of her collar, forcing her to straighten her back.

"Here you go," Robert said to someone.

"Thanks, Rob, are you going to hang around and watch?" said the deep voice.

"Of course, I need to make sure she is well-trained," he chuckled.

She felt a big hand touching the top of her head, moving her hair behind her ears, and then a sudden tug on her collar. The yank made her straighten up again, making her boobs jiggle and a slight whimper escape her lips.

"You ready to see what kind of experience Rob is gifting you with, sugar?" came the deep voice.

The voice sounded familiar, and now she was concerned and extremely aroused. She nodded her head quickly, trying to find her voice. "Yes," in a barely audible gasp leaving her lips.

The collar suddenly yanked her neck up, causing her to almost come off her knees, choking her. "You will address me as 'Sir', understand slut?" boomed the deep voice.

"Yes, Yes Sir," feeling her pussy drip and nipples ache. "Oh shit, did being called a slut just turn me on?" she thought. Her hands went directly to her bare tits, cupping them in her hands, soothing her tender nipples in her warm hands.

"Did I tell you to touch your fucking big tits?" slapping her hands away. "Rob, I don't know if I can work with this slut."

"I'm sorry, Sir. I'll be better, I promise," she blurted out, shocking herself with her voice.

"You better be better," taking both her nipples in his big fingers and tweaking them. "Maybe I should just leave your blindfold on."

"If you wish, Sir." she whimpered feeling her nipples being pulled.

"Hmm, she learns quickly," chuckling.

She felt the blindfold start to peel from her eyes and blinked quickly, seeing the red glow from the dim red lights along the walls, in the semi-dark room. As her eyes adjusted she looked up to see a big black man, naked standing in front of her. It was Tyrone, hands on his hips, his big black cock hanging between his legs like a baseball bat. She swallowed, unsure what she should do or say anything, and waited for the next command. The size of his cock was shocking and had her mesmerized.

"I saw you watching Lucy enjoying it earlier. Makes your little white pussy tremble doesn't it?" he said with another deep chuckle.

"Yes. Yes, Sir," staring at the big mushroom head. She broke her focus and took in the room around her, Lucy was sitting in a swing, suspended from the ceiling, naked, Robert was sitting on a big cushioned bench, and Megan was on her knees sucking Dale while he watched her.

He took his cock in his hand and began rubbing the head over her face, cheeks, and lips. He slapped her face with his semi cock, telling her to get it harder.

She made eye contact with Robert, watching her intently, and he gave her a nod. She looked up at Tyrone, stick her tongue out as far as she could, and licked the underside of his monster cock to his balls. When she reached his big smooth balls, she could feel the head of his cock on top of her head, knowing it had to be at least 10 inches. Licking back up his shaft to the head, she opened her mouth to put the head into her mouth, stretching her jaw open wide.

"That's it. Be a good big titty slut and suck my cock good," putting his hands in her hair, forcing her mouth down on him deeper.

Feeling the pressure on the back of her head and his dirty words lit a fire inside her. Twisting her lips and mouth on his cock, forcing him to the back of her throat, she held the base of his cock in her hand. She focused on her breathing while enjoying the massive cock becoming rock hard in her mouth, tasting the saltiness of Lucy on her tongue.

"Fuck! She is good, Rob. Let's see what the lil slut is capable of," as he held her hair and started fucking her mouth.

The compliment made her shiver, realizing that maybe she does love being Robert's slut, sucking the big black cock into her throat, letting the drool and saliva run out the sides of her mouth, dripping down her chin onto her chest. She held her mouth open and looked up at her temporary master, eyes watering, and the only sound coming was the "gulk, gulk, gulk" from the throat fucking she was getting.

Tyrone pulled out of her mouth, and told Lucy to braid her hair as he walked to the swing Lucy was sitting in.

She gasped for air as soon as her mouth was empty, saliva dripping down her chin as she gasped. She felt her hair being tugged back, as Lucy stood behind her, quickly braiding her hair into pigtails.

"You did good, Amy," Lucy complimented in her ear. "Most women can't handle that big dick in the throat. I hope your little pussy can handle it as well," wiping the saliva off her cheek and chin, scooping it into her mouth. "Don't worry, I'll be here to kiss your pussy better after he is done with you," she giggled.

"Bring the slut over here, baby," directed Tyrone.

"Get your ass up," Lucy commanded with a yank of the leash.

Amy stood quickly, rolling from her toes to a deep squat and standing, flexing her quads and glute muscles. She followed Lucy to the swing, Tyrone had now adjusted to his height, noticing his cock had not softened an inch.

"Oh my god, I am going to be impaled," she thought. knowing where she was about to be placed.

Tyrone inspected the braids, giving them both a good tug, and causing a whimper. "Put your arms around my neck so I can put your ass in the swing," he directed her.

"Yes, Sir," putting her hands around his big thick neck, lifting herself as he moved the swing under her.

"Damn you are strong," noticing the ease of hoisting herself up. "We're gonna need to restrain these legs," as he cuffed her ankles to the spreader bar attached to the top of the swing. "Damn, look at this pretty pussy," he said to no one, admiring her smooth glistening pink pussy. His big black fingers parted her lips and pinched her clit lightly, causing a gasp and whimper to escape. "Oh you like that, don't you?" as he pinched her swollen clit again.

Her juices gushed on his fingers as she tilted her head back to try to relax what was coming. "Fuck, this is amazing," she thought to herself, lifting her head to watch Tyrone play with her. When his big finger entered her pussy, she gasped, suddenly satisfied to be filled.

He started stabbing her pussy with his middle finger, fast and rough. "Oh you like that don't you slut?" he chuckled hearing her whimpers.

"Yes, Sir!" she moaned. throwing her head back again.

He stood up and slapped her pussy with his cock, causing her juices to splash on both their thighs.

"Oh god," Amy whined.

Tyrone laughed and put the head of his big black monster at her entrance.

"Daddy, don't you think she needs a little more prep?" Lucy asked concerned.

Amy grabbed the downward rope for the swing and looked between her legs.

"She'll be fine, she's strong! I need to fuck this little white slut good," pushing his head into her entrance.

"Oh Fuck," feeling her pussy being stretched open. "Sir! Oh my god,"

"Too much for you?" he grinned, pushing further inside her.

Biting her lip, almost making it bleed, she gasped and blurted, "No, Sir!" challenging him.

"You greedy lil slut," as he shoved into her, making her scream. "That's it, scream it out slut!!

"Fuu...," gasping, unable to get words to come out. Her eyes were wide, her mouth open, feeling her pussy getting impaled and stretched by the monster cock inside her. The sounds of her pussy juices, his balls slapping against her exposed asshole made her buck her hips. "I'm cumming!" she screamed suddenly.

"The fuck you are!" Tyrone growled, pulling his cock out, leaving her empty.

"Fuck, fuck," gasping for air, finding her voice, panting, sweat beading on her head and chest.

"You need to earn it! Gotta ask for permission before you cum! Understand slut?" slapping her pussy with his cock.

"Yes! Yes, Sir!" Amy whined, squirming in the swing she was confined. She looked him in the eyes, then down at her glistening pink pussy. She was already becoming swollen, and open.

Tyrone grabbed her thighs and pulled the swing into him, forcing his cock back into her. Her moans and whimpers were driving him crazy, making him want to fuck her harder as he moved her on the swing back and forth.

The sudden deep invasion took her breath away again, bucking her hips and throwing her head back, trying to catch her breath as the orgasm built up inside her again. "Pleeeaaasse!!" she screamed.

"Fuck no! Take it like a slut!" he commanded, not slowing his pace.

"Yessss, Sir!" she screamed, feeling her insides begging for release.

"Are you a big titty slut?" he asked in a growl.

"Yes! Fuck! I'm a big titty slut, Sir!" feeling her pussy going numb with pain and pleasure. "Please, Sir!!" she screamed out loud, looking over to Robert for help.

Megan was naked, kneeling between his legs, bobbing her mouth on her Daddy's big cock. Their eyes locked, "Please, Daddy," she whimpered softly. Envy rose inside her.

Seeing her begging Robert for help, he needed to refocus her on him. "Look at me slut!" slapping her big left boob with his big black hand.

"Aye!" she moaned, holding the ropes tight, looking up into his dark eyes.

He thrust into her hard and deep with a grin, making her whimper.

Tears started flowing, biting her lower lip, trying to contain her orgasm. You're a black cock loving slut now aren't you?" he teased.

"Yes, Sir. Fuck me!" she whimpered, gritting her teeth.

That was all he needed to hear as he started pounding her pussy mercilessly, using the swing as leverage, bottoming out on her cervix as she started to scream uncontrollably. He yanked his cock from her pussy before she orgasmed and smiled, admiring her bright red swollen pussy. "Now that is a well fucked pussy! What do you think Rob?"

"God, she is so swollen!" commented Robert, moving Megan away from his cock as he stood and walked to them. He stroked her hair out of her sweaty face, "You doing okay, baby?"

Panting, gasping for air, her eyes in a haze, feeling herself about to throw up, she could only nod her head. Her mouth dry from the panting and screaming, she licked her lips, trying to get words out, "Are you happy with me, Daddy?"

"Of course, baby. You are doing good," as he moved in front of Tyrone, letting her know who was still in charge. He looked at her abused, frothy pussy and touched caressed her swollen lips.

"Aye," she whimpered. Eyes watery, "Please, Daddy. Can I cum?"

"When you are done learning who owns you," as he stepped back and told Tyrone to continue to the next position.

Amy almost started sobbing but gritted her teeth as her ankles were unbuckled.

Lucy squirted cool liquid lube onto her pussy that made Amy shriek, then appreciated the coolness on her pussy. Lucy helped her out of the swing, supporting Amy on her shaking legs. "You're going to be thankful for that in a minute," walking her to Tyrone, already sitting on a couch.

Lucy squirted lube onto Tyrone's cock while he was stroking himself. taking the leash from her.

Amy waited patiently, her pussy on fire, wanting to do a light squat to let her pussy relax and breathe, but Tyrone stood and directed her to the couch. Not knowing what else to do, she sat naked on the leather sofa, feeling her juices dripping and her tender pussy ache as she kept her knees together.

"What the fuck? We're not having a tea party here, slut. Get up on your knees. Let those big white titties hang over the back," Tyrone demanded, stroking his black meat.

"Yes, Sir," Amy said in a whisper, on the edge of exhaustion, knowing she was about to be impaled from behind. Tensing nervously, looking back over her shoulder at him staring at her ass, praying he wouldn't touch her ass with his massive cock.

Megan was now standing in front of her, naked, with drool on her chest. "Girl, you are doing so much better than I handled him, my first time," she encouraged her, stroking her hair.

She looked up at her, then back at Tyrone who was guiding his big black cock back into her. She knew it wasn't going into her ass without lots of lube, so she relax and tried to smile through her soreness.

"I know you want more," he teased, pushing into her pussy with a strong thrust.

"Ugh," she gasped, lowering her head to try to relax her abused pussy. But the moment was short-lived when her head was yanked back by her new pigtails.

"Yeah!" exclaimed Tyrone, enjoying himself. "Gonna ride you good now, slut!" building his rhythm with harder thrusts.

"Fuck!" moaned Amy, looking up at Megan. "Fuck! He's so big," she whimpered, feeling her pussy being pounded relentlessly. She did the only thing she could think of, and clamped her muscles, gripping his cock the best she could, and gritted her teeth to take his pounding.

"Damn, she is strong as fuck!" groaned Tyrone, slowing his pace to a stop.

"I warned you!" laughed Robert. "I'm getting close, guys" as he slowed his pace with Lucy sucking Dale and taking Robert from behind.

Tyrone pulled out of Amy and sat down on the couch next to her with a thud, his cock hard and glistening with Amy's juices.

Amy gasped, feeling her pussy suddenly empty, and relaxed. Her body was still shaking, as she melted into the couch, thankful for the relief. With her eyes almost rolling back into her head, mouth open, she looked up at Megan, still caressing her forehead, thankful for the gentleness.

"How many times have you orgasmed," asked Megan in a whisper.

Amy just shrugged. She was afraid to move. Afraid another touch or movement on her tender, wrecked pussy would cause another orgasm, as she relaxed her breathing.

"They're almost done," whispered Megan. "The last part is the best."

Amy looked up at her, questioning with her eyes, what last part?

"Get your ass up here. Let's see how a big titty slut can ride a big cock."

"Yes, Sir," Amy said, exacerbated and exhausted. "This should be easier, I have control," she thought, climbing on top of the big black man. She guided his monster cock into her pussy, shocked at how easily she sank on it.



"Your pussy is soo loose now," chuckled Tyrone. "Let's see how strong those legs are. You best start riding and bouncing those big tits until I tell you to stop! Understand slut?" he growled, gripping her throat.

Choking, she coughed out, "Yes, Sir," and started riding his cock, controlling how deep she went. Her quads burned as she lifted and lowered herself, feeling her pussy being pulled and invaded, yelping whenever he would pull her down on him deeper. She grabbed her tits and fed them to him, encouraging him to suck her hard, tender nipples.

"That's it. Ride it good now! Feels good doesn't it, slut?" popping a nipple from his thick lips.

"God, yes!" she hissed, feeling her orgasm building again. "Yes, Sir!" she quickly corrected herself. "I love riding your big black dick," she moaned, her hands on his chest as she bounced.

Dale appeared in front of her, next to Megan on the backside of the couch, stroking his cock. "Take her picture, baby. She looks amazing bouncing with those big tits," he told her.

Megan grabbed her phone and started taking pics of her bouncing. Seeing the camera, and the sounds of the clicks, the pain in her pussy was no longer on her mind. She started smiling at the camera, holding her tits as they bounced. She put both hands behind her head, bouncing, pushing through the burning in her legs. Seeing Megan put the camera down, looking behind her, she turned to see Robert lubing his cock behind her. "Oh my god, no!" she thought.

Robert put his hand on her back, pushing her into Tyrone's chest. Tyrone grabbed her ass cheeks in both hands, while Robert poured a liberal amount of lube down the crack of her ass.

"Relax, baby girl. You will love it," Robert told her, looking into her eyes. "Who owns your ass?" he asked.

"You do, Daddy," she whispered reluctantly, feeling his finger pressing into her lubed asshole. "Oh, fuck," she gasped.

"Just relax! Fuck, I love your ass," Robert groaned, pushing himself through her tight ring.

"Aye! Fuuuuck," she screamed, feeling her body being stretched to the limit.

"Fuck, yeah!" Tyrone encouraged Robert. "Fuck that ass, bro!"

She was on the verge of losing control of her entire body, everything as her hips started bucking and shaking. She screamed out loud, and lost control, feeling herself pee.

"Shit!" Tyrone laughed. "She just squirted!" feeling the warm fluid all over his waist and cock.

She was no longer focused on the huge cock in her pussy, the one in her ass was overwhelming her sensations as they fucked her in rhythm. She was about to be pushed further, as she gasped, between screams, moans, and whimpers. She had her face buried into Tyrone's chest when her hair was yanked back and to the side of her. As her eyes opened, another cock was right in her face.

"Suck it!" came the growl from Dale, stuffing his cock into her mouth.

The arousal of having a wet hard cock in her mouth made her suck him, deep throat him with eagerness, her holes going numb.

"Fuck, here I cum," groaned Robert, exploding inside her ass.

The sudden warmness flooding her bowels made her gasp, and remove Dale's cock from her mouth as she realized what just happened. She stroked Dale tight in her hand.

"Fuck, here I cum!" announced Tyrone, dislodging Amy from his cock and Robert easing out of her ass at the same time.

The sudden emptiness made her cry out loud. She felt her body being manhandled and didn't care as she was pulled to the floor. She sat back on her feet, barely able to hold herself up from exhaustion, her hands were placed around a cock. With Tyrone and Dale in her hands, she just stroked, looking up at them.

"That's it. Milk it!" Tyrone groaned.

"Stick that tongue out. Going to paint your pretty face," moaned Dale, looking down at her.

She stuck her tongue out and immediately felt the blast of warm man juice hitting her cheek and nose. She gasped but didn't pull back, with her mouth open, another stream hit her tongue and into her mouth, while another landed across her forehead, dripping onto her right eye. She took a deep breath, tasting cum, and swallowing, feeling more drops of cum landing on her cheeks from both men.

"Damn, that was amazing," exhaled Tyrone, walking back to the couch.

Feeling the men walk away from her, leaving her with cum covering her face and chest, she collapsed onto the floor. As she leaned to the side, the sudden pain in her pussy came to life as she touched herself in comfort.

Megan was kneeling next to her, cleaning her gingerly with a warm wet towel when she opened her eyes.

"Wow, you okay, sweetie?"

"Yeah, I think so," uncurling from the fetal position when she passed out. The sudden burn in her pussy came to life. "God, I'm sore."

"I can't believe you handled that! I passed out when he took me ass while riding Tyrone."

"Was this a test?"

"Sort of. He wants to see how obedient you will truly be. You passed!" smiling and wiping a glob of cum off her cheek.

Looking around the empty room, "What now?" Amy asked.

"I'll get Robert. He has been checking on you and just wanted you to relax. Do you want to sit on the couch?"

"No, I don't think I can move or sit anywhere," she groaned, parting her legs as she leaned on her hip. "Oh my god," as a big glob of cum leaked from her ass on the floor under her.

Robert walked into the room, shirtless wearing just shorts, and kneeled next to her. "You did wonderful, baby girl. How do you feel?" caressing her matted hair out of her face.

"Really sore. My kitty is such a mess," tears building in her eyes as she looked down at her bright red, swollen pussy.

"She will return to normal in a couple of days. We just need to care for you now," coaxed Robert. "How about we get you into a hot shower and let your muscles relax," scooping her into his arms and carrying her into his bedroom bathroom.

Megan had already turned the shower on, as she tiptoed out, wearing a tiny bikini, to let them talk.

He set her down on the shower bench, and let the water run over her as he gently pulled her braids out and started washing her body gently with a luffa. He washed the cum out of her hair, off the rest of her face and body, parting her legs as he was gently to touch her.

"You came so much in my ass, I'm going to be leaking you all weekend," she tried to giggle.

"Well, it's a good thing Ty didn't cum inside you. He came like a firehose."

"I don't remember much after both of you were inside me. Fuck," looking down at her swollen red pussy. "So what now? Was it a test?"

"It was a test to see how far you would be willing to go to please me. Obey an instruction you have been given. You earned my trust, and I yours. But there is 1 more thing you should probably do. It's up to you, and I'm not telling you what to do here, but you should think about telling Brian you are mine. You are still his wife, and I am sure you love him dearly as much as he loves you. But you are adding me into your life," he said softly with a gently slight smile out of respect, not demeaning.

"I know. I thought about how to tell him. It's why I had Megan take pictures of me today. And thank you."

"Thank me for what?"

"For this today. As sore as I am now, I had an amazing time. And there would be no way I would let that huge black man inside me, let alone both of you if you didn't give me to him," she smiled and tried to giggle again. "Will this be a normal thing I should expect?" she asked cautiously concerned.

"No, not at all. Dale will be the only other man I share you with unless you ask me to or something out of the norm." holding her now clean body to his.

She pulled away and tried sitting up straight, looking between her legs at her pussy, "You think she will go back the way she was?" looking at the gaped hole and hew raw tender skin.

"Yes, Magan has something to put on it for you," as he caressed her thighs up to her bright red pussy, feeling her tense. "See, your lips are shrinking back already," lightly running his finger over her outer lips. "Your natural juices will also help, so don't wear panties for a few days."

Robert helped her walk out onto the patio, to join their four friends in the pool, wearing shorts and a bikini top. As soon as the group saw her approach, they all applauded and welcomed her.

Megan got out of the pool and put her arms around her. "The cool pool water will help," as she took over from Robert and guided her into the water.

As soon as the cool water hit her pussy, she closed her eyes and let her body relax. When she opened them, Tyrone was standing in front of her with a smile on his face. "No more of you today," putting her hands up.

The group laughed together. "It was all part of welcoming you. You are a beautiful woman, Amy. Thank you for letting me be part of your experience today," he said softly.

The big, mean, black man who was bull fucking her earlier had transformed into a gentleman. "I understand. And thank you," pulling him in for a hug.

"And if you ever need a big black cock again, you just let me know, girl!" he teased and laughed. The group, including Amy, laughed with him.

"I'll keep that in mind," responded Amy.

"You hear that! You hear that?" Tyrone shouted, turning to the group. "She didn't say, 'hell no'," and they all laughed together.

The close group of friends spent the next hours lounging in the pool under the stars until 1 AM when Amy told Robert she needed to get home.
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Amy Becomes an Official Hotwife

Reading the previous stories in the series, "A Naive Wife's Boudoir Photoshoot" will give you a better perspective of how Amy got herself to this new lifestyle. Once the shy wallflower, overweight wife and mom to the beautiful lingerie and bikini model, and now hot wife, it is an incredibly erotic journey for Amy. This chapter is about how Brian, her overweight voyeur husband, handles the reality of having a hot wife.

Amy woke Sunday morning, the sun coming through the blinds, rolling to her side, the sore rawness of her tender pussy jolt her fully awake.

"Oh god," she whispered, keeping her legs together, and looking around the bedroom for Brian. Her fingers ran over her collar necklace, still around her neck, making her shiver. She ran her fingers down her body, between her thighs, remembering the night before. Her pussy lips, were still swollen, as she caressed herself, thinking about the fucking she received from Robert and his friend Tyrone. "Shit," scooping a glob of residual cum leaking from her, and cleaning her fingers with her mouth. Hearing the boys playing outside, she sat up and went to the bathroom.

She could have stayed in the hot shower all day, but needed to face Brian and get her day going. Standing in her towel, picking out a sundress so her kitty could breathe and relax, her closet door opened.

"Did you enjoy yourself last night?" Brian asked.

Was he accusing her or upset she got home late? "I had so much fun. Sorry, I was out a little later than I expected."

"Amy, you didn't get home until almost 2 am! Where were you?" he asked, trying to be stern.

"Honey, I was with Lizzy. She dragged me from place to place. I am just glad I didn't drink like she was drinking," smiling, hoping he believed her. She needed to change the subject, so she dropped her towel.

"What? What are you doing?" he stumbled, trying to be mad while staring at his naked wife.

"I'm getting dressed," running her fingers over her nipples. "Why? Want me to stay naked?"

"You, um. I just. I just wished you would have called," staring at her hardening nipples in her fingers.

"Sorry. I will next time. I did get more pictures for your photo album I think you will like," smiling at him, as she played with her tits in both hands.

"Yeah?" feeling his cock harden.

"Ah uh. After shopping we changed into dresses and went out. Lizzy said I looked hot."

"Um, what? What did you wear? Where did you go?"

"I'll tell you, but you have to stroke for me," reaching out and rubbing his dick over his sweats.

He immediately pulled his dick out, hard in his hand, and started stroking, staring at his wife's body.

"I wore a red, tight, spaghetti strap dress Lizzy got me," dragging out each adjective slowly to tease him. "It was low cut, showing a lot of cleavage," cupping both her bare tits in her hands. "It was tight on my hips," running her hands down her hips and thighs. "It stopped right here," her fingernails running over the top of her thighs. "I hope it wasn't too short?" parting her legs. "What do you think so far?" reaching out, taking his hard dick in her hand again.

"It, um. It sounds hot, honey."

"I loved the looks I got. Lizzy said everyone was looking at my tits," teasing him as she stroked him. "It made me so wet seeing people stare," looking for the reaction on his face.

"It, um," he swallowed hard. "It turned you on? Seeing men stare?" he asked sheepishly.

"It did. I got so wet. Doesn't it turn you on seeing my pictures?" gripping his dick in her hand tighter.

"Ah uh," nodding, watching her.

"Good. I love turning you on," moving her face closer to his, kissing his lips through his shaggy beard. "I also love turning other men on," moving her face away from his.

Brian grunted, his dick throbbed at the thought of other men looking at his wife.

"You like other men looking at me don't you?" looking down at his dick in her hand.

"I don't know. I guess," letting out another moan.

"Just tell me if you do, honey. Do you like men looking at your wife? Eye fucking your wife?" grinning at him.

"Yes! It's so hot," he exclaimed.

"Good," she whispered, smiling before looking down at his hard dick in her hand. She let a long string of drool fall from her mouth onto his dick, lubing his shaft. "I sometimes get so wet I want to touch myself."

"Oh god," he moaned, looking down at his saliva-covered dick.

She took his right hand and put it between her thighs, hoping she wouldn't feel too raw to be touched. She didn't have a plan, but loved turning him on and talking about her new life she wanted him to have some part in playing. She wanted to tell him more, seeing how much it aroused him. "Touch my pussy. This is how wet I get when men look at me with lust," pushing his palm against her bare lips.

"Amy!" he gasped. "So wet," then moaned as she started pumping his dick in her hand faster.

"Push your fingers inside," she told him, looking into his eyes.

He didn't hesitate, and pushed two fingers inside her, looking at her for approval.

"God, yes!" she moaned, wanting more in her stretched pussy from the night before. She pulled his hand away from her pussy, and lifted it to her mouth, sucking and cleaning her juices, tasting Tyrone's cum off his fingers. "So creamy, warm, and gooey," she whispered with a smile. "Would you like me to jerk you off on my tits?"

"Can I put it inside?" he grunted, trying not to cum.

She gave him a grin. "Yes! But only if you tell me how much you love showing me off while you fuck me and you eat my pussy after?" turning around for him to look at her thick ass as she bent over.

"Okay. Okay," he said excitedly moving in behind her in the closet.

"Promise me you will eat me and tell me how much you love showing me off and having a hot wife," she demanded, pushing her ass against his hard dick.

"I promise," he grunted, pushing the head of his dick into her pussy.

She barely felt his smaller dick inside her, but still tender from being fucked raw, it felt good. She reached back and slapped her ass. "Say it!" she demanded.

"I love showing you off!" he grunted, pushing his cock to the base inside her, gripping her hips. "I love having a hot wife," he grunted, working up his rhythm and thrusts.

"That's it! Yes, Honey! You love men eye fucking me don't you!?"

"I do!" pumping into her like a teenager. "I know men want to fuck you!" he blurted, holding her hips, looking at her ass.

"Yes! Fuck me! You want men to fuck me! Say it!" he moaned, her tits swinging and slapping under her.

"God, yes!" he grunted, about to explode.

"Yes, give it to me!" looking down, wanting him to cum. She looked back over her shoulder at him. "Think of another man fucking me," she whispered back to him to encourage him to cum. "Go ahead, say it!" she encouraged.

"Ah, ah, God, yes! I want men to fuck you," erupting inside her.

Amy moaned, hearing his words, looking down, knowing it was getting close to telling him his boss is fucking his wife. She waited, unsure if he came inside her as he held still. "Did you like that?" she asked, looking back at him.

"Oh shit," he gasped, catching his breath. He let his dick slip out of her, a drizzle of cum dropping onto the floor between her legs. "Wow, babe," catching his breath, realizing what he just said.

"My turn," she told him, pulling him out of the closet to the bed. "Do you like watching me?" she asked, laying back on the bed, her knees bent and legs open. She ran her fingers over her freshly fucked pussy, knowing he wasn't the one who made her so swollen, but letting him think so. She caressed her pussy lips, parting them, showing him her pinkness. "You promised," she told him, opening her legs wider. "I know you want to eat my freshly fucked pussy," smiling at him.

"I do," was all he said as he went to his knees next to the bed and licked up her thighs. He stared at her pussy, swollen, bright pink with residual cum leaking. He looked up at her from between her thighs and pressed his tongue against her pussy and started licking. He lapped and lapped at her juices.

Amy watched her husband eat her. "God, yes! You're going to make me cum." She grabbed his hair, pulling his face into her as she lifted her hips. "More!" she gasped, grinding on his mouth, his beard tickling her asshole.

He tried his best to pleasure her, tongue fucking her, sucking on her lips and clit, grinding his mouth into her roughly.

"Yes! Yes! Here I cum," gushing into his beard, looking him in the eyes. She caught her breath, flexed her legs to stop the shake, and moaned, "Hmm, that was great," letting his wet beard tickle her inner thighs. "I'm going to get dressed now. Maybe we can take the boys to the park?"

Brian, still on his knees on the floor, shocked at what he just did for his wife, "Yeah. Um sure." watching her walk back into the closet naked.

Monday morning came quickly after the intense weekend. After kissing the boys and sending them to school on their bikes, she walked with Brian into the garage to his car. "I have something for you," handing him a new small picture frame. "I thought you could put it on your desk, since you liked my dress," grinning at him.

Brian looked at the photo, his wife posing in the small red dress with a smile. At first, he wondered who took the photo, then assumed her friend, Lizzy must have. "I love it. Wow, this dress is small. Maybe I can take you to dinner in it Friday night?" he asked more of a question than an invite.

"You like it, huh?" giving him a grin. "Think you could handle other men looking at me wearing it?" biting her lower lip.

"Yeah. I think so," he said, looking at the photo.

"You're going to be late for work if you keep staring at my picture," and walked back into the house.

Brian arranged his desk, prepping for the day like he always did, then put the new photo of his wife in front of him, and moved the previous picture frame to the credenza behind him. His cock stirred, looking at his stunning wife in the red dress.

"Good morning, Brian!" his boss greeted, poking his head into the open office door. "Oh, Um, good morning, Robert."

Robert smiled and started to move on, but the picture on Brian's desk caught his eye, so he stepped into the small office. "Hey, is this a new picture of your beautiful wife?" picking up the photo, and looking at it closely.

"Um, yeah!" Brian said excitedly. Happy to see his boss notice his wife, "She just gave the photo to me this morning."

"Damn, that dress looks amazing on her," looking at Brian for a reaction and remembering how she looked posing in it. He just smiled back at him proudly. "You have quite the collection, don't you?" picking up another photo of his wife. Without waiting for a response, "You must love showing her off," looking at the picture and then at Brian.

"Um, yes, sir. I'm really proud of her," feeling his dick stir.

"Well, I hope to meet her one day. Maybe you can arrange that?" setting the photos back on the desk.

"Um. Well. Sure, I can."

"Good! Be sure to get that project wrapped up this week. I'm counting on you," as he smiled and walked out.

After spending time on the couch with an ice pack on her still-tender pussy, Amy got her house back in order. Another day without panties, and another day soothing herself. Every time she focused on getting her pussy back to normal, was another moment thinking about why she was sore and the intense big cock fucking she received. By Wednesday, she was back at the gym, starting with weight training before attempting running, squats, or leg workouts.

Thursday afternoon, as everyone was leaving the office, Brian was wrapping up his project notes, and sending emails for his team to work on first thing Friday when his office door swung open. "Afternoon, Robert. I um, should have that project wrapped up tomorrow mid-morning."

"Hey, Brian. Do you have a minute?" closing the office door behind him, sitting in a chair.

"Um, sure," Brian said, unsure of the sudden visit.

"I am a little embarrassed to ask this," Robert started slowly, pausing for effect. "I have exhausted all my other contacts, and need a big favor."

Seeing the opportunity to assist his high-level boss, "What is it? I'd be happy to help any way I can," he said a little too eagerly.

"Well, the thing is," pausing again, as if he was searching for the right words. "I shouldn't even ask. I shouldn't."

"You can tell me, Robert. What do you need?" leaning further over his desk eagerly to help his boss.

"The thing is. I go to a lot of these fundraisers and business dinners. But this time it's for the president of the CR8 company project you are working on. I need to go to support them, especially after all the hiccups in the beginning. You know?" looking at Brian with serious eyes.

"Oh yeah. But we are back on track and they seemed happy with the last couple of updates. How can I help?"

"Not sure you can. I need a date! I have called several women I have dated previously with a couple of rude hang-ups," giving a slight chuckle. "I've never had a problem getting a dinner date before. I'd be the only single guy at the table. Stan even said he's looking forward to meeting a woman who'd date me!" leaning back in his chair.

"Um, well, um. Not sure how I can help now. I don't know that many women," he said sadly, trying to think of a single woman he knew.

"Yeah, I kind of figured. Sorry, Brian. I am just venting," and picked up the photo of Amy on his desk. "I need a wife like yours. That would fix my problem for sure," looking at Amy in her red dress.

"Yeah. I bet," Brian said, leaning back in his chair without being able to help. "Robert, I have an idea!" he sat forward again.

"Forget it! I am not taking you!" he chuckled.

"No, but what if you took Amy?"

"Your wife, Amy? Wow, Brian. I don't know. I mean, we all know you love showing off your hot wife, but really?" he teased.

"Yeah, sure! I think she would like it," he said excitedly, thinking about his wife on a date with another man like the hot wife porn sites he had seen so many times.

"Really? You think she would?" knowing how much she would enjoy it. "Especially in this red dress, or one like it. Damn, she is beautiful."

"I'll ask her as soon as I get home. I'm sure it will be okay. When is this dinner?"

"It's tomorrow night. If she agrees I'll buy her a new dress and anything she needs, and have a car pick her up if you are okay with that?"

"That sounds great! I'll send you a message tonight to confirm," he told Robert happily to help his boss.

Brian called out for Amy as soon as he entered the house.

"Brian, I'm in the kitchen," Amy shouted back.

Excitedly, Brian rushed into the kitchen and told him how his boss, Robert, came into his office today. When he reached the part of the story about his date dilemma, he lowered his voice. "Maybe I should tell you in the bedroom," pulling her hand away from the saucepan she was stirring.

Continuing his story, he shut the bedroom door, "Robert needs a date for this dinner thing he has. I told him you could go to help him. What do you think?"

"So you volunteered me to go with your boss to a dinner? Like a dinner date?" she asked, her heart beating faster, becoming flush, not knowing if she should act excited or shocked.

"Yeah!" his eyes bright with excitement.

"Hmm, what did he like about my red dress?" she asked, wanting to tease him more.

"I'm not sure. He just kept looking at it. Said you looked hot in it."

"So he didn't say anything about my nipples being hard? Or my legs? Or how my ass looked in it?" she asked, almost as if disappointed.

"Um, no. I'm sure he liked them though."

"Hmm. Would you like me to wear a dress like that on a date with him?" she asked coyly, moving closer to him.

"Well, yeah."

"Would it turn you on knowing your hot wife is out on a date with another man?" putting her hand in his beard and running it down his chest and over his big gut.

"Oh," as if suddenly realizing his wife would be out with another man, his stomach got a knot. "I don't know."

"You don't know, or you don't want to say it," her fingers roamed over his dick in his pants, grabbing it.

"God," he mumbled. "I don't know."

"Yes, you do. That's why you're getting hard," she teased. "Tell me you get turned on by me going out on a date with him and I'll do it," she whispered, looking him in the eyes while unzipping his zipper.

"Okay. It turns me on. I want you to go on a date with him," he managed to get out hurriedly.

"Would you like me to wear the red dress without a bra and panties?" she teased, stroking his shaft with her fingers.

"He said he'd buy you a dress."

"Hmm, good. Then tell him I said, 'yes', and he can pick out the dress. As long as it's sexy." tugging on his dick. "Take your pants off," she told him as she let go and walked to her dresser.

He didn't need to be asked twice as his pants went to the floor quickly.

She walked back holding a bottle of Uberlube, which she poured onto his dick. "Start stroking," as she peeled off her top, and squeezed her tits in both her hands over her bra. "What if he gets turned on seeing my tits and ass in my dress?" she asked coyly.

"Um. I, I don't know," stopping his stroking and staring at her tits, waiting for her nipples to pop out.

"Keep stroking. Should I let him touch my tits if he asks or reaches for them?" unhooking her bra, keeping her hands over her nipples.

"I, um. I don't know. Do you want him to?" he mumbled.

"You know I love having my tits played with," squeezing them together, lifting them by her nipples. "It makes me so wet," lifting a nipple to her mouth to lick.

"Oh, god," he whispered.

"Honey, I need to know my rules," said said with a pouty look, playing with her wet hard nipples. "Should I let him touch my tits if I tease him in my dress?" licking her other nipple. She sucked her nipple into her lips, "Tell me."

"Yes, Let him touch."

She grinned. "Okay. I will let him play with my tits for you," smiling big. In a quick motion, she pushed her shorts to her feet and stepped out of them, showing him she was bare. She turned her back to him, put her hands on the wall in front of her, and stuck her ass out to him. "What if he wants to touch my ass? Men love my thick ass," as she flexed her glutes, making her ass cheeks shake.

"Yes!," he grunted, pumping his lubed dick.

"Oh my god," she whispered. "I just got so wet. Another man putting his hand on my ass," reaching back, squeezing her ass cheek, looking at him. "You like that, don't you? Another man grabbing my ass?"

"Fuck, yes," he grunted again, gripping his dick, staring at her thick ass.

Amy giggled, teasing him. She pushed her ass out further, bending over, reaching between her legs, and getting the palm of her hand wet. "Look how wet you made me, talking about being your naughty wife," using her wet palm to slap her ass.

"Fuck!"

"Want him to fuck your wife, don't you?" she asked softly, rubbing her pink pussy for him to see.

He didn't respond, only stared and then looked at his hard dick in his hand.

Looking over her shoulder at him, "Okay. I won't let him fuck me then," she said with a pout and stood back up, her tits pressed against the wall rubbing her ass.

"I didn't say no!" he blurted.

"Oh?" turning around to face him, parting her legs and rubbing her pussy with her fingers. "Then tell me what he can do with me," she whispered, licking her juices off her fingers and moving closer to him. She parted her pussy lips again, getting two fingers slick with her juices, and put them to his lips, then wiped them in his beard. "Tell me".

"Yes! Yes, he can."

She backed away from him, touching herself, and moved to her panty drawer once more. She kept her eyes on him as he stared, reminding him to keep stroking. She pinched her left nipple, then lifted it to her mouth as she pulled out her big dong. "He can what?" she asked coyly.



"He," looking into her eyes, then the dong, and back to her eyes. "He, he can fuck you," he mumbled.

She bent over, flexing her ass cheeks, one hand on the wall, looking back at him. "Are you sure, Honey? Another man putting his dick inside me? What if he is big?" biting her lower lip.

"Ah uh. I'm sure," stroking and looking at her pink pussy and ass.

She rubbed the head of the realistic dong on her wetness, lubing it with her juices. "What if he is big like my toy?" pushing the head of it into her slightly, opening her lips.

"Ah uh," staring and stroking.

"What does that mean?" pulling it away and slowly standing upright.

"He can. If he is, you know. Don't you want that?" he stumbled, looking from her eyes to her pussy and back to her eyes.

"I don't know," biting her lower lip and bending over again, and putting the head of the dong against her pussy. She looked down, penetrating herself with the dildo, releasing a deep sigh, the first thing to be inside her since the prior weekend. "Would you like him to fill me?" she said without looking at him, pushing it deeper.

"God, yes!" he said excitedly, stroking faster.

"I wonder if he has a big cock," pulling back on the dildo and pushing in again. "Would he enjoy my pussy and make me cum?"

"Fuck. I don't know. Hmm," staring at the dildo inside his wife. "I'm going to cum!" he announced suddenly.

"Do it! Cum on my ass!" as she tried to fuck herself with the dildo at the awkward angle. She felt the warm man juice dribbling onto her ass cheek, disappointed with the quickness.

"Wow, that was great," Brian said awkwardly, looking at his cum dribbling down his wife's ass.

"I hope he goes longer. Do you think he will?" in a pouty tone. "Would be nice to be fucked by a big cock and have a big orgasm, you know?" looking back over her shoulder at him.

"Yeah. He probably will. I hope," still thinking about his wife getting fucked as he softened. "Wish I could give you a big orgasm."

"You want me to orgasm?" she said with a smile.

"Of course!"

"Then fuck me with my dildo! Fuck me how you want him to fuck me," removing the dildo and handing it to him, and putting both hands on the wall in front of her. "Do it!"

He put the head of the dildo against her pussy and slowly pushed it in, causing her to moan. He pulled it back, almost out, and pushed slowly back inside, a little deeper.

"Hmm, feels so good," looking over her shoulder at him. "Do you think he will fuck me soft and slow like that?"

"I don't know. I don't think so," he mumbled.

"I don't think so either. I hope he wants to fuck me good and hard to make me cum," she whispered.

That was all it took hearing before he imagined another man, fucking his hot curvy wife before he shoved the dong into her harder and faster. Pumping her pussy roughly, enjoying her moans turning to screams as she had an orgasm.

"Fuck!" Amy screamed, releasing her first orgasm of the week. "Damn, my poor pussy," she said, sitting on the bed and looking at her bright pink abused pussy. "Do you think he will fuck me like that?" she asked without looking at him. "Would he even want to? I'm probably not his type anyway."

"Oh, honey. He will. I am sure. You should see how he looks at your pictures," he said excitedly, caressing her thigh.

"Are you sure? Are you sure you want me to?" looking up at him.

"Yes. I am positive. I would love to know he, he," his words trailing off. "You know."

"No, tell me. You want to know what?" she asked, caressing her pink pussy with her fingernails, her legs widening.

He looked at her bright pink pussy, then her face. "I, um. Well, I want to know if he fucks you."

"Oohh," she grinned. "Like, you want to know after? Or during, like on the phone?"

"Um. I, I don't know. After, I guess? But, if you want to call me you can."

"I will think about it," standing up and getting dressed again. "Right now I need to feed you and the boys," leaving him in the bedroom with his thoughts.

Robert looked at his phone and saw the text from Brian, "She agreed! when do you need to pick her up?"

Friday morning started with a flurry of texts from both Robert and Brian. Robert texted her about the dress that would be delivered to the house for her to wear. And texts from Brian about coordinating her "first date" with another man. The trio was excited for various reasons.

Amy had her in-laws pick up the boys from school so Amy could prepare herself properly for her first official date with her husband's permission and encouragement.

The dress arrived by a courier service at noon in a black garment bag. Eager to see it, she unzipped it in the living room and pulled the dress out. She held up the beautiful black dress to get a closer look. It had rhinestones on the crisscross black fabric across the front, a one-shoulder style, with a sheer fabric 3" stripe that ran down the front, her tummy, and over her left top thigh and waist. She noticed the tag from Vie Sauvage, Maldonado dress. A dress she would never be able to afford.

She took time to get her nails done, a few extra minutes in the tanning booth, and then home to shower. Instead of a shower, she opted for a long warm bath where she could soak her pussy and shave herself smooth, making sure she didn't miss a hair.

Robert included a pair of 4" Jimmy Choo crystal-studded heels, and since there wasn't a bra or panties included, she knew she would be bare. After doing her hair and makeup, she was finally able to slip into her dress before the car arrived in 20 minutes. Thankful the boys were at her in-laws, she walked around the house in her new dress, admiring herself in the mirrors from every angle.

The car arrived 10 minutes early and she was out the door as soon as it pulled up. She couldn't wait to get to Robert's house. She knew he would like some pre-dinner attention. Robert was standing in the drive waiting when her Uber pulled up to his house. As soon as the car came to a stop, and rushed to him, wrapping her arms around him, her head into his chest, thanking him.

He took her by the hand, turning her around, admiring her dress and her body in it. "Looks like I chose the perfect dress for the perfect body," he told her, walking her towards the garage. He cupped her ass in his hand, feeling her glutes tighten, "You get to pick the car tonight," he whispered in her ear, caressing her ass in both his hands now.

She loved how much he enjoyed her ass, leaning back into his chest as he groped her. "Any car?" she whispered back, her nipples hardening.

"Yes, baby girl. This is about you tonight," sliding her short dress further up her thighs to her hips.

"The red Ferrari," she said quickly.

"Hmm, good choice," moving her towards the red supercar, his hand on her bare ass. "Let's get your picture in front of it," he told her, stopping her at the front of the car. He clicked a couple of pictures and reminded her to pose.

Hearing the simulated shutter of each picture was turning her on. She contorted her body in various poses for him.

"Put your hands on the boot," he told her. Seeing her questioning look, he repeated, "The hood. The boot is the luggage compartment."

She bent at the waist and put her hands flat on the cool metal. Her eyes followed him as he moved around the car taking her picture. "Brian will love this one," getting a shot of her big tits hanging in her dress, nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric looking into the camera.

"I am so wet," she smiled, staying bent over.

He moved behind her, "Squat down," he said sternly.

She immediately squatted down in her heels, her dress now around her waist, looking up at him. "Can I?" she asked.

"Yes. Then we need to get going."

She reached for his zipper, pulling it down, reaching in to pull his big fat cock out. "Hmm, I love your big cock, Daddy," wrapping her red lips around his big cockhead.

"Aahh, good girl," putting his hand on the back of her head. He watched her mouth slowly taking him into her mouth, sliding up and down on his shaft. "Okay, that's enough for now," lifting her.

When they arrived in front of the trendy restaurant, the valets were quick to be at each door when the Ferrari came to a stop. Amy watched the young man look into the car, her pussy barely covered, then to her big tits.

"Thank you, sweetie," taking his hand as she stepped out with a smile. "You like?" she whispered, making him blush.

"Keep it close," he told the young valet.

"Yes, sir. I'll keep it in front for you," he responded.

Stan called Robert while they sat at the table, having to cancel suddenly, so they had the night to themselves. Robert caressed her thighs, talking about how receptive Brian was to offering his wife to him. They talked about his fantasy of watching, and how she is thrilled to get his blessing. She confessed the pictures and being in front of the camera does something to her she can't explain. How she craves the attention and showing Brian makes it even more erotic.

"That reminds me," his fingers caressing her inner thigh, her dress pushed up on top of her thighs. "Monica called me today. She wants to take you to lunch and discuss some things," looking at her from the corner of his eye.

"Monica? Is she the pretty blonde with the red bike?" she asked curiously.

"Yes, that's Monica. She owns a women's clothing line and is very much the alpha woman. You will like her," giving her a grin.

"What? Why are you smiling? She is a lesbian, huh?"

"I'm just saying she is a very powerful woman, and very successful. I think it would be worth having lunch with her. And yes, she knows you belong to me."

"So, can I ask a question about this?" she asked nervously.

"You can always ask me questions. Never be afraid to ask me. It's how you learn."

"Thank you. So should I ask you for permission in all things in my life? Or just sexual? I'm not sure of my role," she asked, tipping her eyes down to avoid his.

He gripped her inner thigh tight, getting her attention and her eyes looking at his. "If you think you need to ask for permission, then you should. But don't ask permission to go to the store. Understand?" sliding his hand further up her inner thigh to her bare pussy, parting her wet lips.

"Umm, yes. Thank you, Daddy," opening her legs wider for him. "Can I take a selfie with you?" nuzzling closer into his arm.

"Sure, baby," he said, his fingers still caressing her pussy as she held the camera in front of them.

"I'm sending it to Brian, letting him know we are having dinner," as her juices flowed.

After dinner, they walked to a piano bar to listen to live jazz, talk, and slow dance. She was more interested in getting fucked like the hot wife she was, but spending time with Robert was wonderful.

"Are you ready to go?" he asked her while holding her hips dancing.

She looked up, smiled, and nodded, yes.

As they walked to the valet stand, Robert asked, "Is Brian ready to watch you be a hot wife? I don't want him freaking out. He's a great employee and husband."

"That's so sweet, coming from my lover," gripping his arm. "Maybe we can test his limits?" raising her eyebrows as a question.

"Yes, I think that would be best," watching her get into the car with help from the valet. He noticed the valet's eyes stare into her chest. Pulling out of the circular drive, he put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her over closer in the small car. His hand slid up into her hair.

She instantly got aroused feeling his hand in her hair, knowing he wanted his cock sucked as he drove. She didn't hesitate, undoing her seatbelt, undoing his pants and zipper, pulling his big cock out to taste. She licked and bobbed her mouth on it, engulfing him with her ass against the window of the small car. As they stopped at a stoplight, concerned she was being watched, she lifted her head, only to be held down and told not to stop sucking.

"Send him a text. Ask if he wants to know what his wife is doing right now."

She did as she was told, eager to show him.

The reply came surprisingly quickly with a simple, "Yes."

She took a selfie with the head of his big cock on her lips, bent over in the small car. "He is so big! And inside his Ferrari!" eggplant emoji, fire emoji, smile emoji. She handed Robert her phone, so he could take pictures of her, using both hands to stroke him, deep throating him, and saliva dripping from her lips with each of his replies.

"Wow, honey! That's big!"

"Yes! It's so big and thick," heart emoji, smile emoji. "We just stopped in the park by the kid's school."

No reply. Robert got out of the car and opened Amy's door, helping her out of the car and walking her to the front. She took a selfie of them leaning against the car, her nuzzled into Robert with his arm around her, his hand hovering over her chest.

"What are you doing at the park?" came a reply from Brian.

"Kissing. He is an amazing kisser. I hope it's okay if he touches me?"

"Sure. If you want him to."

Amy showed Robert the text, his hand already under her short dress caressing her wet pussy. "I don't know. Do I want you to touch me?" she asked Robert playfully as his fingers strummed her wet lips.

"I know you do!" as he inserted two fingers into her.

She leaned back on the front of the car, her dress now around her waist, watching him finger her, kissing deeply between moans and whimpers. She reached for his cock, rubbing it over his pants, trying to yank his zipper down. "Can I have you, Daddy?" looking into his eyes as he brought her close to her first orgasm.

"Yes, baby girl. Squat down," taking her phone from her.

She quickly dropped down in front of him, undoing his zipper, and pulling his already undone pants down to his knees. She held the base of his cock and wrapped her lips around him, immediately taking him into the back of her throat, making herself gag. She pulled off, taking a deep breath, saliva running down her chin, and back onto him again, bobbing on his big cock.

"He's asking what you are doing now," chuckling while holding her hair in his other hand. "I think I'll just show him."

She didn't stop sucking, her lips milking his cock from the tip to as far as she could take, not able to reach the base.

Another text from Brian made her phone glow in Robert's hand, "Are you there? What are you doing?"

"The suspense is killing him," he grinned. He took a short video, of Amy's mouth sucking him into her throat with long strokes. He typed out a reply attaching the video, "She's busy right now."

Several minutes went by without a response from Brian. Robert continued taking pictures of Amy sucking his cock, a few smiling up at him, a couple licking his balls, and a video of her rubbing his wet hard cock all over her pretty face.

"Ok, time to up the ante," Robert said, lifting her. He turned her around and bent her over the front of the car. He unzipped the back of her dress, lifting it over her thick ass, giving it a good smack. "Facetime him," he commanded, sliding the small straps off her shoulders, letting her big tits fall out.

"Oh my god. This is so hot," holding her phone in front of herself on the hood.

"Hey, Honey. Is your date over already?" he asked quickly.

"Not yet. Um, just thought you would like to see me," her face filling the screen. "Oh god," she moaned suddenly.

"Um. What are you doing? Are you okay?" he asked, concerned and shocked.

"Ah uh," she said, then biting her lower lip as she gasped and closed her eyes. "Feels so good."

"What? What feels good?"

She pushed her hands out far in front of her, her big tits hanging out of her dress, bent over. She closed her eyes and opened them again. "His cock feels so good," as he picked up his thrusting. "Fuck!" she moaned, looking at Brian on the screen. "Are you okay?" she moaned.

Staring at the screen, her tits swinging, he grabbed hold of his dick. He could barely see Robert behind her, thrusting into his wife. "Um yeah. Wow."

She smiled at him. "Do you like this view?"

"God, yes, Amy!"

"Are you stroking your dick watching?" she asked in almost a whisper. "Fuck!" she screamed suddenly. "Sorry, he just went really deep," in a moan.

"Oh my god. I can't believe this is happening, honey," his hand noticeably jerking his dick.

Her hair was suddenly yanked back as she gasped. She looked back at him and said, "Yes, Daddy." She looked back at Brian on the screen and asked him if he liked watching.

"Of course. Fuck, you are so hot! This is my dream come true!" he blurted.

"Good!" was all she said before setting the phone down and bracing herself. She looked at the camera as her hair was held and her big tits started slapping and swinging violently with every hard thrust from Robert. Her moans turned to screams, begging him not to stop.

Facetime ended suddenly, his screen with only a profile picture of Amy in a bikini on his screen. "Fuck! What happened?" he asked himself out loud, frustrated. He closed his eyes at the last image of her being fucked from behind, as he blew his load in his hand. Just as he was falling asleep, the cum towel still next to him on the bed, he heard the front door open. He heard voices, then he heard Amy's giggle.

"Oh my god, Daddy! Really?" She asked Robert.

He gave her a raised eyebrow look, reminding her not to question his directions.

She bit her lip, and walked him to the couch, watching her obey his instructions. She unzipped her dress, swaying her hips to tease him, as she pushed the shoulder strap down her arm. She picked up her phone from the counter and tossed it to him with a smile. As soon as Robert aimed the camera and started clicking pictures her dress fell to the floor. She straddled the couch arm, playing with her nipples while looking at the camera. Robert started directing her poses, bending her over, sucking her nipples, rubbing her pussy, the camera clicking away.

"Get your hot ass over here," he directed her, simultaneously pulling his pants off.

Naked in only her heels, she sauntered over to him, straddled his big cock, rubbed the head of his cock on her wet lips, and slowly sank onto him. She leaned forward and they started a heated make-out session, grinding down onto his cock, moving her hips back and forth.

"I'm going to fuck your hot married pussy so good!" he told her, holding her tits in both his hands as she rode him.

"God! Yes!" feeling his fingers tweaking her hard nipples, his big cock filling her. She opened her eyes and looked to the left, Brian standing in the hallway watching. They made eye contact, neither showing any emotion, just watching each other. She broke the trance with a smile, biting her lower lip, then looked down at Robert. "Fuck me, Daddy!"

Brian gritted his teeth, staring at his wife bouncing on Robert's big cock.

"That's it. Take it all!" Robert told her, squeezing her ass in both hands, guiding her up and down on his cock, making her tits bounce, and yelp quiet screams. "You need a good hard fucking, don't you baby girl?"

"Yes! Please!" she gasped.

Robert rolled her over on the couch, stood up behind her, and slapped her ass hard. "Get up on your knees and look at your husband," he told her, stroking his big wet cock. "Brian, I owe you one. Your wife is amazing. Do you mind if I finish fucking her?" smiling as he rubbed the head of his big cock on her ass.

Brian stood shocked, looking at his wife now on her knees, and Robert's huge cock, about to fuck his wife again.

"Brian?" Amy asked.

He looked at his wife, then to Robert. "Sure. Go ahead," as he turned to walk back into the bedroom.

"Brian, wait. Can you get my hair band and lube off my dresser?" she asked, grinning.

He nodded and disappeared into the bedroom. When he returned, Amy was gripping the back of the couch, her tits slapping, whimpering how much she loved his big cock. Robert slowed his thrusts, almost backing out of her, when Brian reappeared.



Catching her breath, and looking up at Brian, "Thanks, honey," taking the hair band, and putting her hair into a pony. "Do you like watching me," wiggling her ass back onto Robert, who gave it a swift smack.

He only nodded.

Robert eased back into her. "Damn, she is so tight," Robert grunted, looking down at her thick ass in his hands, his cock pushing into her deep.

Amy gasped, closed her eyes, and tried to breathe. Her eyes popped open when Robert gave her ponytail a yank, pulling her head back and looking up at Brian in front of her. "Pull your dick out and jerk off to me," she gasped urgently. She watched Brian hold his dick in his hand, stroking while Robert slowly slid through her pussy. "Now pour some lube on my ass," she told Brian.

Brian looked down at her puzzled, then to Robert who was slowly pushing in and out of her pussy.

She reached out over the back of the couch toward Brian, pulling him closer by his dick. "Do it, and I'll suck your dick," her eyes serious looking up at him, her mouth open, focused on her breathing. "Please."

Brian looked at Robert, who just nodded. Brian reached over her and drizzled lube over the crack of her ass. When Robert gripped her ass cheeks and spread them, he looked up at Robert in shock.

Robert smiled at him again, "She'll love it," rubbing the lube with his finger around her asshole and cheeks, making her skin shiny.

Feeling her bum hole being teased and rimmed she let out a soft moan and looked up at Brian. She smiled at him and whispered, "Thank you, honey. Hmm. This is amazing," pulling his dick into her mouth. She took both his hands and put them in her hair. A sudden yelp, and a long groan, feeling her ass being penetrated with a finger. She took Brian to the base of his cock, knowing he was enjoying sharing her.

Robert gently fingered her asshole in rhythm with his cock pushing through her pussy. "That's it, baby. Love being fucked don't you?" he asked.

Releasing Brian's cock from her mouth, "Yes! Fuck me!"

"You're going to want to hold her tighter," Robert told Brian. "Don't let her mouth off your dick."

Brian just nodded, holding his wife's head in his hands, bobbing on his dick. He wasn't sure how much longer he could last, but he knew Robert was going to give her the fucking of her life, or so he thought.

Robert backed his finger out of her amazing ass, gripped her hips in both hands, and started thrusting and thrusting hard. Giving her ass a firm smack, brought an audible yelp, even a dick in her mouth, as he started going deeper, bashing into her cervix.

Her whimpers turned into consistent screams around Brian's dick, unable to contain herself any longer, she orgasmed. She wrapped her hands around Brian, gripping his ass, not letting her mouth leave his dick, feeling him erupt into her throat. She swallowed him easily as Robert pounded into her pussy relentlessly, fucking her through her orgasm.

"That's it, baby! Cream my cock!" Robert demanded, her body shaking, continuing his pussy pounding. "Fuck, she just orgasmed!" he told Brian, then lifted his hand to give him a high five.

Brian reluctantly lifted his hand, meeting Roberts's firm slap into his hand. He pushed his wife's mouth off his dick, soft now, and watched his wife take Robert's big cock. He stared at her in shock, seeing a different woman than he has known, enjoying another man's big cock like she was used to being a slut. "God, she looks hot!" he thought to himself as she looked up at him.

"Honey, do you like watching me?" she asked while trying to breathe and focus on each word.

He only nodded.

Her went open without words, her eyes wide, "Oh fuck! Oh my god, oh my god," she panted.

"What? What's wrong?" Brian asked concerned but eager to know what she was feeling.

"He, hmm fuck! He is, god he's big," trying to form words and breathe. "He's in my ass!"

"What? What? Amy!" Brian mumbled, looking at her, her ass, then at Robert.

"It's only my thumb," Robert told him, looking down at her ass. "For now," grinning as he slowly fucked her pussy with his cock. "Take a look."

Brian hesitated, then looked over, seeing Robert's thumb lodged into his wife's ass.

Robert pulled it back a little, then pushed his thumb deeper, bringing a loud moan and whimper from Amy.

"Fuck, I am going to cum soon, baby girl," Robert grunted.

"Oh shit, I'm coming again!" she blurted, looking up at Brian, her body shaking for what seemed like the third or fourth time.

Robert pulled his thumb from her ass, causing her to yelp loud, then grabbed hold of her hips tits and began thrusting again. "Come on, give me that pussy!" he demanded, pounding into her hard and deep. The slaps of their thighs against her ass and his balls filled the room.

"Fuck!" Amy screamed. "Give me your cum!" she blurted.

He yanked her hair back by her ponytail, "When I pull out, go to your knees. Understand?"

"Yes!" she screamed again. Then felt her pussy go empty as he pulled from her. She spun around and dropped to the floor on her knees in front of him. She knew what he wanted, and she wanted to show Brian how she liked it.

"That's it! Stick that tongue out," he commanded, holding and stroking his huge hard cock in front of her.

Looking up, holding her big tits in both hands, she stuck her tongue out, mouth open, waiting for her gift.

"AAhh, yeah!" Robert groaned, unleashing a stream of cum on her pretty face, another stream hitting her tongue and nose, and a third into her mouth as his cock disappeared into her throat. "That's it, milk my cock."

As Amy helped Robert clean up, licking his cock and any residual cum left on her face with her fingers, Brian excused himself and went to bed. Amy and Robert, naked on the couch, held each other, talking about how good it felt to not have to hide any longer. Robert complimented Brian on what a great guy he must be to share his hot wife and encourage her to enjoy herself.

On the doorstep, they hugged and kissed, and Robert reminded her to call Monica in the morning.

