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Chapter one


Tori was nervous, and Ethan was grateful for that, because it gave him just what he needed to assume the role of "calm and in control."

Not much had ever gone terribly wrong or been very dangerous in their life together, so he didn't have very many points of comparison. But if one of them became "freaked out," like Tori was, now, the other naturally took on the role of being unnaturally calm.

Tori turned to the side for what seemed like the hundredth time and viewed herself from that angle, before facing Ethan while holding a mirror up to look at herself from behind.

"You look amazing," Ethan repeated. "I mean it."

Tori was wearing a five-thousand-dollar dress, bought with cash from Only Diamonds. The black was deep, as if the material were piled velvet making itself richer with its own shadows. It was actually just a rich material made of hundreds of thousands of tiny crocheted flowers that, when viewed up very close, revealed itself to be a fine mesh full of holes.

The tantalizing, but deceiving, result, was that Victoria's pale skin was as visible as it was covered, which caused Ethan to stare at her with more intensity than he would have her naked body. It was likely to have the same effect on any man she walked past.

It had no back, and cut very low, very close to the dip between Victoria's buttocks. It tied together at her neck as a halter top, and hung over her bare breasts as a curtain that looked, all at once, conservative and scandalous.

Once you saw that the dress was as transparent as it was opaque, you couldn't un-see it, and you couldn't think of anything else. Ethan himself had been trying to see through every gap between the black rosettes for a glimpse of her areola.

Long diamond earrings dangled from her ears, but they disappeared in her loose blonde locks. The earrings were what was giving her fits, now.

Ethan wasn't able to focus on them. Or her questions about them.

His mind was on the fact that, other than a thin mesh of tulle that gave the dress a tiny flair, and the black lace-trimmed stockings on Tori's legs, she had nothing on but that dress.

No underwear.

At all.

The closest thing to underwear Victoria was wearing has the lace that held up her silk stockings.

"Okay," she said, tossing her hair and looking at herself from the front again. She met Ethan's eyes in the mirror. "How do I look?"

"I told you," he said, calmly. Tori was moving more than she had to, and her speech was ever-so-slightly breathless and rushed, as if someone had taken a key to a wind-up in her back and twisted it just a notch.

"I still don't know about this mascara," she said, leaning in toward the mirror. When she did, the dress lifted and showed off all of her legs, almost to her ass.

"It looks fine," he murmured.

"I know it looks fine," Tori sang, in her Georgian drawl. "What I cannot understand is why it has to be the kind that runs all over and messes up my face."

She was referring to a request from Des, that she wear non-waterproof mascara.

Ethan looked at her. He'd already confessed to her the real reason for this choice: it was hot if the mascara ran. It was hot to see a woman like Tori -put-together, always perfect, like a cupcake encrusted with diamond dust stored beneath a glass cover - get dirty.

"Well," she said, sighing. She checked herself all over again. "I suppose I'm ready."

Ethan stood up and walked to the mirror behind her. They were in an airport hotel again, this time in Chicago, and while they had a nice suite in a four-star hotel, there was a dingy quality to the place compared to their usual settings.

Des Price,"procurement specialist" - and evidently, manager of talent- at Only Diamonds, the Only Fans of the very wealthy, had assured them that these hotels were crucial to the "discretions" exercised at Only Diamonds.

As for Tori, Ethan could tell she was disdainful of the cheap surroundings. He himself could understand the appeal of such a place, of this element of tawdriness added to the whole affair.

It was next to impossible to explain that to Tori, though.

They were, after a lot of talk, deciding to go through with a "real" hotwifing scenario. This encounter with "Adam" - the stud who had popped her hotwifing cherry - was going to be filmed, curated, posted, and then available to subscribers on Only Diamonds.

After that, there wasn't really any going back.

Tori had already fucked Adam, so there was no real going back in their marriage, of course.

This was different. This was introducing an element of going public - even if it was to a tiny, NDA-gagged group. A group of people they stood a good chance of running into in the course of their lives. They would never know it, Des had assured them – very, very assuredly.

And yet Ethan couldn't help but feel the danger of it breathing on his neck already, before it had even happened: the possibility of humiliation, the knowledge that everywhere he went, a man who had seen Tori fuck another guy and make him a cuckold, could be shaking his hand with a big grin on his face. And he would never – supposedly – know.

Tori met his eyes in the mirror. "This is it, baby," she said. She inhaled and shook her hands out. "Oh, I'm so nervous."

For the first time since meeting Des Price, Tori faltered. "Are we sure... are you sure... are we really doing this?"

They'd been over it thousands of times. Every time, they came back to the same place.

It was a frightening place, when they arrived there. Because Ethan had an itch he wanted to scratch, and Tori finally going through with actually sleeping with another man had only fueled his desire.

He wanted more, he had no doubts about it.

If "it" was hotwifing.

He wasn't entirely comfortable with the Only Diamonds aspect of "it."

The Only Diamonds aspect of it, however, was the only reason Tori was willing to do it. That much he was sure of.

It felt like he was standing at the edge of a black hole, about to uncover the secrets within it, and once sucked in, they could never escape. He would have been fine with continuing the game as they had been playing it, just with Tori actually going all the way with a man if she thought he was hot.

But she was only game for that lifestyle in the context of Only Diamonds.

What Ethan didn't know, for certain - and what haunted him at night - was why.

Was it the layer of protection that Only Diamonds afforded her? The NDAs from subscribers, the cloak-and-dagger of it all? The guarantee that her studs would be STD-free, the contracts that bound them long before she even met them to boundaries like "no anal?"

That's what she said.

Or was it something else?

Was it the guarantee that her studs would be black men with huge cocks? Men who were getting paid to fuck her and so would make sure they did it professionally and well?

Or was Tori's real love of Only Diamonds something more exhibitionist? Did she get off on knowing that somewhere, as she went about her daily business as a luxury services salesperson, she would inevitably run into her subscribers? That the chances of someone who could afford a $20,000 a month subscription would eventually be in their orbit, bound to secrecy by an NDA? Watching her, talking to her, maybe even buying from her... and they would have seen it all? Did that titillate her?

Or even darker, in the middle of the night: Did she fantasize about those men, who were by definition richer than Ethan, breaking their NDAs for the thrill of propositioning her? And then taking them up on it, telling no one?

Or was it, as Tori claimed, "mostly about the money?"

She wouldn't say it was.

And she wouldn't say it wasn't.

What she would say was that the sex had been "mind-blowing."

"Just knowing you're there watching me, baby," she had purred. "I don't know. It was hot."

But Ethan could see that behind her sage-brown eyes, there were other thoughts hiding.Tori wasn't going to peel her eyes away like she did her clothing and show him. And it wasn't as if she had to tell him the truth: nothing she was doing was contingent upon her feeling one way or the other about it.

It wasn't like Ethan was going to stop her.

He had no control over the desire that consumed him, whether his wife was becoming obsessed with black cock or exhibitionism or just turning into a slut.

It didn't matter why, as Des Price had plain-talk explained to him.

Things only mattered if they changed what he wanted to do.

Or what she wanted to do.

And tonight, no matter what Tori was doing it for, or for that matter what he was doing it for, they were both wanting to go downstairs and re-enact his wife's first meeting with "Adam."

The six-foot-two tower of black muscle with the extra fat nine-inch cock who had already pummeled Victoria Brooks-Blake full of his cum.

This time, they were doing it for real. And this time, there was no chance of going back.

Ethan looked over his wife's shoulder into the mirror. A blinking warning light somewhere in his mind was feebly trying to get his attention: sure,there was an allure to Only Diamonds. It offered him the fulfillment of a sexual fantasy he had always believed to be way outside of his reach. His wife was going along with it, had a buffet of men to choose from, and didn't have to worry about practical considerations, like contracts and discretion, STDs, arrangements of hotels and vetting potential lovers. And as if it couldn't be any better, they were going to make an absurd amount of money.

There were catches,which Des Price had been careful to discuss with them at length.

After obtaining their agreement.

Ethan felt the sting of having been baited and switched. Resentment simmered - low, unexceptional resentment, but resentment nonetheless - that Des had lured Tori to sleeping with Adam before divulging these "details."

Tori would have to do more than just fuck on film to earn her share of the subscription fees. She had to interact with her subscribers.

Des had warned them that some might get pushy, clamoring for her (and Ethan) to push their boundaries.

She would also have to keep positing content, and keeping the customers satisfied.

And sometimes, this would involve taking requests from subscribers.

Tori seemed oblivious to this lurking danger. Ethan could only assume it was because Tori, for all her savvy, could not picture the filthy ideas of men in all their glory.

But perhaps she could. Another danger, more dark water.

All Tori seemed to exhibit was excitement.

Ethan's stomach churned, though, when he thought about what seemed like the inevitable: what was Tori going to do when her subscribers clamored for something she said she would never do?

All of that was hot to Ethan. It was like a drug he knew better than taking, all ready to go, and all he had to do was that first line... and then Des would arrange for more, and more, and more.

Ethan knew when things sounded too good to be true.

He knew that when they did, they usually were.

And things seemed way too good to be true right now. But his lust had a firm grip on his balls and his mind.

His wife was in a sexy dress, with no underwear on, and they were going to another bar far away from anyone who might know them, and she was going to "run into" a black stud, and bring him back here, and let him fuck her.

Hard.

While Ethan sat there watching.

So the feeble blinking light was pushed aside by the glittering, filthy, possibilities spread out before him:

Tori, in her five-thousand dollar dress and cheap black mascara, her red lipstick just waiting to be smeared all over the black, pulsing cock of one so-called "Adam."

"You're ready," he told Tori.

His voice didn't sound like his own.

What was he fucking doing?

Tori's gaze shifted to her own eyes, and in them glimmered that dangerous thing that Ethan wanted to uncover, wrestle, and defeat, as much as he wanted to blow on it like a flame, and turn it into a raging fire.

Tori jutted her chin and made her lips pout seductively.

"I am. Let's go."

***

"Basically, you need to think of it like this: if I didn't have a wife this amenable to the lifestyle, what would I want to be watching?" Des had explained to Ethan, when describing what kinds of things they would need to capture for content. "You want to see her flirting. You want some mystery as to what she's doing. You want to see her getting unwrapped, like a present."

So Ethan was installed at the bar, clumsily managing his phone at a tiny, two-sitter in the bar, which was half-full of middle-class businessmen who were studiously avoiding looking at Tori directly.

The bartender was a man who was obviously gay, but he seemed to take a liking to Tori anyway, and he was eyeing Ethan suspiciously as they waited for Adam to arrive.

He leaned down and whispered something to Tori after a few minutes, and Ethan's blood pressure spiked. The bartender's eyes looked over Tori's shoulder right at him, as Ethan tipped his phone down and pretended to be absorbed in the back of it.

He heard Tori laugh,and when he looked up, she was rotating on her bar stool to look at him.

With her legs crossed, her dress inching up her thigh, and Ethan's private knowledge that if she parted her legs, there would be nothing to stop him - or anyone else - from seeing her gash. This look from her had the effect of turning the heat up by scores of degrees.

He tugged at his collar and smiled at Tori, who batted her eyelashes mischievously and then beckoned the bartender closer to whisper in his ear.

This elicited a smile, raised eyebrows, a shrug, and then a strange look directed at Ethan.

He was dying to know what Tori had said to him, so he sent her a text message.

She looked at her phone, but otherwise didn't react.

He was sure that Tori found that kind of thing very fun. She was able to sniff out his psychological buttons with such ease, and she seemed to have done so without much practice.

When Adam arrived, it was as if Tori sensed it. Her back was to the entrance where he appeared, and she turned as if a gong had been struck in that direction.

Ethan wasn't sure what he had been expecting to happen when Adam arrived: there was no plan to re-enact the first event again play-by-play, only to curate the videos and commentary as though this adventure was Adam and Tori's first time.

So he wasn't sure what emotions to feel as Tori smiled broadly at Adam, and her eyes went up and down his figure.

She dropped her hand at her side as he approached, and reached for his fingers when he got within her grasp. Ethan was sure that he saw her pale finger move over the top of his hand.

And then they were sitting, talking to each other. Their heads tipped and their mouths formed smiles and chit-chat, but their eyes told a different story.Adam's eyes moved hungrily all over Tori's body when she wasn't looking at him.

She introduced Adam to the bartender, who did not hide his appreciation for Adam's physical appearance. The bartender asked Adam something and got an amused - but stern - shake of the head. Adam put his hand out, the back of it to Tori's skin, and stroked her arm from the shoulder to her inner elbow. He did his characteristic lip-suck, and his eyes followed the path of his hand to her knee.

Ethan sent Tori a message.

Tell me what you're talking about



Tori didn't respond immediately, even though they had agreed that she would check her messages faithfully all evening. That was an agreement from before all of this. Ethan could hear the quick vibrations from where he was, so he knew Tori had, too.

She had a hand out to Adam's chest, and she drew a finger beneath his collar as she spoke to him. Whatever she said made Adam's eyes lock on her lips.

Only then did she lazily pick up her phone.

She read the message out loud, making Adam smile.

They were inching closer to each other. Adam's eyes shifted to Ethan, and locked on them. His mouth formed a grin while his unrepentant brown eyes glittered, and his hand moved to Tori's knee.

Tell him you're not wearing any underwear



Ethan typed.

Tori read the words.

Adam smiled, pleased. And Ethan felt a dose of victory, a sense of having brought things back under his control.

Adam's eyes went back to Tori. They were hungrier than before.

His lips moved.

"Is that true?" he said, Ethan reading the words as clear as day from where he sat. He imagined Adam's baritone, smooth and silky, caressing Tori's skin and igniting some primal force inside her.

His hand moved to her knee, and he started to nudge her crossed leg from atop the bottom one. Maybe he encountered resistance. His fingers squeezed and he grasped the whole knee in one hand, staring sexily at Tori the whole time. He lifted her knee and set it down right next to the other one, while Tori seemed to lose her agency and let herself be plied like a blow-up doll.

Adam's hand went between her knees. His hands dropped to look at her legs.

Tori looked around as Adam began to push her knees apart, using the fingers of the one hand. Slowly spreading them, a gap forming between her legs.

Tori's eyes swept around the bar, her eyes only briefly landing on Ethan. She was smiling, but she put a hand to Adam's, around his wrist. Ethan heard a giggle amid the titter of words she let out.

Adam still staring at her.

Tori giving on quick look around again.

Her hand moving from his wrist to her skirt. Her neck becoming rigid as she stared straight ahead. The bartender smiling knowledgeably but with minimal interest.

Adam leaned closer to Tori, in what would have been seen at the other side of the bar as an attempt to flirt harder.

Not for what it was, which was a way for him to moved his hand beneath her skirt while looking at her, speaking softly.

Ethan could see the change in Adam's face when his fingers found what they sought: bare skin, waxed smooth, plump and soft, and in its center a gorge of thick, hot juice. Adam's lips trembled, his eyes turned blacker as his pupils dilated and a predatory gleam came into his eyes.

He was murmuring to Tori now.

And Tori was just sitting there, at a bar, in public. With a black man's hand up her skirt, his fingers dipping into her folds.

Right there in public.

It wasn't outright exhibitionism. It wasn't some place where anyone they knew would ever see them. Only her husband and a gay bartender actually knew that was going on.

But it was so far out of Tori's boundaries it was absurd.

It was hot: his dick was hard and his blood was pumping. But the warning light was again flickering with all of its power:

If your wife will do this, so early in this game... where will she actually stop?

He reminded himself that Adam had already been (deep) inside his wife.

That this familiarity wasn't brand-new.

That Tori was putting on a show.

All of that.

But in the way that something can be firmly in your grasp one moment and suddenly gain a momentum of its own, Ethan couldn't help feeling that he was witnessing the beginning of something uncontrollable.

His hand was shaking as he tipped his phone up in his lap to film beneath the tall table,without knowing if his camera would even capture the scene. Maybe the only thing he was catching was own shaking breath, and a glimpse of the chair next to him.

Adam smiled at Tori,and then slowly withdrew his fingers from between her legs, lifting them to his nose to inhale. Discretely. Ethan supposed.

And then, he plucked the olive from Tori's drink, rolled it between the fingers he had probed her with, and fed the fruit to her.

And

Tori, smiling, engulfed not only the olive, but the tips of Adam's fingers, in her pillowy lips.


Chapter two


The ache between her legs had been a dull, surmountable thing up until then. Flutters of trepidation coursed through her: did she look as hot in this dress as she thought she did? Was it too much?

In the elevator, in the bar, as she walked from place to place, the only thing she could think about was the fact that she had no panties on.

Her legs barely touched each other when she walked, not even at the round swells of the top of her thighs, but in the crease where ordinarily silk or lace would be, there was only her skin. And then the greased slick of her own excitement, making her skin slide effortlessly.

Cool, air-conditioned hotel air snaked up her legs when she stepped into the bar.

It was the kind of thing that simply wasn't done.

Not in her social circles.

No panties was something for women of another class.

But it gave her a high.

It gave her a high knowing that Ethan was sitting there watching her.

It gave her a high when she told the bartender, who was obviously gay, that the creepy man filming her did not need to be "taken care of" (whatever that implied in a Chicago bar): he was her husband.

The bartender had smiled knowingly, and then it had given Tori another thrill when he saw Adam arrive and looked at her with a wicked grin again.

But the ache between her legs, throughout all of this, had been moderate. The real excitement was fluttering in her chest, twisting into coils in her stomach.

Until she actually saw Adam, sitting down next to her.

The memory of his cock inside her came into her head with brute, sexual force. A soreness - long gone - seemed to develop, as if he had been between her legs just minutes before.

And rushing behind this memory was a feeling of emptiness. There. Between her legs.

Never in her life had Tori craved cock.

Sure, she feigned that kind of craving, but she did it because it seemed to make Ethan(or for that matter, any man) incredibly happy. She liked sex, and there was more to it with Ethan than just making him feel good.

But that kind of thing had to be turned on, warmed up, whispered to and petted into play. She needed something to get it going. She had to draw on fantasies and work herself up to it.

It didn't just happen.

And when she thought about Ethan, about making love with him, she thought of the whole thing. His chest, the way his biceps looked, how he smelled, the weight of his body or look in his eyes.

But as the well-dressed, very fit Adam sat down next to her and her pussy clenched in a fit and then began to throb, there was only one thing in her thoughts or on her mind:

His cock. The weight of it, the shape of it. The thickness of it. The bend in it, the dull thud of it in a place no man had ever touched her before, way deep in her body.

Sure, she thought about the scent of him.

The taste of him.

But the scent that wafted into her nostrils just before the fat, rubbery crown of his dick passed between her lips. Musky. A little sweet. Hints of brackish, caustic cream.

In her throat, saliva welled up at the briefest thought of all that meat stretching her jaw so wide it ached. A phantom of the ache throbbed in her jaw right then and there.

After their first time, she had been overtaken by thoughts in the middle of the day, in the middle of a luncheon. They came from nowhere, were inspired by nothing in particular, and they overtook her whole mind.

And they were just about his cock. The way it felt, the way it looked, the feel of it in her hand, smooth and quivering with a lusty energy.

So when Ethan wrote to her to tell Adam that she wasn't wearing any underwear, she did so without hesitation. She was happy to tell him that. Her pussy clamored between her legs, and clenched when he parted her knees and moved his fingers to the inside of her thighs.

She didn't think for a moment about where they were. She wanted to feel him touch her, but when his fingertips made contact with her clit and sent a shudder of pleasure through her, the pleasure evaporated immediately.

She didn't want his fingers. Her eyes were on his crotch, on the mass beneath the dark fabric.

She knew she had agreed to tell Ethan everything, and she had meant it: she would. She had intended to.

But Ethan could see everything that mattered for himself, couldn't he?

And how was she going to explain herself to him?

She barely wanted to admit it to herself. The shame of it sometimes burned at the back of her neck, or woke from a starting slumber with a loud burst of blood pressure. Clunk, thud: and her eyes flew open on the dark while her heart beat wildly in her chest.

Your thoughts, her heart pattered in her ear, are filthy.

Heat crept into her unseen cheeks in the darkness.

Her lips fell open in disbelief of herself.

But between her legs, her skin slipped in the juices that overflowed from her throbbing pussy, and her mind could only envision one thing:

Adam's cock.

Inside her. Within her reach. Wet at the tip. Pulsing.

"Should I send him up there now?" she said to Adam, after she pulled the olive into her mouth and sucked the too-sweet taste of her own pussy from his fingertips. Her voice had a hint of desperation in it, a sound that was strange to her own ears.

"Mmm," Adam had demurred, grinning.

Did he know how much power he held over her?

"You good and worked up, huh?" Adam asked her, passing his fingers beneath his own nose again.

He knew that she was hot for him, she told herself. Not that she was unable to think straight because the shape and feel of his cock kept surfacing like a whale and destroying every other thought in her mind.

"Let him marinate in it a little bit." Adam smiled at the bartender, who had propositioned him not long after he'd arrived. The bartender looked at Tori, as if they were besties who agreed on a cute guy.

But she knew the bartender probably read her better than either man: he knew what was on her mind.

Cock.

Tori inhaled and sipped her drink.

"You ain't having second thoughts about any of this, are you?" Adam asked, watching her.

"No!" Tori hissed, in a whisper. She squirmed, crossing her legs again. Her thighs felt like they had come out of a steam room on their own. She was sure she could smell her own pussy.

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "I mean, no, of course not. I just... I don't know..."

Adam smiled like this happened all the time to him. It was mildly infuriating. When the bartender was out of earshot and helping another customer, he leaned in closer to her. His fingers ran over her hand with an electrifying touch. "You just want to get to right to it, I hear that, baby. But think how good it's gonna feel if you have to wait a little."

When she trembled at his words, it was out of her control. She knew that Adam felt it because he smiled.

"Mmm," he commented, an expression on his face like he had suddenly remembered that he needed to change a reservation, or re-route his car. "I'm gonna make you work for it."

And so they sat, talking - what about, Tori would never know. Adam used words, she used words, and her mouth moved at the right times.

But the only thing on her mind were those words, and all the things that they could mean:

I'm gonna make you work for it.

I'm gonna make you work for it.

***

The ache of her pussy had turned to mild pain, as if something reached up from her center to hold her organs in their icy grip. Squeezing until a pressure built up that was almost too much to bear.

Never, she thought, have I ever.

They had one drink. Her second one, and Adam's first. He drank it so slowly it felt like time had stopped. She was trembling inwardly, hoping it didn't show in her hands.

But better if he thought she was nervous, not a hungry cock slut.

Better if Ethan thought that, too.

How would she explain herself otherwise?

Finally, Adam leaned in close to her and brushed her hair from her neck. His fingers lingered on the back of it, tracing lines along the hem of the dress. "You gonna tell him, now, to give us about ten minutes to get up there. And then he can come up. He can walk in on us."

"Um..." Tori said, sounding half-drugged. "Is that...?"

"Tell him." Adam spun her phone around.

Wait ten minutes he says. Then walk in on us.



Adam smiled and took the phone from her fingers. "Done?"

"Done," she whispered.

"He gonna have the whole tape, baby doll, so don't start worrying that pretty little head about anything." Adam held a credit card out to the bartender without looking away from her face. "Trust me. He's gonna like having to wait." Adam put his hand on her knee, and the signal of his skin was the only thing that made it to her brain. "I'm a professional, remember?"

Tori couldn't manage to say anything.

Adam grinned.

"Oh you remember," he said, in a low voice.

The bartender was near them now, amused.

"Hey man, buy one more drink for that guy over there, too" Adam told him.

Raised eyebrows. A delirious grin. A nod.

Her phone pinged, and Adam held it up with one hand so Ethan could see it, before tucking it into his pocket. "Don't look over there, baby doll," he instructed her, and so she didn't, mostly because she couldn't free herself of his gaze.

The check was paid, he signed off on it without even a glance at the bill. He pulled a hundred-dollar bill out and left it under the pen, giving the bartender a meaningful look. "Have a good night."

The bartender sucked in his breath and glanced at Tori. "And you two do the same," he said, fanning himself with the bill briefly before turning around.

Adam stood up and so Tori did the same. His eyes ran over her body and she could have sworn she felt it like a feathery rake being pulled over skin. Her nipples were erect and the silk under the torso of the dress clung to them, the knots of the outer shell rubbing her into a further state as she moved.

Adam picked up her purse and gestured with it toward the exit to the lobby.

Unsteadily, her blood boiling, she left in front of him, glancing very briefly to see Ethan staring at her.

"Don't look back," Adam said quietly, placing a hand at the small of her back.

As they passed through the door, Adam holding it open, his fingers moved along her spine, and a weakness overcame her limbs from shoulder to elbow, hip to knee. For second, she thought she might collapse.


Chapter three


They were by the elevator, her mind torn between keeping her conscious and walking, and Ethan's stare, that she could feel on the back of her body as if it were a real, physical force.

She looked over at Adam.

"Oh!" she said, panicked. "Do you have my phone?"

The elevator dinged,and Adam prodded her gently inside without answering. "Oh, I got it," he said, punching the doors closed.

A beat of silence, the puff of air pressure changing. A faint scent of mildew in the cheap-ish hotel. For a moment, Tori fell back to Earth: this was real. She was in an elevator with Adam, and his cock was…

Adam turned to her suddenly, pushing her back into the wall, his hands shoving her dress up to her hips. His fingers slipped easily inside of her, palm turned toward her pussy, cupping it.

He found her g-spot with an ease that overwhelmed her: how? She fought the shudder that his touch immediately elicited.

"You been thinking about me, Tori?" he asked her. His lips were inches from hers.

Her hand moved, as if propelled by someone else, to the center of his legs. She had to wriggle it between them. Her fingers grasped and searched for what she wanted, and when she bumped against the hardened length of him,she felt her lips part and air escape them.

The feeling of sin poured into her veins. It was cold and electric, giving her a jittery thrill. She was married and she had her hand around a black man's cock in an elevator.

Adam grinned. "What you been thinkin' about, hmm?" He moved his lips closer to her ear. The elevator was slowing, getting ready to open, and she didn't know what floor they were on. Maybe theirs, maybe another that would let on a passenger.

The danger of the doors opening and someone seeing her with a black man's hand in her pussy made her veins feel icy, and the raw fear that lived between her legs pulsed. It was usually for heights and moments when she got caught with her hand in a literal cookie jar, doing something she shouldn't be.

But Adam wasn't moving away from her. Not yet.

Never in all her life had any man other than Ethan possessed an implicit "sure thing" agreement with her.

It was a sure thing that she was going to have this man's cock in her mouth before the end of the night, and he knew it.

And he acted like it. He acted on it.

There was no fumbling, no asking stupid questions, no wavering. He put his hands where he wanted them to be, where he knew she wanted them to be.

The elevator was almost stopped. Soon the little bounce would come, the disorientation of ceased acceleration. Her fingers closed around the shape, but the suit made it hard to know where she was holding.

"You been thinking about my cock?"

"Adam," she whispered, using her free hand to reach for one side of her skirt. The elevator had stopped now. Really. The ground rushed at them. The doors lumbered open.

Adam grinned and looked behind him, and Tori followed his eyes.

There was no one in the corridor. They were on the right floor.

Relief flooded her veins: no matter where they were, no matter how low the chances, it was reckless to do that. Anyone could have been on the other side of that door. Anyone could have filmed this scene and put it on the internet.

She made a move to get to the door, but Adam didn't budge.

"I'm gonna fuck that pussy even harder than I did last time," he said, and lifted a hand to hold her phone, recording, up in front of her.

And her pussy squeezed enough hot liquid onto his hand that she heard a single drop of it fall to the floor with a heavy thud.

"Full of cum," Adam added, pulling his fingers from inside her.

And only then did he turn toward the door to stop it from closing and hold it open for Tori, who stood with her dress hiked up to her hips, bewildered for a moment. Adam's thumb moved to turn off the phone.

She had just managed to tug the dress down and unsteadily take a step forward when a gentleman rounded the corner of the corridor. He gave the scene in front of him a long look, and then cleared his throat as he walked toward them, his eyes glued to his own phone.

"Give me my phone," she hissed at Adam. He ignored her, smiling.

They walked down the corridor.

Click, click. The door opened. Bam, Adam pushed her into it and it resisted closing and then slammed shut.

"Where's that camera at?" he asked her.

She pointed, limply.He strolled ahead of her, looked at the camera, and then turned around.

"Are you going to turn it on?" she asked.

"Nope."

A moment of hesitation. Her lips started to form a "w," the beginning of the word "why?" But Adam leveled her with a look.

He was shrugging off his suit jacket. He folded it and hung it neatly over the desk chair while unbuttoning his shirt with one hand. His eyes were on her the whole time.

She looked at the camera again. He followed her gaze and smiled, as the shirt came fully open and his muscled torso was on full display.

"What you worried about, Victoria? Hmm?"

"I just...uh..."

He smiled, fingers on his belt buckle. Her eyes went to that place, drawn there like they were metal and his cock was a magnet, and there was no other physical possibility but for her to look there, and wait for him to take himself out.

He was unthreading it slowly, confidently. "So let me tell you what your man wants to see, what your fans are gonna wanna see, Tori." He took a closer to her. "Des is gonna tell you, and hubby's gonna tell you, look at the camera, meet his eyes while you suck my cock." He kept walking closer, electricity sizzling between them. Tori was sure that she was shaking, but when she looked at her hands, they were still.

"And that's right," Adam continued, abandoning his belt and putting both hands on her arms to maneuver her toward the bed. "Sit down right there."

She sat, and she was in front of his unfastened belt, his fingers back to unzipping his pants. Down they went, while her eyes were glued to him as he sprang loose from the confinement of his boxers and pants.

"That's what they wanna see. That's what you gettin' paid for. It's what your husband wants."

His hand was around his cock. It was swollen, rigid, ready for her.

"But I know, 'cause I can see it in your eyes. You the kind of girl who just wants to look at at it for herself for a while. You want to put a hand on it, you want to keep your eyes on it. And that's why we here. All alone. No cameras rolling."

Her hand was floating up, reaching for it. Adam's fingers were relinquishing it for her. It bobbed slightly. The crown was wet with precum and she felt a thrilling beat of satisfaction.

"You been thinkin' about it?" he aid, in a low voice. When she grasped it she felt the veins throb, liquid running through them. "I been thinkin' about that pussy."

His was pushing her hair away from her face.

"'Bout that mouth," he growled, tipping her face by pushing on her cheek.She looked up at him. "Yeah. 'Bout them eyes, lookin' right at me over my cock in that mouth. Put your lips together, Victoria, all pouty like you do. That's it."

He moved the tip of his cock over her lips and they slid in the briney precum that oozed from its eye. Saliva was gathering in her mouth. Could she ever get this whole thing in her throat? When he put it in last time, it had made her gag, but she wanted to feel it all.

Sometimes her mind lingered on the why of that. She wasn't huge into sucking cock: it was something she did because she knew Ethan liked it, but the reports from girlfriends about it turning them on had always seemed like lies to her. Maybe it turned her on a little, but not like this.

She stroked his shaft and opened her mouth, feeding it to herself.

"Ah, ah-ah-ah,"Adam said, moving away from her lips. He sighed, his cock pulsed in her hand. "Baby you gotta wait on that or-"

Tori, who had always been a quick study at everything she did, fluttered her eyes up to meet his.

The resistance to her gentle tugging ceased. It evaporated from him as quickly as his eyes locked on hers. She was smiling as she opened wider and moved down his shaft.

"Girl... wait a... Jesus, Tori..."

When she purred, it was a real sound that had come from deep within her, unbidden.

Sometimes she added those sound effects because Ethan liked them. They were fun, they added to the heat: but they weren't unbidden.

She had to summon them, on purpose.

This was different.

By then, Adam's cock was sliding onto her soft palate, passing over the back of her throat. The sound she made delivered an instant reaction, as the snake in her mouth twitched violently and the veins wrapped around his column strained with a pulse of blood.

A salty liquid dribbled down her throat, at the farthest reaches of where she could taste. Her stomach lurched and her throat constricted with a gag, but she was determined to keep going. Better to get that out of the way without a camera going.

She inhaled through her nose just before her throat was closed entirely by his cock. He stared down at her, his eyes going mildly vacant and his mouth falling open. A pleasurable flutter erupted in her chest: the satisfaction of having shifted the power and control from him.

He stared at her as she kept going. Another urge to gag made her eyes water as she fought against it.

"Baby doll," he said, but his voice trailed off as she kept going. His cock was so thick that her mouth was stretched open to discomfort. The only thing that made her think of was the tight fill it would give her in her pussy.

She slid backward to give herself a breath. Her fist was wrapped around the base of his shaft, and she dropped her eyes to watch the organ in her hand. It was wet now, creamy smears streaking the crown. The color had changed, pink surfacing on the dark purple as it stretched like her pussy did, swelling, throbbing.

"I want to get it all," she argued, as he put a hand to her head and pulled her away from his cock.

"Shit," he commented. "Yeah, Victoria, honey... fuck. You gotta cool down."

She stared at it.

"Just lick it... Jesus."

She smiled at him and blinked up at his brown eyes and slack mouth. It was an expression she was familiar with: she had him hooked.

What she couldn't believe was that this particular guy was falling this fast.

That made her even hornier. She lunged toward him but he held her by her hair.

"Baby girl,please," he argued. "Not yet. Damn. Just get that tongue out..."

She did what he asked, but only because his grip on her hair was so firm she knew she couldn't out-fight him. Looking at him, making his cock strain against her grip, she used the tip of her tongue to lap up the precum and tickle the hard edge of the lip around his crown.

He moved a hand to hers and closed it around her fingers. "Fuck baby, you gotta squeeze that, hard."

He squeezed her, and she grinned at him and pulled at her own hair to take a good piece of him into her mouth again. By then, her mouth was wet, and the sounds of her sucking were vulgar and splotchy.

"Tori, baby," he was saying. She could feel his cock getting fatter, straining veins pulsing, the boiling of his blood. She pumped her fist and moved her mouth over the tip.

The door clicked. He gripped her hair and met her eyes. "You remember what I told you now. Look right at him, look at the camera. That's the money shot, you smiling at your man while you got another dick in you... slow down Tori, Jesus!"

He smiled, pushing her forehead to get her away from his cock.

"I ain't gonna make it, with... you..."

Footsteps. The loud bang of the door closing. For a moment, Tori felt the shock of getting caught. It made her body react, going cold and stiff, her heart racing. Her mind repeated to her that this was all the plan, but the physical reaction had beaten her thoughts to her body.

She shifted her eyes to her husband. He looked wild. He had stopped once the scene had unfolded before him. Like it wasn't what he was expecting. His mouth fell open.

"Don't just stand there, man, get that camera rolling. Tori, baby, take it easy."

Tori met Ethan's eyes and pulled Adam's cock to her lips, and then into her mouth, and then started to take him to the back of her throat. Ethan fumbled with his phone, and finally got it turned on.

"That's...damn, girl... that's hot, you gonna make me come," Adam was saying.

To Ethan: "Get that other one on."

Tori released Adam, and looked up at him. She saw Ethan fumbling with the tripod, clumsily adjusting it. She smiled up at Adam while she rubbed the length of his shaft, her hand sliding easily in her own spit and his abundant precum.

"Baby, you gotta take it down-a-notch," Adam said.

Tori looked over at Ethan as he lowered himself, trembling slightly, into the chair they'd arranged for the best view of the bed. The same look was on Ethan's face.

"I want to take it all," she said, still looking at Ethan. She smiled as she opened her mouth. She treated Ethan to a long view of her swirling her tongue around the end of Adam's cock.

"Honey, you make me come now, you gonna have a long ride in that pussy," Adam said. "Maybe that's what you want? But baby this the first time you ever had a cock this big in that tight little thing, remember?"

Tori remembered. She remembered that's what she had to pretend was happening.

But she'd already felt that cock inside her. And her pussy had been battered for days. Every move she made touched a tender part, reminded her of him.

She started to take him down her throat again.

"Okay... Tori, honey... damn..." Adam tugged at her hair and pulled her from his cock. She smiled widely for him and looked up at his eyes.

"Wow,"Adam said. He looked over at Ethan. "She a real wildcat, ain't she?" He looked down at Tori. "Baby, get up on that bed and show me under that dress, show me that pussy."

Tori gave a final,lingering glance at the cock in her hand. And then she released her hand and giggled, before scooting back onto the bed, leaving her heels on and placing her hands between her legs to cover herself as she made her way back to the pillows.

Then she reclined, smiling.

Why did she like this? Two men were at the foot of the bed and she had their attention, and all she wanted to do was push Adam over the edge and get him fucking her as hard as he had fucked her the last time.

She let her legs fall open but left her hands between them, tugging the flounce of the skirt to cover her pussy. Then she lifted one hand, and the other, taking the skirt with it to pull everything away from her very wet cunt.

"Mmm," Adam commented. His eyes were on her gash, and so were Ethan's. She knew she was so wet they could easily see it: her own juices were dripping down her taint and to her asshole.

Adam was removing what remained of his clothes: stepping out of the pants, shrugging away the shirt.

He was about as fine of a specimen of a man as she had ever seen, but her eyes drifted quickly over the chest, the biceps, the small ripples of stomach muscles, and were drawn to what she wanted to see most: his cock.

Adam didn't immediately make a move once he was freed from all his clothing. He had a hand squeezed around the base of his dick. Tori dropped a finger to her mouth and closed her lips around it, staring at him.

"Man, I am about to pop off," Adam commented. "She real crazy about this cock. Look how wet that pussy is. How'd that pussy get so wet, baby?"

Tori shook her head lazily and grinned.

She was fully aware of where she was, that the camera was there, that Ethan was still holding his phone, albeit lazily, and pointing it at her. She was aware that she was being a shameless, dirty slut, fucking a man she wasn't married to, and a black man at that.

But she didn't care.She just wanted it.

She sat up and spread her legs out even wider, and because she was flexible (once a cheerleader), her heels reached either side of the bed. She reached behind her neck to untie her halter top, and then pulled it down to let her tits fall out. And then, almost triumphantly - because this had exactly the effect she had wanted it to, of making Adam's face and cock twitch - she collapsed on the pillows again and bunched the dress up at her hips. All five thousand dollars of it, crammed messily around her waist, with her pussy and tits on display, framed by her stockings and heels.

She rolled her head to the side and looked at Ethan, sliding one hand between her legs and plying apart her lips. The sticky crinkle of her movement filled the room.

By now, the ache in her pussy was all-consuming, but she knew she didn't have to wait long. She fluttered her eyes back to Adam and ran her tongue along her upper lip.

"I think she..." Ethan said, and cleared his throat because it sounded like he almost choked on the words. "She wants you to fuck her."

"That it, baby? You want to skip the foreplay and go straight to the dick?"

She nodded.

"You want it? I wanna hear you say it, honey. Tell you husband you want the black man to fuck your little pussy hard."

She looked at Ethan,whose head moved a little up and down, very slowly. Hunger was the only thing she saw in his eyes.

"I want the black man to fuck me."

"With what,baby?" Adam said, his weight coming onto the bed.

"With his huge cock," she said, and her voice came out breathless, excited. She liked saying it.

Adam was between her legs now. He dropped a hand to her sodden cunt and rolled his thumb over her clit, making her twitch. Her eyes were drawn away from Ethan to his cock. She was mesmerized.

Adam pulled her by her knees to tilt her pussy up at him, with her ass resting in the cradle of his muscular thighs. He lifted his cock and let it fall from his hand onto her pussy with an audible splat.

"That's a big cock for a little pussy," he told her. "You sure you want it?"

He was guiding the tip of it to her hole, rubbing the shaft over her clit and making her mewl. "I want it," she whined.

And she did want it. She wanted it just the way she had said it.

In the back of her mind, she had a brief thought: she would tell Ethan this was all acting, that she did it for the film. She would never admit to the truth: that her pussy was clenching and spasming just thinking about the hot slab of meat so close to penetrating her.

Adam set her ass on the bed and moved over her, and she raised her hips to meet his cock,but he pinned her to the bed with one hand wrapped around her whole thigh. He traded his knee for the hand and pushed her head to the side so she was facing Ethan.

"Look over there, baby. He wanna see your eyes pop open when I slide this in."While he said this, he spread her right leg open wider, so her legs were splayed wide open for him, and the camera, and Ethan to see.

Tori squirmed. The very tip of his cock was dipping inside her. It was too big: her inner labia strained and it kept sliding free of her hungry lips.Adam was holding her hair to the bed, pinning her head, but she wanted to be looking at Ethan anyway. His obsession was written allover his face.

"Oh," she moaned, twisting. She had never wanted anything this bad.

He shifted his knee off her thigh, rolling some weight onto that side of her body to keep her wide open. He began to slip in. He moved with a frustrating slowness, the inches stretching her, her body crackling a little as her flesh accommodated Adam's girth. Her pussy stretched and stretched.

But she opened up faster than she had the first time, and soon he was gliding right in. Filling her, pushing out in all directions. In and in and in and in, like there would never be any end to it.

A strange feeling marked the bump of his cock into something: he could go no further.She hadn't even realized something like that was possible. She felt his taut ball sack clinging to her wet taint when he eased backward.

A moan left her lips when he plunged into her again. She was looking at Ethan, his eyes devouring her facial expressions. But her mind was absorbed by the steady pump of Adam's cock. She felt her first orgasm building,reaching a torturous high. It felt like a wild animal was clawing inside of her.

When she came, it enveloped her all at once.

She would have described the real first time with Adam as mind-blowing, but only because she hadn't experienced this. The intense pleasure coursed through her blood, all the way to her fingertips. It pushed multi-colored specks of light in from the edges of her vision. Her consciousness was sucked inward, to a dark place, and all that was left was the shrieking pleasure of her body, her mind almost asleep.

Adam released her hair and her head was free to move in any direction she wanted to. He kept pounding at her pussy, and she heard herself making noises of complaint: as the orgasm ebbed away, she was left with a pussy so sensitive that every brush against her clit made her left leg jerk slightly. She heard herself moaning, felt herself squirming, but she had no control over any of that.

"This pussy is so tight, man," Adam was saying. "I'm gonna have to unload.You ready for that, baby? Ready for a big, hot load of cum in that sweet little pussy?"

Ethan never talked to her like this. Imagining Ethan talking to her like this was almost laughable: it was utterly unconvincing, even as a figment of her imagination. But when Adam said it, it re-ignited her. The craving that had driven her to suck wildly on his cock started to simmer again between her legs.

And she did want it.

With Ethan, with the handful of guys she'd slept with before, she never knew if they came or not, except by the expression on their faces.

But when Adam fucked his cum into her, she felt it. There was so much of it. It was so deep. It was hotter than her own ravenous pussy. She could hear how wet and sloppy her flesh became while he pounded against her. It gushed between the contours of his dick and her own flesh and spilled from inside her, running in waves down her taint.

She turned her attention toward Adam's cock, pushing herself onto her elbows. Afresh need to release herself was building so fast she might be able to get a second orgasm in if she concentrated on it. She looked down at the thick rod pummeling her: it was coated in opaque slime, glistening and wet. And so, so thick.

"Wait, wait," she heard a female voice panting. She wrapped her legs around Adam's hips and crossed her ankles to pull him toward her and slow him down.At the same time, she lifted an arm to his shoulder and pressed off the other one to grind her pussy against him. His ball sack was wet and fit right up against her ass, where an unfamiliar sensation - of desire - took hold.

This was all so wrong. She could imagine herself: sweating, hair disheveled, lipstick smeared, eyes turned inward, mouth open: a mess. Banging her hips up to the crotch of a black man who had his huge dick in her pussy -while her husband watched.

"I'm so close.I want to come again," the female voice was saying. It was breathy and sexual, whining and pleading.

It was her own voice.

Adam was looking at her, grinning. "All right, okay, you do your thing but I'm real close girl... mmm... yeah, there you go, oh man, she gonna come again, I can feel it in there, she's clamping down on my cock real hard... honey... I ain't gonna last..."

Adam pushed her back down right after saying this, but she was already going rigid as the second orgasm rushed over her. Her mouth was open. She was sure some spit had dribbled from her lips. She rolled her head to look over at Ethan, just as she crested. The sensation was so strong it brought fear trailing behind it: she was out of control. Her vision seemed blurry. She was screaming, and she only she only just realized it.

The hot stream of cum exploded between her thighs, filling her, satisfying her. Adam continued to pound her hard, groaning as he dumped his semen into her and then plunged it deep into her womb. Her limbs slid from his body and off to the side, and she felt her legs twitching. Just as suddenly, she felt exhausted.

The next part was a blur.


Chapter four


Ethan knew his mouth was hanging open and that he needed to pull himself together, but he didn't know how.

Adam seized Tori's hips after he finished off inside her, and jiggled them side to side before withdrawing his slimy cock from her pussy. He was still hard, rubbery like a dildo in a sex toy shop - the kind you might put on display. The inches kept squeezing out of her, gushes of mingled cum pouring out from the sides of her cunt. When he finally flopped free of her, walking backward on his knees and surveying the messy, stretched pussy he'd just created, there was a loud wet splurge.

Adam was panting a little, staring at Tori.

Tori was demolished. She looked drugged: her eyes were vacant and her limbs flopped uselessly open. She had no reaction to any of the splashing, slurping sounds she so detested and tried to cover up when she had sex with Ethan.

His eyes, seeking to meet her consciousness in her own, found nothing in her limpid amber orbs. They drifted to her gash, which really was a gash now: open,swollen, layers of pink and red raw flesh covered in clear and white juices. Her clit seemed twice its natural size, and wobbled in the Jello-like pink folds.

"Whoo," Adam panted, wiping his hand across his brow. He looked over at Ethan. "Man, sorry about that, I did not expect to nut that soon. But she just got her hooks into me." He looked at Tori."Didn't you? Hey baby, snap out of it. You ain't done yet, are you?"

Ethan was shaking inwardly. It felt a little like rage, a little like competition, a little like perversion twisting his thoughts.

Tori had never come twice for him in one go. Was it even possible for a woman to have an orgasm like that, so immediately after the first? He had been convinced it was an urban legend. But if Tori had faked that orgasm,she was the best actress in the world. Her cheeks had flushed, she was covered in sweat. The jerking of her limbs was the kind of overstimulated neurological twitch that no one faked very well. Too fast, too uncontrolled, too consistently linked to the brushing of skin over her cunt.

Which did he want? A good actress, or a wife who had actually been fucked to orgasm twice in less than fifteen minutes?

The thoughts moved through his head like molasses, though. His cock was so hard and swollen a cramp was seizing him in his groin, his mind was foggy, his body was depleted of blood and oxygen everywhere but there.

Adam stood up,unconcerned about being naked in front of them both. His dick bobbed,still hard, as he strolled to the minibar and opened it. He took out a bottle of water, opened it, and chugged most of it before spilling part of it over his head like he was an athlete out on the field.

"Gimme a few," he said. "And then I can get back in there and make you scream again, baby."

Ethan looked at Tori. She didn't seem to have heard any of this.

"Honey," he said, unable to move from the chair. "You okay?" He looked to Adam, who was eyeing her like a piece of prey now, drinking another water, leaning casually against the small marble buffet.

"She fine," Adam commented, when Tori didn't answer. He pointed at her and looked at Ethan. "You wanna get in on this, man?"

Ethan shook his head, distracted. He did, but he also didn't. He wanted Adam to leave, and he also wanted to see Tori take all that cock again. His own cock throbbed just thinking of it.

"I think she's a little too sore," he said, his voice garbled.

Adam laughed softly at this and sipped some water, like he didn't believe in that sort of thing at all. "She'll come 'round. Won't you, baby?" Adam looked at Ethan. "She's got a real thing for it. Don't you, girl?" He set the water down and stroked his dick, and Tori rolled her head to look at it.

Adam gave her a satisfied grin and nodded, but stayed where he was.

"Tori," Ethan said, trying to get out of the chair. His legs felt weak and his cock, confined as it was, was pressed uncomfortably by every movement of his body.

Tori looked at him. Or rather, the woman on the bed looked at him.

This woman: hair matted with sweat, locks glued to her cheek and her forehead, lips smeared clean of lipstick, mascara pooling beneath her eyelid in a dark streak - was not his wife.

"I just need...a little break..." Tori murmured, her eyelids heavy. She rolled onto her side, dropping a leg over the other, and touched her mouth as she looked at Ethan vacantly.

Adam's gaze shifted to the view from his side of the bed: Tori's ass. The rumpled black lace that suspended her stockings mid-thigh. The bunched dress around her hips. Interest sparked in his eyes and the fingers stroking his dick moved differently as it pulsed to life again.

"I know y'all not into it, but you ever want me to tap that ass, I will do it."He looked at Ethan. "You ain't never put it in there?"

"She doesn't want that," Ethan said, defensively.

Tori, for her part,was still staring blankly at him, her thoughts turned inward. Or maybe she had been too thoroughly fucked to have any thoughts at all.

Adam smiled and moved closer to the bed. "Yeah. Well." He climbed onto the bed one knee at a time, eyeing Tori's ass. "Sometimes they just need a little convincing."

Ethan became alarmed as Adam gripped Tori by the hips and pulled her ass back toward him,onto his lap. She folded at the waist, as if she had no control over her body and was nothing more than a sex doll. Adam pushed the dress away from her buttocks and jiggled her bottom with one hand.

"Wait," Ethan objected.

Adam grinned. He was working his left hand into the juices between Tori's legs. "I know the rules man. Ain't nobody told me I can't touch it."

He slid his fingers from her taint and between her ass-cheeks. Ethan couldn't see what he was doing there, but the knuckle of his forefinger bent and straightened, and the muscles of his hand went to work in what seemed like a circular motion.

Tori mewled and made noises that couldn't be interpreted by Ethan in any particular way.

Adam played with her ass for a bit and watched her.

"Yeah, see, I got a way I can tell. You know? 'Cause not every girl like it. But Tori does. Yeah. This got her thinkin.' Her ass puckering up a little, she squirmin'. She ain't tryin' to get away. She wanna try it, but she ain't never done it before." He tipped his head to the left to try to meet Tori's eyes. "Don't worry baby, we gonna take it slow. I got a whole ten-step program for you. Right now,though, you gonna get up on your knees for me and face that way."

Adam pointed toward Ethan as he tugged on Tori's hips. He lifted her sideways - Tori pushing herself gently, compliantly, as well - so she came down on the bed to his left, collapsing in a disarray on her own knees when she did.

Adam moved behind her and pulled the dress up. "Get up on them knees, baby, you got plenty of time to sleep later."

Tori mewled and whined a little, but she rose up onto her shins and lifted her arms as Adam pulled the dress over her head. Tori's bountiful breasts jiggled as they spilled out of the departing fabric. He tossed it carelessly to the side and moved his hands down her arms and over her tits, squeezing the nipples and rolling them in his fingers.

"Sit back down on my lap, baby girl," he murmured in Tori's ear.

Tori mewled. "I'm too sooore," she complained in her Southernest drawl.

Adam moved his hand to her neck and his mouth closer to her ear. He began to whisper things, his mouth clipping her skin or teeth biting gently into her ear as he did. Tori squirmed and mewled, protesting a little, but eventually smiled and settled on Adam's lap after he maneuvered her legs between his. His cock was between Tori's legs, the base nestled in the lips of her pussy and then pointed straight out.

Ethan looked at Tori. "Baby, if you don't want to..." he began, but he wasn't really sure where he was going with that statement. Adam was doing whatever he wanted with her, and she was complying, and Ethan didn't really want her to stop there.

Adam pushed Tori forward so she was on her hands and knees after fondling her for a few minutes as she squirmed on his thighs.

Tori seemed to have been given instructions, because she lifted her head and looked at Ethan through her black eyelashes, mouth gaping open.

"Tell him what you want, baby," Adam said, using two of his fingers to wag his cock up and down, slapping into Tori's wet pussy. The slaps were loud and reverberated in Ethan's mind, disorienting him.

Tori's spectacular tits were swinging low, her hips rolling sexually, her mouth open. Her hair had turned into damp stringiness like she was at the beach, and a fine sheen of sweat covered her.

Slap-slap, slap.

"Tell him," Adam repeated, staring at Tori's ass. He had one hand on her ass-cheek and was moving a thumb around in a circle, probably on her tiny pink eyelet.

"I want it," Tori said. Her voice was a sultry whisper, a throaty whine. She didn't sound like herself at all. "I want it," she complained again, her eyes on Ethan before she looked over her shoulder at Adam and bucked her ass against him.

Adam smiled. "I know, baby. I ain't the one you gotta tell. Tell your husband. Give him a big smile and tell him you want it."

"I want it," Tori told Ethan, swiveling her head to look at him. "I want it again."

"How you want it, Tori, baby?"

Tori looked at Ethan, but it wasn't the same Tori he had married looking into his eyes. She was a sex-obsessed, wild, out-of-control version of her. "I want it. I want it hard. I want... I want another load of cum in my pussy, oh, Ethan, pleeeeaaaaase, I want it again."

"Tori, maybe...you're too sore..." he blathered. Even he wasn't sure if the words sounded coherent.

"I want it," Tori repeated.

"You heard the lady," Adam said. "Here we go, baby doll. This gonna last a little bit longer. We gonna go nice and slow and you gonna look at your man there and show him how much you love it."

Tori's eyes locked on Ethan's. She twisted her mouth into a smile, and her mouth opened wider with her eyes as Adam sank into her pussy again.

"I'm gonna fuck this one into you nice and slow, baby. You gonna be good and just take it with a smile. And look right at your man. Tell him when you comin.'"

And so began another twenty minutes, maybe the shortest and longest of his life, with Tori staring into his eyes. On her hands and knees with a huge black cock slowly sawing in and out of her pussy, her mouth open in what seemed like shock and also like ecstasy.

"Now I can feel she gonna come. She wants me to just hammer her, don't you baby?"

"Uh-huhn, oh, please," Tori said, squirming.

"Nuh-uh, you gonna pop off from a nice slow fuck, doll."

The sound of Tori mewling, the pitch of her cries getting higher and higher and ever higher, no matter how wet and sloppy and high-pitched and slutty they became, until at last the sound stopped and she sucked in her breath. Her pupils dilated, and she stared at Ethan.

"I'm coming," she whispered, looking scared. Her whole body seemed to seize up.

Adam grinned and held her hips as Tori screamed silently, her mouth open, no sound coming out until a few moments later, when she croaked like a frog and collapsed onto her chest.

Adam smiled down at her ass and pulled her buttocks apart, letting a glob of spit slowly build from his lips until it was fat and sparkling, and fell, with a wet plop that Ethan could hear from where he was, on her asshole.

"Hey," Ethan warned.

"Just playin' with it," Adam said, and fucked Tori slowly a few strokes. Then he leaned over and lay on top of Tori to speak into her ear, pulling her hair from her neck and face. "Where you want this load of cum, baby? You want it in your pussy again? Maybe your ass...?"

"It's too big,"Tori mewled. "Ohhh..."

"Yeah. So what you want, huh? You too sore to take another load? It's gonna make that pussy feel better, baby."

Tori seemed to be stunned, falling asleep, or both.

"Hmm?"

"Yeah," Tori said.

"You want it?"

"Yeah." She was listless.

"You want me to bang it in there real deep?"

Tori moved her head in a nod. But barely.

Adam pushed up,grinning, and worked his way into position, shaking Tori's hips like he had before, using her like a sex toy.

"Here it comes, then."

And then Ethan watched as Adam fucked his wife as hard as he had ever seen anyone fucked in his life, in porn, in even his imagination.

And Tori just lay there, taking it all, until at last Adam groaned and tipped his head back, slapping one hand onto Tori's right buttock and squeezing so hard her taut, muscular flesh bunched up in his hand like she was made of play-dough.

***

Ethan stared down at his wife, unable to believe the past few moments had taken place as he remembered them. In a dream-like sequence, Adam had slapped Tori's ass and told her to stay like she was. And then Adam had guided Ethan to bring the camera with him and set it up to film Tori from behind.

"This here is what keeps the money coming in," he had confided, slapping Ethan on the back.

Tori seemed to be drifting off to sleep, exhausted. She kept her ass up, oblivious to the fact that Adam and Ethan were staring at its shredded flesh, the glistening, reddened, distended mess of it. The white cum pulsing from her pussy in arrhythmic squirts as she convulsed from her third orgasm long after she had it.

Adam gathered his stuff, putting his shirt on without buttoning it, picking up his shoes. "That's gonna be gold," he told Ethan, and then kissed his fingers and pressed them to Tori's parted lips. "I cannot wait to get back to work, y'all. Later."

Ethan watched him leave, dumbfounded. The camera was still on, haphazardly stuffed into the small space between the bar and the bed, trained on Tori's ass.

"Tori?" he asked.

Tori made a sound, but she seemed to be asleep. Ethan turned the camera off and shoved it into a corner on the tripod. He took his clothes off and lay down next to his wife, who had rolled slightly onto one hip and whose eyes were now closed.

"Baby," he said, kissing her. A vague taste of cock lingered in her mouth, and she moved her lips sleepily but barely stirred. "Are you okay?"

Her lips formed the beginning of a smile and she lifted a hand to touch him before lifting her heavy eyelids.

Ethan's cock was painfully full now. As hard as it had ever been. He moved his hands over Tori's body, and kissed her, and tried to rouse her. She put her arms around him and pulled him on top of her.

"Tori... are you even awake? Are you...? Do you want to do this? Are you too sore?"

Tori moved her head side to side, which could have meant anything. She spread her legs open and pulled him close to her, her shoe falling off her foot. When his cock rubbed over her clit she sucked her breath in and opened her eyes. "Oh," she complained, squirming.

She looked down between their bodies at Ethan's dick, and pushed him toward her sodden hole, biting her lip and shuddering again when he touched her. "I'm just so... sensitive... uhn... Baby, maybe you can just, I can..."

She gripped his cock with her hand and began to give him a tepid handjob. It started out fine, but she seemed to be falling asleep. "I just need... a little... break..."

Ethan clasped his hand over hers and moved it faster, and stared at his wife as her eyelids moved slowly open and closed, and she fought to open them, once, twice, and then... seemed to be asleep.

He jerked himself off with her hand, and it didn't take long. His cum spurted out with an almost painful kick, and he groaned loudly in spite of himself.

The ropes of white splashed over Tori's thighs and into her smeary, sticky pussy lips, where they sank into the film of cum smeared all over her, and disappeared, unused and outside of her thoroughly-fucked cunt.


Chapter five


"So that's the kind of thing," Des Price was saying, stirring a brown alcohol into his coffee and sipping it like he was at any kind of ordinary meeting a person would have, "That next time, I recommend you get on film. But don't take my word for it: your subscribers will let you know what they wanna see."

Ethan was profoundly uncomfortable, and trying not to show it. He had just confessed this final act - the lazy handjob, his own masturbation onto his wife's cum-stained body - to Des. The man had pretty much demanded it.

Des had compiled and edited the videos, text messages, and photos from their first official, content-producing adventure in hotwifing. Seamlessly edited together, it was a mostly-visual story that began with text messages and cuts of Tori and Adam flirting in the bar, a shaky, out-of-focus stolen moment in the elevator, the largely-unedited sex scene between Adam and Tori, and then a porny, breathless commentary from Tori.

This final part had been filmed days later and not even in the same hotel, and Ethan found it to be the most shocking because he hadn't been a part of it.

"It was just...the most mind-blowing sex I've ever had," Tori said, playing with a strand of her hair. "Adam's cock is just... mmm. So… filling."

Ethan wondered how many times they'd filmed that scene. If Des had written that script for her, how much Tori was acting. These were all questions he'd asked her, of course, but her answers had been cryptic and partial, only making him more uncertain and jealous.

"Oh, baby," she sighed, with a limp smile and limpid eyes. "I can barely remember just how it all came about."

The whole gloriously perverted package was ready to be posted. Des had shown the content to Ethan and Tori in person, in the morning, at a suite in the downtown Hilton.

Tori had watched the content with a fascination that made Ethan nervous and hot. Watching her on a screen, talking about her first hotwife adventure in a breathy, bimbo-esque voice, even if she claimed to be largely acting, had been a surreal experience.

Des had then sent Tori shopping at a lingerie store where an assistant "of discretion" would guide Tori through some "costume" choices. Something Tori seemed, if not eager, very interested in doing.

Des was now hammering out details with Ethan about the content to come.

And giving him pointers on how to make it better.

"Trust me when I tell you," he had explained to Ethan, "the ladies like it when they don't have to deal with this stuff. Tori is just the star. She's like... a diva, and you are effectively her manager."

Ethan was hot under the collar. Literally.

Between Tori's obsessive enthusiasm for this project and his own perverted desires -including an allure to being vaguely humiliated and at the same time lionized by the act of watching his wife getting fucked by Adam with Des in the room - he had no idea what he was feeling.

Their understanding- or at least, his own understanding - had been that Tori was in control of everything. Already that seemed to be less the case than Ethan had believed.

The thing was, Tori was going along with that, so maybe she was in control, the only way she wanted to be.

Or maybe Tori was already out of control.

Ethan had a wary sense of losing his grip on all of this already - just one content "package," as Des put it, into the game.

And yet: he couldn't control himself enough to put the brakes on any of it. Des seemed to know this, and he seemed to have expected it. His whole business plan seemed to be built upon his knowledge that men like Ethan, once hooked on the drug of seeing their wives finally go all the way with this fantasy, would need more.

What was "more" going to entail, though? How far would Tori be willing to go?

How far was he, Ethan, willing to let her go?

Did it even matter what Ethan thought, either?

"So we're going to post this post-episode interview with Tori with free access, and then we'll see what happens. I have a feeling you're going to be very happy with your results."

Ethan was still a little foggy on the financial details of this venture, which only seemed to grow murkier with each passing day. Were he and Tori walking into some kind of trap with this content? Because it felt like they were.

And yet...

He couldn't bring himself to just pull the plug on it. That was the trap part.

"Where, uh...where do we go from there?" he asked, when Des seemed to have nothing more to say.

"Well,"Des said, settling into an armchair. "That will depend on Tori,on your subscribers, and on what Tori thinks about their suggestions.Again," Des chuckled. "It's up to Tori. But it's up to you to sell it to her."

"I'm talking about," Ethan said, swallowing. "What you think, you know... they're going to want her to do." His cock was hard. It flexed when he asked this question.

"In my experience, Mr. Blake - and I think you'd agree with this, yourself -men are always looking for something more. So... anal. DP. A gang-bang. Risque sex acts in public. But you can't give it to them all at once, and I've found it's best to ease the wives into things, draw it out over an extended period of time. After all, once she's done it all... there really won't be anything stringing them along."

He sipped his drink. "I am surprised that your wife is... so...much more enthusiastic than I thought she would be." He seemed thoughtful for a moment. "We can manage that through editorial choices."

Ethan cleared his throat. "Mr. Price, I have to tell you -"

"Des, please."

"Des. Fine. I'm a little bit... uncomfortable with some of this."

Des smiled. "My dear boy. Isn't that what this is about?"

Ethan was speechless.

"The only discomfort that could be problematic, from my perspective, is Tori's. Do you think your wife is uncomfortable with this? She is always, always, free to reject any ideas and any partners, at any time." Des looked Ethan in the eye. "It seems like the cause of your discomfort is caused by Tori's lack of discomfort. Is that fair to say?"

Ethan didn't say anything. Des didn't seem to expect him to be able to.

"That's hardly a unique situation, Ethan. So I will make one final suggestion: sit back and enjoy the ride. You're going to make a lot of money and see your fantasies play out. Your fantasy is to feel like a cuckold without actually being one. You are getting what you want. Don't, as the saying goes, look a gift horse in the mouth."

Des turned his computer screen to face Ethan and tapped a button to play Tori's "reaction video."

"Does this seem like a woman who is uncomfortable with what we're doing?"

Tori on screen was wearing a red silk camisole, one strap dangling from her shoulder. Her hair was washed, her face was clean, her makeup applied to look like no makeup at all. The video had been filmed a few days after their tryst with Adam, but deigned to look like it happened right after she had fucked him and showered.

"It was so... I don't really know how to explain it," Tori's alter-ego said,smiling, a faraway look in her eyes. She touched her lips and drew her fingers absently down her throat and between her breasts. "It's the first time I ever had one that big inside me."

"How did it feel?" a muffled voice asked.

"Just... like, I was so stretched. Just full, inside, it was really... satisfying."She lifted her eyes to look into the camera. Her poofy lips were without lipstick or gloss, which made them look swollen by unnatural causes, suggesting the cock she'd swallowed. "I'm still so sore."

"How did you feel about your husband watching?"

Tori demurred. She claimed this was coached, that she was acting, doing what Des had told her to do. But it looked so real that it cut through Ethan's torso with a hot knife, then plunged deep into groin.

Her eyes went to her lap. A hesitant smile broke her first words off in the middle, and her lips quivered. Eyes back into the camera, damp and mischievous. "That part was... really hot. Like, I could see, you know, how much he wanted me to just get used."

"Is that your fantasy?"

Another shy smile."It wasn't... but... I don't know... maybe now."

"Are you going to see Adam again?"

Teeth sinking into lower lip. Eyes lighting up. Hesitation, real or faked. "I guess... I mean, I want to."

"Do you want to try anything else with Adam?"

Tori, coyly, in a voice and with a demeanor Adam had never seen before:

"I don't know. I guess... it'll be a surprise."

The video ended,freezing Tori's face, smiling, her eyes just lighting up with mischief.

Ethan imagined the men -the faceless, nameless, wealthy men, some of who would probably shake his hand someday – rubbing one out while staring at Tori's face, thinking: yeah, baby. I can't wait for you to get a surprise.

Des made the screen disappear. "That," he proclaimed, "is the equivalent of a cliff-hanger."

Ethan was still too shocked to speak.

"Man, go home and talk to your wife. But my honest advice to you is this: you've got a good thing here. Don't fuck it up. All right." Des looked at his very expensive watch - it was a different model, Ethan noted."I have to depart. Business never sleeps. I have Tori's signature approving this content, and I'll just need yours..."Des indicated a leather-bound sheaf of papers. "Make sure to get all the tabs."

Des began packing up his things, so Ethan signed the documents as he did. In less that two minutes, Des was in his unwrinkled suit jacket and holding his briefcase. He held his hand out and took the leather folder, smiled,and walked past Ethan to the door. "You have the room until three pm, but I suspect that Tori may be shopping later than that. Good day, Ethan. We'll be in touch."

***

"So when you said, 'it's a surprise," Ethan ventured, lying in bed with Tori after finally managing to log into and watch her Only Diamonds content, "Did you have anything in mind or -"

"Oh, baby," Tori said, dismissively, her eyes on the screen. "That's just what Des told me to say. I don't understand... is there a way to see how many subscribers I have?"

"Tori," Ethan said, trying to get her attention away from the screen. He tilted her chin toward him. She was lying on her stomach, feet in the air, pillow beneath her arms, like a teenager watching YouTube. "I think it might be a good idea to talk about this. Like... what are you going to... how far are you willing to go?"

"Baby," Tori said, closing the laptop and rolling onto her side. She touched his chest. "This is all supposed to be fun. And make us some money. Okay? So... Des explained it to me. I need to just lead them on for a bit, keep them coming back for more. And every time, I just add a little twist. Something a little more. Okay?" She walked her fingers down his torso to his boxers, and then grazed his cock through them.

She smiled.

"You don't seem to be objecting too much..." Tori started to moved her fingers beneath the fabric, smiling.

They had already had sex that evening, and Ethan definitely wasn't objecting to that. All he had to do to get Tori to have enthusiastic, very hot sex with him was start talking about her night with Adam, or watching her channel.

Pretty much any reference to Only Diamonds would do.

So in that way, he didn't really have anything to complain about, right? Say "Only Diamonds" and turn your wife into a raging slut for cock? It was like a superpower.

"Tori," he tried to protest, putting a hand on hers. He didn't offer much resistance, though, because as her fingers closed around his shaft his desire consumed him.

Tori was in a loose t-shirt, the material so thin and clingy he could see even her pale skin through the fabric. Her bare pussy was unencumbered, and he could smell her fresh juices already. His hand went reflexively to the smooth shape of her ass, and she rolled more, inviting him to climb on top of her.

"Hmm?" she asked.

"What?" he asked her, pushing his boxers down clumsily and climbing onto her body. Her hair fell out in a halo behind her when he pushed the pillows away. She was smiling invitingly at him. "What are you going to do with him? Differently?"

"I don't know," she said, coyly. Her hands moved to her shirt to push it up and expose her tits. She played with them, clearly pleased to draw his eyes toward them. "Des had some suggestions."

"Like?"His voice was shaking.

Tori bit her lip."Like... taking on more than one guy at a time. Or, you know, doing something in public... just letting Adam do something really, really... dirty to me."

"And you like that? Is this really what you want to do?"

Tori was looking at his cock. She pulled him toward her pussy and moved the tip of his dick over her clit. "It's weird," she said, her eyes coming back to his. "I like being... I don't know. Used like an object. It's like, because it's business, you know? I can finally just give myself permission to enjoy just being..." she paused while she thought of the word, still moving his aching cock in the wet folds of her pussy. Her felt her clit pulse against his tender skin.

"Used," she whispered finally, her legs falling open, her hands falling to the sides. "Like a toy."

And that was how any attempts to have a serious conversation with Tori went. Ethan was never sure what he had been looking for when he started them. He was never sure if he had gotten it. He was a man adrift on the high seas of carnal lust and taboos, and he had only himself to blame for setting out on this adventure.

None of this, after all, had been Tori's idea in the beginning.

He only knew that Tori's cunt was wetter than it had ever been before, and she lay her body out beautifully for him, and that when she came, it was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. 



Chapter six


"How you doin' man?" Adam said, reaching out toward Ethan with his hand. He slapped Ethan's hand twice before plopping his big body into the booth next to Tori, who had been smiling at him warmly since the moment she'd spotted him.

They were at a very chic club in Jersey. It was the sort of cool, but downmarket venue that Tori had probably never been in in her life.

She was wearing a tight-fitting white dress with a plunging neckline of loose material that constantly threatened to fall away from her tits, and a hemline that rode up almost to her pussy when she sat down. White silky panties with no seams, pillowy lips tinted orange-red, and her longhair, were all that set her apart from Sharon Stone at the moment.

Adam turned to her as soon as he sat down and put a hand on the side of her face to cradle her head as he put his mouth close to hers. He didn't kiss her, but instead licked her lips and bit gently into her lower one, growling with pleasure. "I don't wanna mess that up yet," he told her. He looked over at Ethan and grinned. "I want it on them lips for something."

Ethan felt like someone was kneading his balls with a fist. Tori was smiling lustily.

Adam set a small box on the table, wrapped with a ribbon.

"Why are we here?!" Ethan shouted over the music.

Adam smiled, his arm around Tori's shoulders, one finger stroking her shoulder. He devoured her with his eyes again, lingering for a really long time on her breasts. "Fun. And I got a surprise," he said.

Or at least, Ethan thought he said that, based on the movement of his lips.

Adam nudged the box toward Tori. "Take a look inside there, baby." He looked at Ethan. "You gonna want to get this on your phone. Des is gonna like it." He nuzzled Tori. "Your subscribers gonna like it."

Tori regarded the box, smiling. She glanced at Ethan, as if she was asking him if she should open it.

It was the length and shape of a jewelry box for a bracelet. It was expensive, whatever it was: the box was real, crushed velvet and the clasps looked like real gold.

Adam gave Ethan a meaningful look. "Get your phone out, man."

Tori waited,stroking the box with one hand. She looked at Adam and grinned. "What is it?" she giggled playfully.

Ethan had his phone out and was recording.

Tori looked at Adam. "Should I open it here?"

Adam smiled, looked at Ethan, and then leaned close to Tori's ear.

Her eyes grew wide,and for a brief moment she looked alarmed. Adam put his hand on top of her, over the box, and stroked it sensually as he continued to talk into her ear.

"Really?" Tori giggled, shrugging. She looked at the box and then at Ethan.

Ethan burned like he had swallowed a lithium ion battery.

Tori took the box in two hands, and Adam shifted his guess to Ethan, looking almost triumphant. Ethan set his wrist against the table to avoid shaking and held the phone, with no idea if it was capturing the seen in front of him.

Tori looked around, behind her, and then side to side again, as if she was about to tell a very racist joke, as opposed to opening a jewelry box. Then she cracked it open and tried to peek inside without fully opening it.

Her eyes squinted in confusion, and she pried it open further, then slammed it shut. "Oh, my!" she gasped.

She looked at Adam. He calmly picked it up and brought it down to her lap, where Ethan could only assume he opened it up again.

"Go ahead, touch it," Ethan saw his lips say.

Tori's eyes were locked on the item in her lap. They were amazed, then interested, and her right arm moved as she touched the item, whatever it was.

He heard the box snap shut. Adam leaned over to her ear and said something, pulling on a long strand of hair that went over her shoulder to put it behind her back. Tori looked up at Ethan.

Then she smiled.

"Where do I put it?" she asked him.

"I'm gonna do that, baby."

Tori looked at him. "When?"

"In a minute. Let's get some drinks, let you two simmer on that a bit." Adam turned slightly to lazily wave down a scantily-clad waitress, who approached him immediately and with no amount of disinterest.

Tori looked stunned. She put the box on the table and left her hand on it, stroking it. Her eyes went to Ethan, who turned off his phone.

He leaned over the table while Adam ordered drinks. "What is it?"

Tori smiled, playing with the box. She was just opening her mouth when Adam turned back toward them. "Ah-ah-ah," he said, grinning. He took the box and put it in his pocket. "It's a surprise, remember?"

Tori giggled. "But when -"

"Soon," Adam said, stroking her arm. He looked at Ethan. "You gonna like this. You gonna like tonight." His attention returned to Tori. "You been missin' me, baby? Hmm? I like this dress, this what Des picked out for you?"

Tori nodded.

"You got panties on?" Adam leaned close to her and put his hand - very obviously - between her legs.

"I... he said to..." Tori mumbled, flustered.

Adam was stroking her pussy through the material of her panties, making Tori's mouth fall open.

"That's good," Adam said, withdrawing his hand. "You need them, this gonna work like I want it to." He grinned at Ethan, who was staring at them openly.

The waitress was back with several drinks: whiskey for Ethan, a pink martini for Tori, and a brown liquid for himself. He handed the waitress a credit card and beckoned her toward him. He whispered something in her ear and gestured toward Ethan.

She nodded and took off toward the bar.

Tori squirmed, staring at the drink, her hands on the base of it, playing sexily with the glass stem.

Adam plucked the cherry - split open and skewered by a silver sword - from her drink and moved it toward her. Tori open her luscious mouth and bit the cherry gently between her teeth. She put on a real show for Adam, smiling before tipping her head to roll the cherry between her molars and then close her mouth prettily to chew it up.

Adam smiled and remained fixated on her as he brought his own drink to his lips.

Ethan, for his part,wasn't sure what to do with himself. Across from him, Adam and Tori seemed to be in their own world, flirting with each other and communicating something between themselves that he could only guess at.

He wasn't going to beg Tori or Adam to tell what was in the box. His imagination wasn't so poor that he couldn't guess at it being something sexual, something deviant. But when he tried to envision it as a real object, he found his brain resisting.

Heat gathered at the nape of his neck, humiliation of a very specific kind washing over him. Without looking around to confirm it, he felt like all eyes in the club were on him. Every peal of laughter seemed to be coming from an audience who was watching as the huge, youthful black man seduced the beautiful blonde woman, right under her husband's nose.

"Des tells me you got nine subscribers right off the bat, baby doll."

"Is that a lot?"

Tori asked this question in the voice of a marveled nineteen-year old who had managed to sneak into a bar and didn't know what kind of drink to order.

"It ain't bad. Now we just gotta keep them." Adam smiled, sliding his hand beneath the table again, in the vicinity of Tori's thighs. "Keep' em entertained. That's gonna be fun."

Tori smiled and looked at Ethan as she picked up her martini to sip it. "Hmm," she said. "Pretty good."

"Mmm." Adam was devouring Tori with his eyes.

Ethan shifted uncomfortably on his side of the booth. A quick glance around revealed that at least a few people were watching Tori, and probably Adam, with interest.

And why not? Adam was a dark, manly specimen, and Tori was the hottest woman in this place. Two hot people, about to get it on? It pulled eyeballs and thoughts toward them like a magnet.

They drank their drinks. It was silent on Ethan's side, with Adam and Tori occasionally whispering to each other, lips close, fingers stroking Tori's skin all the time.

Adam stood up next to the booth suddenly. Tori seemed primed for this, because she smiled at Ethan and began to scoot out. She adjusted her hiked-up dress when she stood, as Adam used her shoulders to turn her around and look her up and down. Then he swatted her gently on the butt and sent her away in the direction of the bathrooms.

Adam smiled at Ethan and rapped his knuckles on the table. "Be right back. I told that gal to bring you another drink. On me." He winked, and put his hands in his pockets before strolling away in the direction Tori had gone.

***

They were gone for about fifteen minutes, but it felt like an hour. Ethan was burning up from humiliation as he sat in the big, empty booth. Giggling women passed by and asked him if they could have the booth, and he waved them away, making them laugh. They were probably mocking his serious expression. He felt like he'd been kicked in the gut.

Tick-tock.

Were they fucking in the bathroom? Surely Tori would never do that. He scanned the men returning to the bar from the bathroom corridor, looking for signs that they'd seen something hot and scandalous.

He couldn't tell.

Tick. Tock.

He was just about to get up to look for them, when his phone gave two quick vibrations.

A message from Tori.

An image.

He struggled to make it out at first. Gleaming silver metal. The shape of a small phallus. The glitter of gold and diamonds. Tori's lips, pursed in a kiss.

Unmistakably, Tori's lips were making a pillowy bed for a small, expensive, anal plug.

The text below the image said:

Should I?



After a shudder of erotic violence traveled through him and returned to pulse in his already-aching balls, Ethan looked around him and then put the phone under the table to stare at the image. His cock was so hard it was inducing mild nausea.

Should she what?

But the answer was so obvious, he didn't ponder long.

Hot, he typed lamely. Nothing else occurred to him.

No message came for a long time, and Tori hadn't even read the one he'd sent. No checkmark signaled that she had. He refreshed obsessively and stared at the screen, willing something to change.

Tick-tock.

The checkmark appeared, and the rolling balls that indicated Tori was typing.

They stopped.

Ethan groaned. He pictured them in a bathroom stall together, whispering, laughing. Adam was telling her to say something, and Tori was... what?

He was staring so intently at the phone that he didn't see Tori, striding confidently from the bathroom corridor, until she was already walking along the lengthy bar. Male eyes followed her, zeroing in on her ass as she passed.

Tori met his eyes and smiled, but strode right past him and out to the dance floor.

His phone vibrated.

The number was unknown, but the image explained its origin. Bluntly.

Adam's dark member was lying on his upturned palm, the marble of a bathroom floor and the curved white edge of a porcelain toilet in the background. Ethan closed his eyes with a shudder, briefly wondering why this particular picture, until his mind alarmed at him and made him do a double-take.

Yes.

Without a doubt, he had seen that.

His eyes confirmed it for him when they flew open:

A ring of orange red lipstick, smeared and wet, about two inches from the base of his formidable cock.

Which was shiny with spit, and half-deflated.

Ethan looked over to where Tori had gone. He was reeling inwardly.

She was on the dance floor, lifting her arms as she swayed sexily by herself to the abysmal music. A number of guys were taking interest in her openly, and even more were glancing at her whenever they could without upsetting the partners they were already dancing next to.

Tori was off in her own world. A world in which she'd just blown a black guy in the bathroom (which one? Men's? Women's?) and – possibly – let that same man slip an anal plug into her. And now she was dancing.

Across from him, Adam's presence appeared and made the air heavy. He sat down confidently in the booth and stretched his arms out on either side of him. He had his phone in one hand. His eyes went to Tori and his tongue appeared between his big lips briefly before pushing out on his skin below the lower one.

His eyes shifted back to Ethan. He tapped his phone on the booth and gestured at Ethan. "I got another one," he said. Ethan didn't hear his voice, just saw the words form on his lips.

Ethan's chest was painful, and felt cold. He was unable to stop himself from looking over at Tori, who was dancing whoreishly on the floor. A few guys were gravitating toward her, looking like birds of prey.

"What are you doing?" Ethan shouted at Adam.

"Ah, don't worry, man. She just doin' what I told her to. I ain't gonna let any of these nasty brothers put their dick in her, if that's what you're worried about. But if they gonna lather her up some more, it ain't no sweat off my back. "

Adam zeroed his focus in at the end of his sentence, making Ethan look over at Tori. A big, dark-skinned man had his hands on her waist and a big smile on his face as Tori smiled and gyrated in his loose grip.

Adam raised his eyebrows, turned his screen toward his face, and pressed a few buttons. Then he got out of the booth, looking serious, and strolled toward Tori.

Ethan noticed that most people got out of his way.

His attention was utterly divided, his ability to think destroyed. His phone had vibrated in his hand and he knew that there was a picture on it that, from Adam, could probably make him ejaculate in his pants by idea alone.

But the man dancing with Tori had locked eyes with Adam, his own hands creeping up,edging forever closer to Tori's full, bouncing tits in their loose white dress.

He glanced down at his phone, then back at the dance floor. Lights began to flash, the music took a sinister turn.

The photo confused him at first, as he glanced frantically from the phone to the unfolding scene. In real life, on the dance floor, Tori was now getting sandwiched between the two men, her ass grinding against the stranger's groin, Adam's hands moving to her breasts.

Ethan's mind whirled and his eyes drifted to the photo. Teeth, Tori's white and perfect teeth.

On the dance floor: this crazed woman in Tori's body was dancing like a dumb bimbo on Spring Break.

Back to the photo: what was this? Tongue, lips. Nothing but pink and white.

Pink gums.

White teeth.

Pink throat.

Creamy white liquid.

He went cold. The dance floor and the music faded away to another dimension. His neck craned and he stared.

The pool of cum was nestled in the fleshy back of Tori's throat. Her head was tipped back, only her nose and jaw framed her open, smiling mouth.

Full of cum.

He closed his eyes.

Tori's gyrating body in the white dress filled his vision in time to the music.

He opened them, feeling ill. Her open mouth full of cum stared back at him on the screen of his phone.

He turned to the dance floor.

Tori was looking right at him, her head turned to the side. Big black hands had wrapped around her torso and were kneading her tits. Her ass was bouncing against the thighs of the man twerking with her and massaging her breasts. Adam was watching while he danced, staring at her manhandled tits.

Back to the photo.

Back to the first photo. There was something in Adam's hand, next to his display of his cock ringed with Tori's lipstick.

He leaned over the table to ease a pain that seized him in the stomach.

Not only was there all of that, there was this:

Adam's "surprise." The tiny phallus made of gold and silver, which Adam had talked Tori into concealing inside her before taking to the dance floor.

Ethan looked over at the woman in the white dress and had an out-of-body experience.

This was not his wife.

But she was, without a doubt, the most searingly hot little slut he'd ever, ever seen.

***

Tori came giggling back to the table after several songs. Adam, at last, peeled her away from her enthusiastic suitor. After sending Tori in the direction of the table, Adam leaned in to speak to the man. Whatever he said sent the guy reluctantly walking away, shaking his head and grinning.

But Ethan wasn't even thinking about that. Tori was easing herself into the booth, sitting where she had earlier. She was sweaty, her cheeks flushed. Her hair had gotten messy with humidity and sweat, like she was coming in from the beach.

She scooted around and sat closer to Ethan. Her hand went to his leg, and she stroked his inner thigh slowly. "Did you like that?"

Ethan swallowed. "It's hot," he managed to say. His throat was dry.

Tori edged closer to him and moved her fingers up to his cock. He felt her linger on the tip, and felt the same thing she did. She smiled and leaned close to him. "You're dripping."

"You sucked his cock in the bathroom?"

He spit this sentence out, an angry edge to his tone. He hadn't meant for that, but it was there.

Tori smiled. She got close to him, her breath hot on his neck. She played with his hair as she whispered. "He put something in my ass. And it feels sooooo good. I'm so horny."

She smiled again when his cock lurched in his pants beneath her hand.

She climbed onto her knees to face him in the booth. Adam was sitting down across from him, grinning smugly. "Adam told me to jerk you off," she said in Ethan's ear, her fingers pulling on his belt.

Ethan froze. Tori unbuckled him and snuggled closer, her breasts getting close to his face. The bar had become very crowded, and so had the dance floor, so the way Tori was sitting on her knees and dipping her hand under the table wasn't visible to everyone. Not many people seemed to even give it a second thought as they walked by and glanced at them.

People were in their own world, on their own hunt.

He could feel, though, the stares of a few interested parties. The man Tori had been dancing with was across the dance floor and in a group with his buddies, who were all staring openly in their direction.

Between the dancers and the people walking by the booth, they didn't have an uninterrupted view, but they did have whatever Adam had told the man, to fuel their imagination between the lines.

Her fingers dove into his boxers and wriggled to find the tip of his cock.

"Tori," he said, looking around, alarmed.

Anyone could see them. Anyone could be recording them now. His eyes darted everywhere, looking for a phone trained on them.

Tori settled back in on her bottom but left her hand in his pants. She was swirling her fingers around the face of his crown, over the eye, back to the ridge. Her skin glided easily in the precum that oozed from him.

Adam grinned and sipped his drink.

Tori made a claw-like shape of her fingers and encircled the top two inches of his dick. She then began massaging in an octopus-swim motion, rubbing just the tip of him.

He grit his teeth and stared at the table. "Tori..." he said again.

Adam got his phone out and pulled something up, then flashed Tori's mouth full of cum at Ethan. His cock twitched. Tori leaned in, still massaging discretely, and whispered in his ear.

"This thing feels so good in my ass, baby."

Ethan stared at the table, then glanced around, his face heating up. He was so worked up that he was nearing an orgasm already, but Tori's languid strokes on the small section of his dick were frustratingly insufficient to tip him over the edge.

He shuddered. Tori watched his face and then, abruptly, pulled her hand away, making Ethan groan audibly. He shuddered as if he'd had an orgasm, but all he got was pain instead of release. His balls felt tighter than humanly possible, enough to make him feel like they'd burst open right under the table.

Tori sat back between them and dipped her finger into her drink before sucking the liquid from her skin. "I'm so wet," she said, looking at Adam. She had to pretty much yell to be heard.

"Yeah?" Adam asked. He patted the seat next to him. "Come on over here, let me see about that."

Tori was no sooner seated next to him then he turned toward her and started kissing her -making out with her, really. His hand plunged beneath the table and obviously between her thighs. When he finally released her, Tori was flushed and focused only on him, her face scrunching up in pleasure.

Adam's hand was working tirelessly between her legs and he was watching her face as intently as Ethan was.

Her body began to move rhythmically, in minute motions but obviously driven by her hips nonetheless. Her lips parted and she seemed to see nothing, even though she was looking right at Ethan.

"Uhn," Ethan heard her whine. Then her eyes popped open wide. "Oh, oh my -"

Adam kept going, looking around occasionally to see, Ethan supposed, if anyone was watching.

At one point he looked over at Ethan. "You get that under the table and film it, dog, people gonna eat that up."

Ethan fumbled with his phone and pointed it, filming, in the direction he thought might capture what Adam was doing. He doubted anything would come from it. He was otherwise unable to move, his eye riveted to Tori's face as her orgasm built up and twisted her features. Tony beads of perspiration gathered at her hairline.

Adam grinned. "I can tell when she's gonna come," he said, and Ethan was sure he heard the words even though that would have been impossible in the noise of the club.

He didn't even hear it when Tori's mouth fell open, and then she snapped it closed and squeezed her eyes as her body jerked violently. Her leg twitched and her high heel scraped his shin before jerking again. The shoe dropped on the floor. Tori squirmed, eyes closed, her chest rising and falling as she managed her orgasm.

Adam was staring at Ethan, a look of supreme satisfaction on his face. He shifted his hand, turned toward Tori's ear, and moved his lips very close to her skin.

It took Tori a few moments to open her eyes. Her eyelids fluttered apart. The dark eyeliner beneath her lower lid had been swept up in the sweat that covered her skin, making it glow. The eyeliner was thicker now,spreading ever-so-slightly beneath her eyes. Her once-perfect face and make-up, commensurate with her high social class, was now the make-up of a high-class escort.

Still lovely, but slutty.

The vacancy in her eyes was what burned through Ethan and tugged violently at his cock as she appeared to be motionless for a moment. Thinking. And then, on the orders from Adam, a light began to flicker behind her irises.

She scooted over to Ethan, taking a drink with her. Her hands found the phone and set it on the table as Adam pulled his own phone out and focused it on Ethan and Tori across from him.

Tori snuggled sexily next to him and lifted her lips to purr into his ear. As she did this, she guided his hand behind her, down low, over the curve of her ass, which she lifted slightly so he could fit beneath it.

"Put your fingers on it," she purred. "Then move it around in a circle."

His hand was moving,already acting on the instructions from his wife. No higher-order cognitive operations were happening in his brain. His eyes were on Adam, his mind on the phone, a vague discomfort trailing along as he thought about how all of this was going to end up on Tori's Only Diamonds page.

Tori squirmed to ease the movement of his hand. His fingertips found the hem of her white dress and pulled it up, until her ass was bare against the booth. Her thong underwear was nestled into the crack of her ass. It was soaked, heavy with her juices. He started to feel around as Tori moved on top of his hand, her weight sometimes crushing his fingers, impeding their search.

The tip of the object Adam had eased into her ass was hard and so he knew what it was instantly. Even though he couldn't push the thong away to touch the actual object, he could apply pressure to it and push it in the circular motion Adam had asked for.

He felt, rather than heard, Tori's purr of pleasure when he did this. She squirmed when he rolled his fingertips from one side to the other. He knew that the plug was responding to the pressure by rolling in the opposite direction, inside her.

"Oh," Tori gasped, smiling. She wiggled her bottom. "Mmm..." she murmured.

Adam was grinning, staring into his phone.

Ethan was panting like a dog.

This went on as the music faded away beneath the rush of his own blood in his ears. The only thing he could think about was his wife's plugged ass, her lipstick ring on Adam's cock, the cum that had pooled - however briefly - in the back of her throat.

Tori wriggled away after a while, her face hot. She fanned herself when she was positioned between them, and brought the straw of her drink to her lips. "I'm so hot," she complained, and the only thing Ethan had to go by was the way her lips moved.

Adam sucked his lower lip while he stopped the recording and put away his phone.

Then he lifted his glass and raised it across the table to Ethan.

"This gonna be a hella fun night," he commented.


Chapter seven


Adam fucked Tori on the bed with her ass in the air. The gold end of the plug was sparkling from the center of her creamy white ass-cheeks, alluring and lurid.

Tori lay on her chest and stared at Ethan with her sexually-devoured eyes, her vacant, lost stare like a dagger in his heart. She was smiling, looking right at him, but her thoughts were somewhere else.

When she came, her mouth was open but no sound came out. Adam, firmly in control of himself, grinned as she squirmed. His cock was deep inside her, and he stopped hammering her while she squealed and flopped on the bed, her limbs shaking.

Adam moved his fingers to the plug and slowly slid it out, then pushed it back in.

"Oh!" Tori protested.

"I know, it's tight, baby. Just relax. You gotta push out, that's how you do it. Push on it like you want it out... that's it, that's a good girl."

Ethan could see the gleaming object slowly easing from inside her, without Adam tugging on it.

"Keep that up, yeah... and I'm gonna sink it right back in..."

He did this a few times while Tori, breathing heavily, complied. She was as submissive as Ethan had ever even imagined she could be. Her ass in the air, her heels still clinging to her feet, her silk stockings sliding slightly on each leg, becoming rumpled like her dress, which now lay in a pile on the floor.

Adam pulled out of her pussy as he talked. "Now, you gonna climb on top of me, and start riding that cock. And while you do that, Ethan here is gonna go behind you and break that ass in -"

Ethan began to object, even though Tori didn't seem to care about this suggestion at all.

"Nah, man,"Adam said dismissively. "Just with that plug, don't get all scandalized. Rules are rules, ain't they, Tori?"

He looked at Tori,and grinned when all she managed to do was squirm and make a vague motion of assent with her head. It seemed like Tori didn't care about anything except getting fucked.

"Yeah," Adam said, pushing her onto her side and settling down on the right half of the bed with his throbbing dick pointed straight at the air. He propped himself up on few pillows to get a good view. "Hop on there, baby doll," he told Tori, who was already beginning to roll toward him.

Tori lifted a leg to get herself in position over Adam's cock. She didn't wait very long before rising up on her knees and moving her dripping pussy into position just above his dick. Globs of her cum grew fat, like raindrops on the soffit of a roof. Tori was already sliding onto his dick by the time they might have splashed to his pelvis.

Ethan stared at the disappearing purple flesh until all he could see was Tori's thighs against Adam's dark legs, and her ass rocking gently against him.

Adam seized her ass and started to move her like he wanted to, his thick black fingers kneading her pale flesh. Tori picked up quickly on the rhythm and began to bounce on him happily, her hands moving up her naked body to her cascade of hair.

She moved her hands around in the sweaty locks, as though overcome by madness. Her breasts bounced in Adam's direct line of view, and from the look on his face, he was enjoying the spectacle.

He took full advantage of that for a moment before looking at Ethan. "Well? Get in there, man. With the ass, you gotta get them excited for it. Go back there, just fuck her real slow and gently this time."

Adam moved his eyes to meet Tori's face, and he reached for her chin when she didn't meet his gaze right away.

Ethan moved, via some force he had no control over, to stand at the foot of the bed.

Adam was smiling at Tori and playing with her breasts as she rode him. He indulged in his own view again for a moment, before he began speaking (without looking at Ethan). He lazily lifted a hand to Tori's breast and squeezed one, then beckoned her closer with his other free hand. "Lie down so your hubby can move it around."

She complied, and Ethan shakily reached for the tip of the object. It was a rounded ball, a diamond in the center of it. He wondered, insanely, if the diamond was real.

"Push that out, baby," Adam instructed Tori, even as she was riding him. He shifted his gaze to Ethan. "Man, get out the way of the camera."

Tori stopped moving and concentrated, and the butt plug began to move. Ethan stared as the object started to push out, and he very nearly became so entranced that he watched the whole thing emerge.

But Adam looked at him, craning his neck around Tori's body. "Push it back in, man," he told him. "And move yourself, man, you blocking the view."

Ethan stopped the plug from emerging, and shifted out of the way. Tori, who didn't seem to be on this same planet with them any more - she was panting and absorbed completely in her own task of riding Adam's cock - moaned.

His own cock pulsed painfully as his wife mewled and wriggled with each movement of the plug in her ass. He watched the object as it slid in and out of her tight sphincter.

"Oh my," Tori occasionally managed to say actual words. "Oh my goodness."

These quaint Southernisms made Adam smile as he grasped her hips and drove her deep onto his cock, then wrapped one hand around the back of her neck and pulled her face close to his.

Their bodies still moved, humping, grinding, but Adam slid a hand to her backside and used his formidable fingers to pry her ass-cheeks. away from her hole. The plug slid out and then was clamped down on by Tori's sphincter, and slurped up while she squealed.

The sticky sound of their fucking subsided, and Adam bit into Tori's lower lips and pulled it gently away with his teeth. "Now he gonna fuck you with that little plug, okay? And I want you to think how good it's gonna feel when you got a real dick back there. Okay? You gonna like getting some cum in that ass, gettin' all filled up..."

Adam smiled in reaction to whatever his words did to Tori's body.

Ethan reached for the plug and started to do what Adam had promised his wife he would do: pulling and pushing the slender plug in and out of Tori's pink eyelet.

"Oh! Oh!" Tori mewled.

Ethan's eyes were taking in a scene that his mind was unable to process: the dark column disappearing into Tori's stretched pussy. The black legs beneath her body. The fingers prising her cheeks open, his own hand maneuvering an ass plug.

"There you go,baby, I can feel you startin' to like that... that's it." Adam leaned out to Ethan. "Just keep fucking her like that, I'm gonna make her come, yeah baby I am," he broke off to kiss Tori in a filthy, possessive way. "And then she gonna be left wondering how much better that would have been with another big dick in there."

Adam slid the hand holding her ass apart around, beneath her body, and between their torsos. Ethan knew his fingers were searching for her clit.

The reaction of his wife body was immediate when Adam hit the right spot - which he seemed to do with expertise that eluded Ethan himself. Tori bucked, and her ass clamped on the plug, making her gasp. Ethan encountered resistance as he pushed against it.

"Open it up,baby doll, that's how you get to lovin' it," Adam coached her.

The resistance to the plug eased away, and Ethan focused on fucking his wife's ass with the paltry ass plug, while Adam, balls deep in her, twisted his arm to play with her clit.

"Oh my, oh my... no, don't stop, oh my, oh my..." Tori began to shriek, her muscles tensing up, after about five minutes. Ethan could hear the steady clicking of her wet clit as Adam forcefully rubbed it. The plug began to behave oddly against his fingers, as if Tori's body was undergoing such serious and random spasms of pleasure that she could no longer control what she was doing with her sphincter.

This was, in fact the case. Her words dribbled away and all that was left was the rigidity of her muscles and her panting and mewling. "Oh, oh, I'm... I'm..." she said, incoherently.

Adam grinned as Tori began to scream, and he kept wriggling his hand between them even ass he shuddered and tossed her head. She was, Ethan thought, desperately trying to keep the plug pressed into her ass, like a wild banshee. She pushed up from Adam and reached for Ethan's hand, whipping her hair, starting to bounce on Adam's cock again.

Ethan was in a terrible position: hand twisted, now having to ram it into the wet, hot mess that was Tori's crack. His fingertips slid away from the object and he couldn't find it again, the plug slipped out as Tori shrieked and wriggled.

She turned and looked over her shoulder, disappointment and anger flaring briefly in her features. "Put it back!" she breathed. But the plug was already slipping onto the floor, and she was already coming.

"Now I'm gonna ram you full of come, baby -" Adam began, seizing her hips.

Tori tried to turn and find the plug, but abandoned it almost immediately because Adam began to yank her down as he thrust his hips up, and then hold her away as he drew them back into the bed. With a bit of bounce from the mattress, he was hammering at Tori athletically in no time, their wet skin slapping together.

Tori had already come, of this much, Ethan was certain. She was now shrieking as Adam pummeled her, trying to move her sensitive clit out of the way before Adam's pelvis crushed it with another thrust. "Oh! Oh! Oh my -oh!" she wailed.

"Here... it...comes," Adam panted, and gripped her ass as he thrust upward and groaned loudly.

Tori tipped her head back and brought her hands to her chest, her mouth open with no sound coming out. Then she laughed.

Adam thrust again,his face screwed up in the violent concentration of a man coming hard deep in a hot woman's cunt.

"Oh!" Tori squealed, wriggling, laughing, tossing her hair around.

Another thrust pummeled the last bit of cum inside her.

***

Adam pushed Tori to the side after she sat atop him, slowing her rocking to a halt and then collapsing on his chest. His cock flopped from inside her only after she was on her side, and Adam rolled her leg open by flinging her thigh carelessly with his hand as he rolled to his own side.

Ethan was still standing, like a madman, with his eyes rigidly fixed on the whole scene. Tori's legs were spread open, her pussy swollen and red and filthily wet, cum slathered on the insides of her thighs.

Adam's hand went to Tori's pussy, fingering her swollen clit lovingly before he shoved three fingers into her cunt. She was so wet, and her pussy dripping with such a big load, that it almost sounded like a splash into a bucket of water rather than a plunge into flesh.

Tori lifted her lolling head and opened her mouth, staring at Adam's fingers. She lifted her knees in a sleepy, half-attempt to close them together, but abandoned the plan either out of exhaustion or because it seemed futile. Adam cupped her pussy so that he could rub her clit with the meat of his palm while finger-fucking her.

"I want to try it in my ass," Tori panted, lifted her head again. Her features made her look distraught: she was disheveled, confused, out of control.

Adam grinned at Ethan. Then he leaned in to kiss Tori's temple, moving over to her mouth. Tori snapped at his lips and tongue like a hungry turtle, still straining to watch his hand. She moved her own hands to his wrist and seemed to be exerting herself as she pushed or pulled on it. It didn't move Adam's arm at all, though.

"Not yet, baby, you ain't ready for it yet," Adam cooed at her. He glanced at Ethan, who was staring at the scene, dumbstruck. Adam grinned again. "Not yet. But maybe you want a little teaser. You want that?"

Tori bit her lip and nodded eagerly, still straining to see Adam's hand and guide it somewhere. Ethan realized that Adam's playing with her cunt was driving her wild: she was obviously so sensitive and sore than every movement was making her mewl and twist.

"What do you think, hubby?" Adam asked Ethan, without looking at him. "She had enough?"

Ethan was looking at Tori, who at last shifted her gaze to him. Her eyes were wild, hungry. "I want it, baby," she pleaded. "Oh!"

Ethan felt like he was looking at the yawning gates of hell. He glanced at Adam and nodded as imperceptibly as he knew how, not certain if he wanted to commit to the idea, but also not certain he even knew what it was.

All he knew is that Tori was tossing her hair around and saying she wanted it.

Adam moved his finger down and popped the ass plug from inside her. Tori mewled again and thrust her hips around.

"Ethan, get that camera right on here. Gotta remember why we here." To Tori, while Ethan fumbled with the camera to remove it from the tripod and shakily guide it to a better view of Tori's pussy and her gaping hole, Adam murmured something.

Adam's cock was twitching back to life. Ethan's own cock was draining all the blood from his own body. He was light-headed as he held the camera.

Adam ran his hand down Tori's left leg and pushed it up to near her head again. Tori took the hint and held her ankle, and assisted him with the other leg when he pushed it up. He mashed a pillow under her lower back so her ass was tilted up for a good view.

Cum drained from her pussy and over her asshole, seeping into the small quivering gap. Her ass gulped at the draining cum like an ever-closing mouth, narrowing again, closing up with each pulse.

"You know what's hot, baby doll? You know what I want to see? You know what he wants to see? You know what your fans want to see?"

"I want to feel it in my ass," Tori whined. But she looked to Adam expectantly.

"And if you're a good girl, you're gonna get it. But not today. Today, here's what you do..." He stared at her eyes, almost like he was hypnotizing her, and guided her left hand from her ankle with his right hand. Down her leg, to her pussy, where he plunged two of her fingers into her soggy lips.

Tori mewled in disappointment. Her ass winked, pulsing with desire.

Adam grinned and guided her wet fingers to her ass.

Ethan's eyes went wide even as his vision seemed to go blank.

Tori, though, needed no further instruction. She worked her fingers into her ass... slowly at first, and then, as though discovering that she loved it or it was much easier than she had thought, with relish.

Adam released her hand, smiling. "That's it, you got it. Man, she a natural whore. Fuck, that's so hot, some classy uptight rich woman fucking her own ass with her fingers... that's it, doll. Keep going, just like that."

Adam rolled away and propped himself up on one elbow like he was watching TV on the floor, his eyes focused on Tori's lewd display.

Not that Ethan saw that, because his own eyes were so rigidly cleaved to what Tori was doing. It was all he saw or thought about.

Here was his wife, Victoria Blake, her ankles near her head, her ass turned up in the air, and two of her fingers pumping in and out of her own butthole, another man's cum the lubricant for her plunges. She strained her neck muscles to look down at her own lewd behavior.

"Keep that up," Adam purred in her ear. "That's good. I'm getting ready again, that's so hot."

He was languidly stroking his own cock, watching Tori fuck herself while contorted like a pretzel.

He reached over and stroked her clit. Tori howled and her eyes went wide with amazement.

"Yeah, see, baby? That's how good it feels on my cock in your ass when you come while I'm in there." He rubbed her again and she gasped.

"I want to do it," Tori moaned.

"First we gotta see how you handle two cocks at once, baby. We gotta take our time with this, see? Not yet."

Adam looked at Ethan. "Pull her down to the edge of the bed, man. Tori, baby, you just keep those fingers in there and fuck that ass of yours. Mmm."

Ethan was at a loss of what to do with the camera. Adam held out his hand and he gave him the device, and when Adam kept looking at him expectantly, he climbed onto the foot of the bed and seized Tori by her hips to pull her toward him, pillow and all. Her head fell onto the flat bed.

Adam moved, grinning and pointing the camera at Tori's body. He rose up on his knees at Tori's head, his cock twitching to life above her face. She lost her momentum, her fingers halting and her face confused.

Adam looked down at her through the camera, past his unfurling cock. Tori stared up at the appendage, pointed out above her face. "You just keep doing your thing, baby. Fuck your ass with them fingers..." He moved his knees apart to dangle his cock and his huge balls above her lips, far from where she could reach them.

Tori seemed to have lost all concentration, and was staring at his huge cock. She lifted her head to lick at his balls, straining her neck again, in the other direction. Her fingers slipped from inside her ass, limp and forgotten by her.

Not by Ethan, who stared at the display unable to believe this was his wife. His missionary-style, ass-virgin, prim-and-proper wife.

"Nah, baby, you gotta show me you can do two things at once. Fuck that ass with your fingers and I'm gonna get your head up here..."

Ethan stared while Tori let Adam bunch pillows under her neck and shoulders, so that her head was tilted slightly backward and raised enough that he could crouch to drop his balls into her hungry mouth.

Tori had plunged her fingers back into her ass but wasn't moving them, her attention divided. Adam held his dick up high so Ethan could see her tongue reaching for his ball sac, her lips closing around it when he plunged them into her mouth, her jaw working as she massaged them between her lips.

He let the meaty cock flop onto her chin with a loud slap, then picked it up and let it fall again. Splat, splat. This only seemed to make Tori hungrier. She moaned sexily and strained to get his balls entirely in her mouth.

Adam was filming all of this looking down at Tori's face.

"Fuck your ass a little, baby," he told her.

Ethan stared as she complied. The whole scene was too much: this was filthier than anything he could have come up with in his imagination. Well, maybe not dirtier than his imagination when he let it run wild, but dirtier than he had ever imagined his wife. She would have been appalled, he was sure, if he had suggested something like this as dirty talk, let alone tried to do it.

Adam slapped her repeatedly with his cock, which only made her wriggle in pleasure. Her fingers were pumping her own ass now.

"Go ahead and stroke it," Adam said, still watching his dick as it landed on her chin or her cheek. He squeezed his cock between two fingers and slapped her with it in random directions while she licked and nibbled at his ball sack.

It took Ethan a moment to realize that it was an instruction for him. He knew he'd said - and truly believed - he wouldn't eat a cream pie, but his mouth watered at the sight of Tori's pussy. In his mind, he was getting down on his knees, ready to grasp her thighs and eat her out.

But that was too far- for him.

Nothing seemed to be too far for Tori.

"Man, make her come. She gotta know what she doin' when she got a cock in that ass. She's gonna feel it and then she gonna want it even more."

Ethan numbly fell to his knees and faced his wife's messy pussy, watching her fingers in her ass, hearing her whiny pleas, her lips sucking at the taut flesh of Adam's balls. He placed his thumb on the swollen face of her clit, the hood of it pushed out and away to reveal the bundle of nerves in its center. There was no way to miss where he should stroke.

So he did, with his fingers, the smell of male cum stinging his nose. His touch made Tori's legs twitch and Adam rose up, pulling his balls away from her lips. "You can't be freakin' out and biting that shit," he told her, before lowering back down to greedy mouth.

"Don't bite," he repeated. Tori laughed.

Ethan went back to work, making Tori mewl and moan into Adam's sack. He could feel the climax building in her muscles as they strained. Her fingers began to lose their rhythm as she became distracted. He could see her pussy juices welling up, overflowing, and his fingers slipped in the goo, unable to stick to her clit.

"She gonna come," Adam said, his eyes on her tits. He was stroking his dick slowly, and pushed his balls into her mouth. "Keep your fingers in there, baby, that's good." He looked up at Ethan with a grin. "She's movin' her tongue all around, licking me good. I got the whole sac in there, fuck, that's hot."

Ethan continued to massage her clit.

She moaned, and then screamed - but her shriek when she came was muffled in Adam's balls. Her pussy squirted, and her fingers froze in her ass. Her body went rigid as her back arched. Adam watched and filmed the whole thing, holding his cock up and out of the way to have the best view.

Ethan let his hand fall and stared at Tori's spurting pussy. She let her own fingers fall from inside her ass and squirmed, still accommodating Adam's balls in her mouth.

Adam watched for a moment, smiling, before tossing the camera, still on, in Ethan's direction. He rose up and sat back on his heels, legs spread open and huge cock rising up just behind Tori's head, some of her blonde hairs sticking to the gleaming surface of his shaft.

"Turn around baby," Adam instructed her, pushing her gently so she rolled onto her stomach and then got on all fours. His hand went to her head, his eyes went to his cock, and he pushed her onto his dick to suck on it.

Tori's re-gaped ass, and her messy cunt, were facing Ethan now. He pointed the camera at them, staring as Tori attacked Adam's cock with abandon.

With his right hand, he was removing his pants and boxers. Shimmying from them. Trying to hold the camera steady. Tori's wild abandon captivated him, and frightened him. Her asshole was winking at him again, slimy with the cum that had slid from her pussy.

"Don't break her in yet, man," Adam said, still watching her sucking. "Just fuck that pussy. She ready for it. She can do it. Can't you, baby?"

Tori just kept sucking, so Ethan guided his dick to her pussy.

Her swollen lips seemed to move like the lips of her mouth, reaching for him. She seemed to such him into her cunt. She was hot, so wet he felt almost no friction, and the inside of her was stretched and loose.

"Fuck her, man."

Ethan started to fuck her, and Tori mewled and continued to suck. He played with her asshole, fascinated that Tori not only let him, but seemed to want it.

"Here baby,"Adam said, throwing her hair over her shoulder and using his hand to twist her head after he pushed her away from his dick. "Turn and look at him, tell him what you want. You want something in your ass while you come again?"

Tori turned and looked at Ethan. His cock pulsed hard inside her, and he could tell she felt it. Her hair was a disaster, strands stuck to her cheeks and to Adam's cock, long, tousled waves going everywhere. Her mascara had seeped from her lower lid to her face, her lipstick long gone, her cheeks shining with spit and cum. She met his eyes.

Nothing but lust, unbridled, glimmered in them.

Ethan had the camera pointed at this monster, and he stared as Tori smiled.

"What you want,doll? Tell him. You want a thumb in your ass while he fucks you?"

"Yes," Tori said, almost too fast to be believed.

Adam looked at Ethan. "Do what the lady says. What you want, Tori, you little slut?"

Tori mewled and bumped her ass a little, taking Ethan's cock with her on the ride. "Fuck my ass, baby," she pleaded.

"Not just yet, baby doll. Tell him you want his thumb in your ass while he fucks you. Ask him pretty please. Then you gonna suck another load of cum outta my cock while he do it."

Adam turned Tori's head, which was swiveling, entranced, back to his dick. He made her face Ethan, who she looked at with vacant eyes. "Fuck my ass with your thumb," she panted. "I want it."

Adam chuckled and shook his head when Tori got back to sucking his dick. She wrapped a hand around the base of him and went to town with her mouth, her head bobbing up and down furiously. Adam murmured filthy words of encouragement.

Ethan struggled to hold the camera and get his thumb into her asshole, making her whimper sexily. His cock was treated to her pussy clenching hard. Her ass squeezed his finger.

He was unable to do all three things well: the camerawork, he knew, would leave something to be desired. His thumb went in roughly and he wondered if she wanted more lube. He rocked his hips a little, but it was now a game of not coming, so he tried to hold off the cum that boiled at the base of his dick.

But pretty soon it was surging, and he groaned loudly and made a noise that sounded like the kennel cough of a dog when his cum spurted into her.

He was still pumping his thumb.

And all the while,Tori sucked and sucked, until her cunt clamped down hard and her ass snapped at his finger before opening up for him to plunge in deep. Adam seized her head and pumped it, by her hair, his mouth open and his stare the one of a man trying to crank out a third orgasm into a willing slut.

He surprised them both by suddenly shoving Tori up, onto her shins. Ethan's cock flopped out, limp with relief, as her ass came down.

He went with her, onto his knees, because his thumb was stuck in her clenched asshole. It was still in her as Adam furiously rubbed his cock and a yelled, his cum spurting onto her tits, her face, and into her wild hair.

And Tori? She bounced happily on Ethan's hand, wrenching his thumb a little, while cum splattered all over her tits.


Chapter eight


Tori could barely remember how Adam had finally left the hotel room, but as she watched the edited version of that night's events, her memory was jogged. Her stomach was twisting with a lusty shame as she stared at the way Adam had flung her again onto the bed and spread her legs open. She didn't look like herself: she looked like a raving whore.

But she also looked hot. She stared at the cum dripping between her breasts, at her swollen lips, at her gaping pussy. She watched it sometimes when she was alone.

She knew she should have been ashamed of herself. But she wasn't.

Someone she knew, someone she saw in real life, was going to have seen this. He was going to have paid thousands and thousands of dollars to have seen it. Someone was probably jerking off to this right now.

Her pussy was throbbing. Her pussy throbbed all the time, if she was honest. All she had to do was think about how stretched and full it was with Adam's girth in it.

Her ass was pulsing with the same dull ache. Whenever she thought about this, she could feel her cheeks heat up and shame spread like a sunburn over her face. If she had known what it felt like to have an orgasm with something in her ass, she would have done it a long time ago.

But would she have? she wondered. With Ethan?

She tried to imagine Ethan grasping her hair and pushing her face onto his cock like Adam did. It just didn't work in her mind. Ethan might be able to fake it a little, but he wasn't into using her like Adam was.

Shame burned in her chest when she thought about the things she would let Adam do to her.

Because she wanted them.

She logged on to her own account while Ethan was at work and watched the videos. She masturbated to them. She met the eyes of every man she saw at every social event, wondering if she would see something in them that indicated that he had seen her pump her fingers in her own ass, or jerked off to the photo of cum pooled in the back of her throat.

She read every private message with relish.

You're so hot, Tori. Your husband is so lucky.


Are you going to do it next time?


I'm dying to see DP with another black cock


If E doesn't want to eat your creampie, I will


There was more, Des had informed them. A message board where the subscribers (of which she now had five more, and renewals, which had delighted Des. And if she was being honest, her as well: at $12,000 a month in their pockets, every renewal was sheer delight).

But Des wouldn't let her see the message board. He advised against it.

Instead, he gave Ethan a summary of the subscribers' thoughts on Tori's adventures and left it up to Ethan to disseminate the information to her.

"Oh, just tell me, baby," Tori had said, exasperated, when Ethan was having a hard time phrasing it. She was turned on by his reluctance to repeat it. It must be filthy, she thought.

And she sort of...wanted it to be.

"I don't want you to do anything you don't want to do," Ethan had argued. His cheeks weren't red, but she could see the heat coming off them assure as if she'd thermal vision.

She eyed her husband with half-suspicion. She wasn't sure what he wanted her to say. Fucking other guys had been, at its inception, Ethan's idea. If his cock was the true barometer of how he felt, well... he felt just rock-hard about what she'd done.

After all, he'd fucked again after Adam had left and his dick flexed every time she slurred about how sore she was.

But she was no dummy: she could see emotions roiling beneath the surface of his face. Did he really want the truth? That she thought about Adam's cock (or maybe, less specifically, a cock like Adam's) almost every minute of the day? Literally?)

It was hard to know.

"Well," she said, diplomatically - because the Brooks women were nothing if not diplomatic - "How can I know if I don't want to do it if you won't even tell me what it is?"

Like any literate person with ears and internet access, she knew men claimed to think about sex constantly. Like any woman, she had assumed this was a function of testosterone and nothing more.

She didn't think about sex every minute of the day.

Or at least, she never had before.

And DP? Lordy. The term made her blush when she found out what it was.

She could hardly tell Ethan that once the flush wore off, she spent time thinking about her new vocabulary. In a carnal way.

Could she tell her husband that the feel of hot cum sliding down her sweat-dampened breasts, stuck to her hair, spilling from her used and sore pussy, struck some kind of sexual chord inside her and made her lower abdomen clamor for more?

That the idea of getting her ass stuffed full of black cock was scary, but appealing enough to power her fantasies while Ethan fucked her (a lot more often, and with a lot more vigor than ever before?)

Did she dare to tell him that she wanted to meet Adam every chance she got? That she wanted him to bring a friend along and fuck her until she couldn't walk?

That she had fingered herself lying flat on her stomach next to him last night at two in the morning while she pictured herself getting gang-banged? That she liked Adam's dick slapping her face (it had been so heavy her lower lip had been slightly bruised, like ripe fruit, and swelled evenly to a pleasant plumpness that had made Marianne Bluth-Levins break all codes of decorum and ask her who her lip doctor was)?

Did Ethan want to know how thrilling it was for her to say to Marianne, politely, that she must have just gotten something salty on it in just the right places?

She was smiling at the memory, and Ethan was still looking at her.

"Oh, baby," she said, curling up next to him on the couch. "I just... I don't know what to say."

That much, at least, was true.

Ethan's lips were trembling.

Ethan had always been absorbed by her, which had always been a turn-on. Where other men obviously sought her because she was hot, they also saw her daddy's name and connections and bank accounts, but all she ever saw staring at her in Ethan's eyes was utter devotion to her.

And now, it was only more concentrated. So concentrated, in fact, that it was hard to tell it apart from violent fear, hate, or jealousy.

She tried another tack.

"Baby, look," she said, and there was a hint of untruthfulness in what she was about to say. It wasn't an outright lie, it was a mostly-true lie, which Tori preferred to think of as an "omission" or an "embellishment." Her mother was fond of saying that everything in the world was built by men, and men built things because women told them the truth in a prettier package.

Aside from the fact that Tori's mother's advice seemed to have been incubated in another century, Tori was sure her mother had meant something different than getting an Only Diamonds account and fucking black men, and then "embellishing" a little.

But the advice could still prove useful here.

She pushed past her misgivings.

"I'm in this for the money," she said.

This was true. She was in for the money, because if the money had never existed or hadn't been as much, there was no way in a hot Georgia tin roof she'd have let "Adam" touch her.

This was not necessarily true anymore, but since they were still making money, she saw no reason to point that out.

"If the subscribers want something, and Des is saying give it to them, well, then... there's no point disappointing your customers."

She could see this wasn't going down with Ethan 100% well. He nodded, but he had that look.

She refrained from letting out an exasperated sigh, because it was unseemly. She'd honed the fine art of sighing inwardly and smiling outwardly. Because it really was true - and truer for women than men - that you trap more flies with sugar.

And she wanted to do it. She was dying of curiosity about the nastier elements of the message board that Des wouldn't let her see, but at the same time,she kind of enjoyed the anticipation. The build-up. The idea that she held the power to captivate this many wealthy men and keep them drooling for more.

And paying.

But facing the truth, she also wanted to do it. She hadn't expected that, but there it was. Her sex life had been minimal, and replete with disappointing, wannabe alpha males with average cocks who didn't know how to fuck.

But Ethan didn't need to know that part. He certainly didn't need to know that she'd probably want to do this even if it wasn't so highly paid.

Ethan looked pale.

She wondered what he was struggling with, in that head of his. It was impossible to know, because she just didn't get why he wanted any of this to begin with. She had zero interest in watching Ethan fuck another woman: like any Brooks woman, she knew it was likely that she'd have to one day overlook an indiscretion. But the basic underpinnings of this fantasy – for Ethan - eluded her.

"Baby," she said, cooing, stroking his hair. "I'm just not sure what you want me to say. I'm up for it, you know, one thing at a time. But if you don't want me to, then, okay."

The final sentence was a little difficult to get out.

It was the truth, in a sense: if Ethan set his foot down, well... okay.

But she would be disappointed.

Ethan looked at her, that strange mixture of emotions in his features. "I just need to know if you're... you know, comfortable with it."

Aha.

Tori had played this game before.

Being the attractive daughter of a wealthy man in the South came with its fair share of acting responsibilities.

She put her head on her hand and smiled at him.

"I'm certainly not comfortable with it," she said, emphasizing her drawl. Why not? Men responded to that for some reason, even Ethan, who'd heard it all before and had his own accent anyway. "But baby, isn't that kind of the thrill of it? Pushing our boundaries?"

She was extremely satisfied by the way this rippled through Ethan. His pupils dilated, for goodness' sake.

He cleared his throat, and a flush covered his face as he looked at his hands. It was not the flush of humiliation or frustration - it was the flush of a man whose erotic fantasies were becoming real.

"Des, uh...says..." he looked up at her, and then grinned a little sheepishly. "He says your 'Southern charm' is a really big, uh, draw. The, uh, subscribers really like that. So he wants more interviews with you."

Tori smiled politely. Duh. She didn't give a fig about that one way or the other. "Okay. But what else?"

Her eyes flitted down to Ethan's crotch, just to confirm what she'd suspected. The shape of his cock was visible, clearly, in his boxers. Rock-hard. Her pussy throbbed.

She scooted closer to him, her own excitement building. Her fingers played with his hair, trailed down his neck. "When we meet Adam next time, what do our subscribers want me to do?"

Ethan exhaled. She had his full attention now. His blood was boiling. She let a strap of her nightie slip from her shoulder and climbed onto his lap.

He seemed almost surprised to see her there. Almost afraid of her, in some ways, but he wasn't able to control his cock - which pulsed against her thighs.

"Do they want me to do anal?"

She already knew this.

Ethan nodded, his eyes on her lips. His hands were cupping her ass now, pushing her nightie up. She'd stopped bothering with panties at night ever since this adventure had started. They were just in the way.

For the life of her,she couldn't say what got into her at a moment like this. She smiled,teasing him by moving her mouth close to his lips and running her tongue along his, pulling back before he could kiss her.

"I've never done that before," she purred. Ethan's cock flexed again. "Maybe I need some practice."

Ethan groaned, and seized her ribcage to pull him to her and kiss her. It was a dirty,urgent kiss. She responded, and ground against him, but if there was one thing she'd learned from all of this, it was to parcel out her responses.

She leaned back, her hands on his shoulders, letting her hair sway behind her. It was long enough that with her leaning and her head tipped back, it was grazing his thighs and shins. "I know it' supposed to be, like, watching me get broken in, but I wouldn't mind a little practice first. Just to make sure I can do it..."

She had almost continued speaking, and she was glad she stopped herself: it would be good to practice with someone of Ethan's endowments, before she tried to get that huge cock in there.

Her ass squeezed and she felt an ache there, just thinking about it.

Ethan was staring at her now. He seemed to be in shock.

"I... well...I... are you saying...?"

She was saying. It was all she could do not to roll her eyes.

She pushed him down onto the bed and leaned over to her night table without getting off his lap. His cock was kicking around like a trapped animal, and she was certain she saw a tiny stain of cum seeping into his boxers. With some difficulty, she removed the tube of lube she'd ordered online - because buying something like that in the line of sight of anyone in the whole south was a non-starter.

She held it up enticingly, waving it a little.

That's what she was saying.

Ethan shuddered when he at last exhaled, which was a few beats later.

"Really?" he asked.

She shrugged. "I mean, if you're up for it. You know I don't like going into anything unprepared."

If that wasn't the truth, she didn't know what was.

She lifted her nightie and pulled it over her head. Ethan's attention went instantly to her bouncing breasts. They were good, but she knew her ass was better. She pulled him to her breasts and he suckled at her right nipple, breathing heavily.

"Are you going to think about him?" he panted. "While you do it?"

Aha.

Tori silently thanked her husband for managing to spit out the truth, even she had to work him into a state to get him there. Men lost a lot of clarity when their dicks were hard, but they gained a lot of clarity as well.

She leaned closer to his ear and whispered: "I'm going to think about his cock the whole time."

And that certainly got the ball rolling.

***

The inside of Tori's ass was hot. It was hot, tight, and surprisingly silky. The view was the best view Ethan had ever seen his life, other than watching a black cock sliding in and out of her.

And the soundtrack was... well...

He could feel the occasional slip of Tori's fingers as she rubbed her clit with her right hand. They brushed over his balls when they swung up and slapped her pussy on a thrust. They passed over his slick shaft while he withdrew. Her pussy gushed a spurted, and as she worked on herself to have an orgasm, her body tightened and squirmed around his dick.

Tori was on her second orgasm, and he wanted her to have it right when he blasted her ass full of cum. He had licked her from behind, paying ample attention to the tight, virgin hole. A metallic taste assailed his tongue when he dared to dip into it. Her sphincter had clamped and spasmed at the attention.

When she came the first time, she had her own fingers in her ass. Without him prompting her to do it, she had lubed her fingers up, reached behind her, and slid first one, then the other, into her asshole, and rested her palm on the valley between her full ass-cheeks.

The spurting rhythm of her finger-fucking herself had been right in his ear, as he twisted to work his tongue at her clit at the odd angle. Cum gushed into his mouth, smeared on his nose and his chin, and Tori mewled and howled,her fingers still in her ass.

She had flipped her hair over her shoulder to look back at him. Like a raving slut. She pumped her fingers with a wild desperation in her ass.

"I'm ready for it, I want it," she panted.

"You want Adam's cock," he heard himself say, pushing her hand away from her ass. He lined the tip of his dick up to her hole, sliding his lubricated hand along his shaft to cover it completely.

"I want a load of his cum in my ass," Tori said, and Ethan shuddered. Where did she even get this stuff from?

"Are you going to think about him when I fuck you?"

Tori lay her head down and bumped her ass back and at him. His cock slipped in her soaked crack and her silky skin rubbed the underside. "Just give it to me, baby. I want it."

Ethan had to concentrate on what he was doing. The tip of his decently-sized cock covered her whole eyelet. It was slightly stretched from her fingers, but still looked way too tight for a cock, even of his size. It was glistening with lube and cum.

He placed a hand on her lower back and she arched it, wriggling.

He pushed in on the center of the eyelet, and encountered resistance. Tori mewled. He had his mouth open to ask if she was okay, but she pushed back against him, so there was his answer.

And then there was a cracking feeling around the very rubbery ring as his cock sank in and then seemed to gather momentum and plunge easily into her ass.

Tori froze. Her mouth was open, her face shocked.

"Oh, my," she managed to say.

He was all the way in. The rubbery ring had rolled down to the base of his dick and was still tight there. Everything beyond that gave way like her pussy,but hotter, tighter. Surprisingly, maybe even silkier. When he fucked, the ring grasped him and squeezed the length of his dick, and then rolled back down.

"Is this okay?" he asked her, but he didn't know what he would do if she said no.

Tori made an incomprehensible noise that sounded like pleasure, and bumped her peach-shaped butt against his pelvis. "Oh, my," she said again.

And then she had brought her own fingers up to play with herself while Ethan tried to stop himself from just exploding. It required the kind of concentration he hadn't had to use since his early twenties: distraction, thoughts about baseball and car insurance.

But when Tori started to holler and he could feel her ass getting tighter as her second orgasm built up, he knew he was going to come soon.

She did, and he did almost immediately. The cum was spurting as he drew back, and so he plunged and drove it deep inside her.

"Oh!" Tori squealed. "Oh, oh!"

Her whole body was twitching as he lay down on top of her, his sick pulsing away in her ass. He actually couldn't believe that he just done this to his wife, Victoria Blake.

And she loved it.

He pushed her hair away from her face and gave her one final thrust. She mewled.

"God," he said, breathing onto the side of her face. "That was so hot, Tori."

"Mmm," she said, her eyes open and looking vacantly at the wall.

His cock, incredibly, twitched with new life.

"Are you thinking about Adam?"

Tori just moved her head in assent.

"Are you thinking about him fucking your ass?"

Tori had a finger close to her lips and she bit it gingerly. She squeezed him by contracting her ass around his cock. "I want more," she said. She started to squirm underneath him.

Ethan started to move, trying to oblige. His cock had deflated slightly, and the will was in his mind, but not his body. Tori was urging him, rocking her hips, and he gave it his best, but his cock was squeezed from her and slipped out. A flubbing sound accompanied the exit of his wet, rubbery flesh.

"Babe," he said, kissing her neck and rolling to his side. "I'm sorry...this is... athletic," he stammered. He rolled away and pulled her over by the shoulder. He was already moving down her body, which was slippery with sweat from head to toe. "Let me make it up to you," he said, moving down between her legs.

Tori's pussy was so wet and swollen that he hard time zeroing in on the right place and staying there. She mewled and shuddered when he hit the right places.

She seized his head and lifted hers to look down at him. The muscles of her stomach tightened beneath her skin and showed her formidable core workouts off splendidly while she did. "Fuck my ass," she insisted.

Ethan obliged and slipped two fingers into her ass, where he encountered the gooey runoff of his own cum. It was wet inside her silky ass, and he was more interested in her pussy. He lapped at it while she twisted and moaned.

It was hot, and it was what Tori wanted, but the feeling was disconcerting.

Tori wanted her ass fucked, and he just wanted to worship her pussy.

As she tossed her head on the pillow wildly, and then lifted it to stare at him, he couldn't help but wonder if he'd created a monster.

Because this woman was not his wife.

She grasped his head and pushed his face into her pussy when she was close to coming. "Don't stop," she seethed, almost viciously. "Don't stop fucking my ass."

He looked up at her and met her eyes. The vacant, feral hunger in them would never leave his mind again.

"That's it ,yeah, I'm so close... don't stop fucking me, fuck my ass," she panted.

And then she threw her head back and her thighs clapped against the sides of his head, trapping him so deep in her gushing pussy that he couldn't breathe. His fingers rammed deep, and her ass squeezed them hard. "Oh!" Tori screamed. "Oh, yes! Fuck my ass full! Oh!"

He had to actually wrestle himself free. When he rose up on his knees, he looked down at his wife. She was rolling on her back, her hands between her legs, her knees pulled to her chest. Cum sloshed from her ass, her pussy quivered so violently he could see it. He wiped his face, which was coated with her juices.

"Oh, God," she said, shuddering. "I can't wait to feel a huge cock." She laughed. She lifted a hand to her head to push her hair from her face and seemed to snap back to reality.

She looked at him,smiling. "Baby, that's so hot," she said.

Ethan was staring at her. She seemed to be waiting for his reply. His approval? Something from him.

She stretched her legs out, between his. "Mmm," she said, squirming. "I'm so sore there."

He was shaking as he lay down next to her, and she rolled for him to spoon her. She was sleepy. He watched her lids grow heavy and finally close.

"I can't wait to do that with Adam," she murmured, before she fell asleep.

He was jolted wide awake, and he stared over her naked from at the far wall for many hours, while Tori slept blissfully, exhausted.

I'm so sore there, her voice ricocheted in its sweet, dusky cadence. Over and over and over again.

So sore from your medium-size cock, she was saying.

Imagine how it will feel when Adam fucks me.

His cock was hard within half an hour of this torment, and after several sleepless and uncomfortable hours, he rose, turned out the light, and stumbled to the bathroom, where he hung his head under the coldest water he could get, and jerked off violently to the nastiest images of his wife that he could remember.

Tori slept the whole time, even when he lay back down and stared at the ceiling, unable to think of anything else but her voice, purring: I can't wait to do that with Adam.


Chapter nine


"Soooo," Tori said, propped on a mustard-yellow velvet settee in a loosely-tied white robe made of translucent fabric. Des had arranged the robe so that its lace trim landed in the center of each breast, came together at her navel, and then flared over one leg.

She wasn't naked, but she might as well be. She looked pampered, gorgeous, all of her makeup and hair in perfect place. Her pink toenails, manicured and pretty, alluringly girl-like, wriggled. Her feet, stacked on each other and rubbing together occasionally, were the only hint of nervousness, or even the remnants of something non-porn-like about her.

She bit her lip. "I'm going to do it. This week. We're meeting Adam, and... he's bringing a friend." She picked up her phone and scrolled through it. "He said I can pick which guy I want, and I have all these pictures here. So we spend some evenings, you know, looking through them..."

Tori seemed to genuinely get lost in her phone, scrolling through pictures of dicks. Black dick after black dick - and Ethan knew this, because he'd seen the feed himself.

"Is there anything you're looking for, baby?"

This was Des, who was sitting behind a camera in a tidy suit, looking for all the world like he was sitting down to do an interview with an important and boring political figure, and not a half-clad Victoria Blake, contemplating her next hotwifing adventure.

"Well," Tori said, and Ethan shuddered a little at how well she was playing her role. She had taken to Des's coaching about these interviews like a duck to water, and Ethan loved it, but it was unsettling as all hell.

Sure, Tori could say she was doing it for the money, and that she was just acting to maximize their profits... but was that really true?

She was either the world's best actress, or she had been a raging slut all along, just waiting to be let out.

She fluttered her eyes at the camera. Her make-up artist had painted the lids with a smokey gray-brown that captured the sage tints in her eyes and had the incredible power of drawing a man's - at least Ethan's -attention away from the tantalizing skin that was bursting from the robe.

"There are like, five, that I really like. But I want your opinion."

The "you" in this sentence was Tori's high-paying subscriber base of twelve rich men, and the five potential subscribers that Des felt certain she could entice.

"It's my first time, with... you know, anal," Tori said nervously, and the lie rolled right off her sweet little tongue. She made a face like she was a princess lost at the Small World ride at Disneyland. She blinked her eyes. "I'm kind of nervous. And I don't want just anyone. And all of these choices are..." her eyes flitted down to the screen. "Well, they're just so..."

For a moment, she was lost in the feed and her own thoughts. "…big," she finished, distracted.

She chewed on her lower lip.

It was a nice touch. An insanely hot touch.

Ethan burned from his ears to his shoulder blades, and his cock was so hard the pain was giving him mild nausea.

"Ethan just says he wants me to be happy with my choice," Tori mused, still looking at the pictures. She was skipping ahead of Des, saying her lines without prompts. Des smiled, impressed, and Ethan glared at his profile. He had certainly scouted the most talented slut in hiding among the wealthy elites of Georgia. How had he known?

It vexed Ethan.

"... but..." She sighed pleasantly, looking up at the camera. "I don't know. So maybe you can help me." She held the phone up and wagged it. "I have my choices narrowed down to five, and I'm going to let my fans decide for me. But remember..."

Here Tori paused, and though it was only a second or two, Ethan felt like it dragged on forever. His blood boiled and his heart raced, and he stared at Tori's face as she seemed to be thinking.

Her eyes shifted to his, and met them for a moment. They were filled with mischief, but in them something else simmered. She held him there, an equally brief moment, but it seared him from the inside out.

"...I've never done this before."

"You think you're ready to take a big cock in the ass?"

Tori's eyes gleamed and she looked right into the camera. She shivered, and Ethan was pretty sure even Des couldn't tell if it was real or not. She dropped her hands between her legs and a flush rose to her cheeks - not of embarrassment, but of excitement. "I can't wait to get all filled up."

She looked, unwaveringly, into the camera, with a smile and gleaming eyes.

"Whoo," Des said, shaking himself. He turned off the camera and Tori relaxed slightly, grinning.

"Was that okay?" she asked, tossing some of her hair over her shoulder and looking down at her robe.

Des leaned back in his own chair and looked up at the ceiling. "To use the black vernacular, Victoria, you so fine, you make a preacher bust one." He looked over at Ethan. "I must admit, I did not expect your wife to be such a natural."

Ethan hadn't, either. He nodded, not really sure what he meant by it.

"Well. I imagine you two may want to... well, you may want me to leave you to yourselves." He stood up, typing something into his phone. "I'll leave this equipment, and you have your... files to look through, until midnight. I'm afraid I have to lock you out after that, as, again… discretion is our brand."

"And so..." Tori said, standing up herself, pulling her robe around her. She had instantly transformed, and was now largely business. This made little difference, because the way she was dressed, she could have been spitting out the algorithm for endless stock market success and not a man alive would have heard it.

She seemed utterly unaffected by the fact that the robe was transparent and her hardened nipples were poking the fabric into stiff peaks of the world's most appealing meringue. She tied the robe and put a hand on one hip. "They'll all... vote? And then what?"

Des looked her up and down and sort of jerked his head as an "mmm," escaped his lips. He glanced at Ethan, who was looking alarmed, and smiled. "The first rule of business, Mr. Blake, is 'don't get high on your own supply.'"

Then he turned to Victoria, as if this statement had somehow reassured Ethan all that it needed to.

"You have the final say, of course. Subscribers are paying a great deal of money for these accounts, and so they expect interaction and responsiveness, and a modicum of 'control' over what they see. But as we all know - Ethan, you're in marketing - this is mostly an illusion. And one that I must say, Mrs. Blake, you have come by quite naturally at creating."

"So... I can just pick whoever I want?"

"Yes, of course," Des chuckled. "But it's fun for them if they think they've influenced you. Naturally, I don't expect you to do this - I have a full-time paid writer who handles correspondence with subscribers - she's an erotica writer I picked up from Amazon with amazing versatility - but much of the subscription is about creating an experience and a connection. All you need to do, Tori, is what you've been doing. And I must say, you are doing a very fine job. "Des clicked his briefcase closed. "As long as you're... shall we say, open, to new ideas, then everything is fine here."

He straightened up and smoothed his tie. "Well. I'll be off now. I'm in need of a cold shower."

Ethan cleared his throat. "So when, uh... when are we doing this?"

Des smiled. "I'd like for this to get posted tomorrow, and generally, about a week of teasing whets the appetite... then we'll announce the choice, scatter some teases here and there..." he looked at Tori. "And then you can meet your stud. I don't wish to pry into your personal life-"

Tori laughed lightly, and Des grinned.

" - but if I may suggest... if this is indeed your first time, perhaps you want to work up to it."

Tori's mouth opened and she looked like she was going to tell Des about her anal tryst with Ethan.

Des cut her off, holding a finger up. "But not too much, Mrs. Blake. After all, your subscribers are paying to see you deflowered, in a manner of speaking. You are a delightfully good actress, but that's the kind of thing that too much rehearsing will... well, make a bit stale." He smiled again.

Tori was looking at Price like he'd just bestowed the wisdom of Buddha on her.

"I see," she said, her chin tilted up and a funny smile on her lips. "Well. We wouldn't want that."

Des Price, who Ethan would have nominated for coolest cucumber in the world, seemed impressed as he huffed at her. Then he looked down at his briefcase, brushed something from it, grinned, and turned to leave.

"I shall leave you... to it," he said, shaking his head as he opened the door and let himself out.

Ethan moved his eyes toward his wife with some trepidation. She was almost frightening to him.

Tori clasped her hands together and grinned. "Well?" she asked. "What did you think?"

I think, he thought to himself, that I have opened Pandora's Box.

He exhaled and scratched his head.

Tori was coming toward him, one finger sliding under the edge of the robe, over her left breast. "We have a few hours before we need to leave..." she purred. And then, suddenly her same old self, she swept up the phone and jumped into the bed. "Do you want to look through these studs with me, or what?"

Ethan surveyed the curve of his wife's ass, hanging from the silk robe that had bunched at her waist when she lay down on the bed. Her fingers were already scrolling, her eyes glued to the images of black cocks - and nominally, the men they belonged to. They were damp, wide, and alive with obsession. Her breasts hung alluringly in the swaying, open confines of her robe.

Did he want to climb into bed with this woman while she chose the black cock that she'd take in the ass, and maybe fuck her from behind while she perused her options?

Yes.

And no.

Because while the hot slut lying in the bed at two in the afternoon was familiar to him, she was also a total stranger.

He had a similar feeling to the first time he'd taken the reins of a just-tamed stallion - at Tori's father's ranch in Wyoming - and the beast had thrown the harness off somehow and run wildly in the enclosure. The animal had transformed, one moment a barely tamed mass of beautiful muscle that he had been ready to mount, expecting a wild ride - the next, reverted to its feral self, loose in the enclosure, capable of stomping him to death. It ran happily and wildly and free...

Definitely, though, what the horse had decided to do had been completely out of his control.

Tori looked up at him, and he saw only the carefree bucking of the horse.

"Well? Baby?" Her Southern drawl dripped like pussy juice from her lips, thick, sweet and redolent with sex. She smiled coyly. One bare, pink-tinted toenail slid along her calf alluringly. "Isn't this what you wanted?"

He moved closer to the bed. He was taking off his clothes.

Tori smiled, eyes glinting.

Then her eyes went back to the phone, back to her scroll of big, black cocks. Ethan followed her eyes as they traced obsessed circles over the shapes she was seeing. Tori wanted a big black cock in her ass, and she was going to choose it carefully.

Ethan's fingers wandered to her pussy, which was wet and hot.

Tori, obsessed with her choices, paid him almost no mind.

Until a bit later.

END

***


Also by Arnica Butler


Wondering what to read while you wait for book 3?

Take a dive into some of Arnica's older titles! From the sweet and filthy corruption of fiery Latina violinist Ela, the "tennis" games of the inimitable Scarlett, and the latent nastiness in former cheerleader Monica, there are plenty of hotwives waiting for you to watch them while you wait for Book III…

***
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Peter's sweet-faced and fiery wife is headed back to school for a degree in violin performance. She stays out late, she travels a lot, and she's in the company of a lot of men with big egos and an uneven power dynamic. Throw in the way his own relationship with Ela started, their own past experiment with an open relationship before they were married, and someone from Ela's past… and Peter has the elements of a perfect… symphony.

***
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His wife has surprised him by taking up a new sport to fill her time in the city they've moved to. But it isn’t long before the couple discover that Scarlett’s new instructor can give her a lot more than just tennis lessons. Her dark, handsome tennis coach might have just the thing their marriage needs... but doesn’t everything come at a price?

***
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Oren knows he’s a lucky man. Monica is blonde, stunning, and has a killer body. She was even a cheerleader in the NBA in her university days – and there are even more interesting jobs in her resume than that. But Monica is now a practical, down-to-earth, and happily married woman. 


Or is she? They’re vacationing with friends when Oren discovers that he has a taste for thinking about his wife with another man. And Monica has a taste for... well, something. Was there more to Monica's past than she ever let on?
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