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Chapter one


It was a sunny fall day, and the sea was calm aboard Neil Prescott's yacht, where a cocktail party that should have been very boring was being held.

Boring, because the party was political in nature, and that tended to suck all the fun out of a party: no skimpy bikinis, no excessive drinking, no dangerous conversations.

Still, it was the kind of party you wanted to be invited to. People who were invited were VIPs. Emphasis on "important."

Ethan Blake generally wasn't important enough to be one of that crowd.

Yet here he was, champagne in hand, staring out over the harbor and eavesdropping on some truly annoying conversations among the political and economic heavy-hitters in the region.

It was the perfect place to procure first-name contacts with very wealthy clients (for he and Tori's "day jobs"), and Tori was working the scene hard. Which is what Ethan should have been doing, but was too distracted to be doing well.

He watched Tori gliding from group to group, tipping her head back and laughing, weaving herself seamlessly into any conversation that appealed to her.

Tori could do this because she was, to most people here, Victoria Annabel Brooks, daughter of Nathaniel Brooks. And because she was drop-dead gorgeous.

But even with all of that cred, Ethan knew - and Tori had to know - that they would not have received an invitation to an event like this just because of Tori's pedigree or sensuality. They never had before, and they hadn't done anything particularly extraordinary or different in their lives recently.

Except for one thing.

So, as Ethan's eyes took in the scene around him, he wondered - but would never know - who had suggested that Victoria Brooks be invited (because of etiquette, as the "plus-one" to Ethan Blake). Because whoever that was, Ethan was fairly certain he had a subscription to Tori's Only Diamonds account.

So someone here - and possibly more than person - knew that Ethan was a cuckold.

They knew that his gorgeous wife Tori fucked black men right in front of him. Someone here had watched Tori's lips surrounding huge black cocks. They'd seen her eyes roll back in her head with pleasure when she came. They'd watched her transformation from prim, Southern belle who knew which fork to use and the right thing to say in every scenario, to raving, cock-hungry slut.

And, if this person watched the latest installment on Tori's "channel," then they had seen a man who went by "Link" pry open her ass, slide his long, thick cock into it, fuck her for a long time, and then leave it gaping open and oozing his sizable load of cum for the camera.

Ethan's dick was uncomfortably hard, which was a condition Ethan was getting used to, but which presented its own problems.

He caught Tori's eye, and she continued talking, but winked in his direction.

Tori was having a blast with all of this, if her demeanor was anything to go by. It unsettled Ethan: maybe in all of his fantasizing, he had never bothered to think beyond the immediate moments of the sexual act. Maybe he had expected something different from Tori: More guilt, some veneer - at the very least, a thin one - of shame. Reluctance, or a conflict that mirrored his own psychodrama.

But Tori exhibited none of these things. At least not outwardly.

She was determined to talk to every man there, and she had been explicit in her reasons for doing so. She wanted to suss out the subscription holder - or holders. She believed she would know when she interacted with whoever it was. That she would see something flicker inside them.

Ethan wasn't so sure.

This was a political fundraiser. No one ever got this far in politics, or even aspired to this level, without having a poker face of steel when it came to illicit sexual anything. And Des Price's NDA for Only Diamonds clientele was as tight a piece of contract writing as could be written. These men, while they had money to burn, did not have the luxury of burning their reputations.

If Tori was going by how many men looked at her ass, well, she was on a wild goose chase. Everybody looked at Tori's ass, even when she dressed like she did today, and not like she did in her videos.

She was ensconced in a pair of long, billowing Chanel pants. The taupe color reeked of expense and matched highlights in her hair. The cream-colored silk blouse she wore had a single streak of the same taupe tastefully swirled across the cowl-neck. It was conservative and proper, but sexy as hell. The pants hugged the shape of her ass, showing it off, until about halfway down her buttocks, before blending it all away in the billowy, breezy fabric. The blouse shifted when she moved, sliding away from one collarbone and preening, as though it would slide off her shoulder, but never delivering on its promise. It would then slide across her sun-kissed skin and tease the same show on the other side.

Tori was in good company here: most of the women were trophy wives, and wore ensembles of similar seductive quality. Choosing this kind of sexy-conservative outfit was an art form, according to Tori.

But nobody had an ass like hers. And nobody quite pulled off the look like Tori did. Male eyes seemed to be dragged along behind her everywhere she went.

There was nothing new about that. Nothing about it made Ethan uncomfortable. What did make him uncomfortable is that Tori was not just walking around being her usual coveted self, nor was she really doing her ordinary business thing. She was doing something that felt to Ethan like the outskirts of cheating, on the outskirts of plain old prostitution.

Not quite there, but in their orbit.

How long until her orbit was pulled in by the gravity of lust, money, or temptation? Would she spiral slowly to it, or crash-land?

Ethan watched like a hawk, even as he made idle chit-chat with whoever happened to be there in front of him. If a man looked at Tori's ass, he watched his face for a flicker of secret knowledge: a tremble of a lip, a gleam in his eyes. Maybe a glance in the direction of the man Tori was married to? Ethan Blake, a cuck, whose fine-porcelain wife was getting slathered with cum from a black cock every chance she got?

Why was it any different that Tori was looking for the same clues? It wasn't as if she was soliciting. But Ethan felt her movements, her eyelashes fluttering, her swagger, her tinkling laugh, like thousands of paper cuts. Everything that she did was imbued with danger and dark sexual tension, now that they were through the looking-glass of their hotwife lifestyle.

Tori made eye contact with him again and moved her head in the direction of the open bar. Ethan nodded and smiled at Guy White, and his vacant wife Eileen, before making his excuses and attempting to rendezvous with Tori where she had indicated.

Tori was ordering a drink from a bartender who was doing his very best not to leer at her. She turned to Ethan and smiled brightly before linking her arm in his and moving her mouth close to his ear.

Ethan knew better than to make a scene, and after all: Tori was just about as practiced at the old "slip an arm into your husband's arm, to make a comment in his ear" move that so many Southern women of means employed - and deployed - whenever they needed to influence their husband "discretely" but "publicly."

Which was to say, as a signal to someone, somewhere, that she was going to gently turn the head of the man she was with.

It was a whole Game of Thrones shtick that Ethan could honestly have lived without.

Tori didn't have any influencing to do with Ethan, anyway. While they were a lot richer than they had been one month ago, and next month they would be even wealthier: no one here knew that, not even the person who had invited them.

For a lot of these people, that kind of money was chump change. No one needed Victoria Brooks Blake to turn Ethan Blake's head one way or the other. Tori's move was a habit more than anything.

Her voice was sexier than ever when it licked his earlobes and her breath glided over his neck. "For the life of me, baby, I can't tell who it is, but it's making my evening splendid."

Ethan faced the bar. He had on the kind of boxers, and the kind of suit, that could basically hide an erection: emphasis on 'basically." His stomach was cramping from the pain of it, the difficulty of dealing with it, and Tori's insistence on making it worse by saying things like that.

"Oh, my... goodness," Tori said, loud enough this time for even the bartender to hear it.

Ethan looked down, first: this was a troubled-sounding statement and panic filled him when she said it. Was he standing there with his dick pointing out, or what? The cold fear squeezed his balls and made the whole problem slightly worse.

But Tori wasn't talking about that. She was looking past the bar to where some stairs led into the enclosed ballroom below.

Rising like some kind of wacko Malcom-X figure, impeccably dressed, smiling exactly right, was Des Price.

He was glad-handing everyone like the best of them, teeth gleaming.

He walked right over to Ethan and Tori, smiling.

"And how are you, Mr. and Mrs. Blake?"

Tori looked mortified, and Ethan couldn't even fake a smile.

Des laughed this off and asked the bartender which whiskeys he had available. He smoothed his tie and looked supremely disappointed before waving the man away. "A Svalbardi, if you have it." Then he turned to Ethan and Tori.

"A happy accident," he said, with a menacing grin. "Though I must insist we keep our conversation very brief."

"Sir, I don't have Svalbardi, but I do have -" the bartender began, and Des turned a face to him that was at once grinning and demonic. "Not Fillico," he said, coldly. He leaned in to Ethan. "Nothing to it but the trinkets on the cap."

Des looked back at the bartender. "If it's all you have, then fine, but keep the bottle, please." Des discretely slipped a twenty onto a small gold plate for tips, and looked over Ethan's shoulder. "Are you enjoying yourselves?"

The bartender was perplexed, but poured some water from a jeweled bottle that looked like it could be hawked for a hundred dollars, and placed it on a gold-encrusted cocktail napkin.

"Oh, yes," Tori said, before sipping her own drink. Des's eyes fell to the crystal glass in her hand and he shuddered, even while maintaining a smile.

Tori, Ethan noticed, was drinking a plain old Negroni, though on this yacht, it was likely made of top shelf ingredients and oranges hand-delivered to the yacht by a diamond-encrusted delivery nymph from an island in the Pacific somewhere.

It still wasn't good enough for Des Price, though.

Adam, of course, had introduced Tori to the drink- a downscale version at a hotel in Cleveland -which is what made Des smile, Ethan was sure. Adam had introduced Tori to quite a bit more than that drink.

"Victoria Brooks," a man said, behind Tori. He had a slightly familiar face, so Ethan assumed he was some lower-rung politician or a business associate of Tori's dad. A woman whose taut features reeked of multiple facelifts and whose Plasticine figure didn't move when she did, draped in diamonds and gold, was hanging like an accessory from his arm.

Tori turned to the voice and began the customary rich-people exchange of flattery and boasts, peppered with high-pitched exclamations and cheek-kissing.

"Walk with me," Des said to Ethan, his eyes on the two women. So Ethan did.

"Are you checking up on us?" Ethan asked him, his tone half-serious.

Des adjusted his tie and moved into some shade, stopping as if he owned the yacht himself and wished to stand in that very place all along, like it was his only reason for being there. He sighed contentedly. "Any businessman knows to keep an eye on his business," he said, distractedly looking around. Then back to Ethan, whom he gave an enormous grin. "I jest. It's purely coincidental, but now that I see you both here I must admit that it arouses suspicion on my part. Who invited you?"

Ethan shrugged. "The campaign, I suppose. No one person was on the invite."

"Mmm," Des murmured. "I take it you are not a secretly political donor, awash in cash?"

Ethan glared at him as politely as he could. Did Des imagine that his wife would be fucking black men on film if they were secretly part of the political donor class?

Maybe he did. Maybe they would be. He no longer knew anymore, for certain, why his wife was doing it. There seemed to be more to it to Tori than the money.

Ethan jumped in. "So I take it... you know who invited us?" He lowered his voice. "And it's a subscriber?"

Des froze in a pasted smile as a group of women passed them, tittering away about jewelry. His lips moved into a tight, thin line.

Ethan knew better than to ask those questions, Des's mouth said, without saying anything.

"How is it that you procure them, if I may ask that much?" Ethan asked Des.

"You may ask," Des said, pointedly.

"Well, it's just that... if the first rule about this club is no talking about this club, then how do people even find out about it?"

Des sipped his water. "What I can tell you, Ethan, is that you are making a bit of a scene, which is something that is not very good for business." Des laughed then, loudly, flashing his white teeth, and patted Ethan heavily on the shoulder. "I myself am always on business. You would do well to follow my example."

Ethan wasn't sure what Des meant by that, exactly, and it must have shown on his face, because Des pulled him close in a manly, business-like way, to speak up close to his ear from his shoulder while grinning stupidly like everyone else on the yacht. "It would be very good for business if Tori could slip away and order a drink downstairs. You? Stay up top." He patted Ethan again, forceably, and strolled away, sipping his hundred-dollar water stripped of jewels.

An unspoken rule at an event like this was that nobody checked their phones or texted. It was considered the height of rudeness. So Ethan stood, stunned, wondering what on earth Des could have meant by any of that, and then got to work formulating a way to speak to Tori.

His mind was sluggish, though, because it was overloaded by all the possibilities that could explain Des's presence here, the "business" he was "on," and why he wanted Tori to go downstairs.

He was at the bar with his own Negroni - delightful, too alcoholic for his current situation - when Tori at last managed to break away from a group she'd been laughing with. She was still holding her first Negroni in her hand, and she'd barely chipped away at it.

"I have no idea who it is," she told him, her voice sultry and her body language lusty. It took Ethan a beat to realize she was still trying to sniff out the Only Diamonds subscriber. "But it's driving me crazy. Where did Des go? What did he want?"

She leaned provocatively toward him and trailed a finger on his arm - not without a glance around to make sure she wasn't making a scene, Ethan noticed.

Tori was like this now. A sexual monster lurked inside of her, and it seemed to press out from beneath her skin occasionally, at venues like this one or even at a prim, business dinner. She didn't necessarily do anything all that noticeable, but her body was always closer, her voice sultrier, a hidden meaning always lurking in her words and her gestures.

She ran her tongue along her teeth with gleaming eyes a lot more than Ethan was entirely comfortable with.

"He mentioned that it would be very good for business if you went downstairs and ordered a drink there," Ethan said, sipping his own drink afterward to have an excuse for the heat rising from the back of his neck, which he was fairly sure no one could notice but Tori.

His wife, Tori, would have said, "I see," in a neutral and bored tone. Then she would have set her drink down and made her way to the bar at a leisurely pace, at a time of her choosing.

This Tori, though, murmured, "I see," in the kind of voice that was so dripping with sexuality it almost sounded like a moan. Her hips moved subtly and sensually. Her tongue took another quick journey beneath her white teeth.

She carefully consumed her Negroni in gulps that she managed to make look elegant, smiled at herself in the mirror, opened her mouth to wipe something from the corner of it just as the bartender looked at her. Still looking at the bartender, cupped a hand on Ethan's cheek and placed her lips next to his skin without touching him. "Here I go," she whispered.

The bartender was a young guy, and he seemed to be well-versed in the eccentric requests of the wealthy class on this yacht, so this barely knocked him off his game.

But it did put some sand in his wheels. He staggered a little and had to work very hard not to let his eyes follow Tori as she sauntered away.

"I'll have another one," Ethan told him, lifting Tori's empty glass.

"Of course, sir." The bartender did not point out that he had one already.

The stairs into the belly of the yacht yawned at Ethan in his peripheral vision, and if it had been the open legs of a giant woman, he would have had an easier time putting that out of his mind.

He was caught up in a conversation before he knew it, with a cousin of Tori's who had always been kind to Ethan. Asher always made every attempt to connect Ethan to people he might find useful to know, which was usually both appreciated and humiliating. (It came with a side of wealthy-class resume braggadocio that Ethan could have done without).

But Ethan was running on auto-pilot, his mind churning with angst.

Tori was downstairs, as Des had asked her to be, and there was very little doubt that this involved Tori doing something that Des deemed "good for business."

And since Des was effectively Tori's pimp, this business could almost anything.

Blood had migrated to Ethan's cock and it wasn't recirculating anytime soon. He had his phone set to vibrate and it hadn't, and he checked it often with a discrete look at it pulled slightly out of his pocket. Nothing.

He tried to take his mind of it all, but the only thing capable of tearing his thoughts away from what Des had Tori doing downstairs, was...

…what Tori had done for her most recent segment of Only Diamonds content.

Something that could hardly be described as a good distraction from his current situation.


Chapter two


He tried not to think about it, but it came into his head almost every minute of every day. It created awful situations: distraction at the worst moments, spontaneous erection problems that would rival any teenager's.

A sound could trigger it, or an image: the crushing of a grapefruit on a squeezer; a watermelon rind breaking open; a spoon plunging into batter. The pink crochet rosettes on a woman's shawl, oozing white creme spilling from an eclair.

As it had been in his teens, the world was a place inhabited by sexual imagery and sexual sounds. Appliances and household items, plates of food and artwork… all called to him like sirens to think of pussy, pussy, pussy.

And also, ass. Now that Tori seemed fine with cock in any orifice.

At least twenty times a day, these sounds and images would send him careening. The memory of that night would bloom in every corner of his mind.

He would be right back in a hotel room, his hands gripping the arms so tightly his knuckles were white. Blood pounding in his ears, a metallic taste in his mouth- lingering from the rim job he'd given his wife, before handing her over to the man who was going to fuck her ass.

Tori's foot in a high, black heel, swinging playfully near her upturned rump. Her mouth open, the corners turned up in surprised and anguished delight, the peculiar expression of sexual ecstasy making her look hungry and stunned all at once.

Much of her torso was lying atop Adam, over his thighs and his ripped abdomen. He cradled her to him, the fingers of his right hand in her hair, pushing it away from her face; the fingers of his left hand plunging slowly in and out of her ass.

There was a sticky crinkle of lubrication as her chosen bull - "Link," applied a ludicrous amount of lube to his cock with one hand. Link was standing at the foot of the bed, his eyes fixated on the black fingers pumping Tori's asshole. Priming her.

Link's cock was thick, long, and smooth like sheepskin. Just before he had soaked it in her pussy juices, Tori had stroked it almost affectionately and said as much.

"It feels like sheepskin," she had breathed, her voice sounding younger and far dumber than Tori had ever sounded.

As Link lubed up, Tori had her hand on Adam's cock, and she moved it with some distraction. Most of her inward attention, anyone could see, was on her ass. Ethan could see as clearly as any of the men in the room that Tori liked her ass getting played with. And like any man in the room, his cock was screaming to see her take a huge cock there. To go beyond the fingerings, the tongues, the "play."

It wasn't necessarily his thing, but it secured his full attention.

After lubing up until his cock was shiny and goopy, Link had hovered over her, staring at her hole. When he began to roll his jaw within his closed mouth, Adam had slid his finger slowly from inside her.

"You ready for it, baby doll?" Adam had cooed, and Tori had just panted and squirmed, her eyes straining to see the big cock that she was going to let Link break her open with. Adam rotated her ass and spread her cheeks open by splaying his fingers.

Link let a huge glob of spit fall from his lips. It landed in the center of Tori's ass. She had almost no reaction, except to buck a little and mewl pleasantly. Her lips parted even more.

Even with her ass stretched a little by Adam's fingers, and even though Ethan knew that this was not actually Tori's first anal experience -he had done the honors himself recently - Ethan couldn't help a surge of fear..

He transferred the energy to his fingers - he would leave dents in the chair - and worked hard, consciously, to make himself remain seated and let Tori decide when enough was enough.

Surely she could see that this monster cock was too much for her to handle?

It was so thick, Ethan was sure her pussy would never be the same, let alone her tight ass.

But Tori was just waiting for it. Begging for it.

As Link lined his dick up with her quivering sphincter, the small gap created by Adam's fingers was pulsing closed. The anxiety spread to Ethan's balls and his spine, and breathing began to burn. Link's thick cock seemed to be twice the diameter of Tori's stretched hole, which was getting tighter with each passing moment. The gap Adam had worked hard to create closed slowly, like a flower at night.

Ethan's mouth opened. His muscles screamed at him to get up and push Link away from his wife's ass.

But Tori was watching, the lurid, slut-vacant mixture of excitement and hypnosis in her eyes.

Adam was also watching, a faint smile on his lips, his fingers playing with Tori's hair.

"Remember, you gotta push out," Adam said, as Link placed a huge paw on her left buttock and used his right hand to line himself up. "Don't try and clamp up. You gotta open up. Then it's all good from there. You gonna like it."

Tori panted and moved her head slightly, still watching Link.

When the monstrous bulb of Link's crown pushed forward, a gasp escaped Tori's mouth. It cut out midway, almost as if someone had turned the sound off in her throat. Her fingers clamped hard on Adam's dick, and he moved his own hand casually to pull at them and loosen her grip.

"Push out, baby," Link said gruffly. He was encountering resistance. Tori mewled. "I'm just gonna slide right in... oh yeah..."

Link's cock had encountered some pressure and was bunching slightly, bowing.

But it gave way suddenly and began to slide into Tori's ass. Inch after inch after inch burrowed inside -but that was after the sound of Tori's ass opening up for him reached Ethan's ears.

It was a wet, sinewy sound that would echo in his ears forever.

"Oh my... oh my good - oh my goodness," Tori stammered, lifting her head with her mouth open in shock to look at... Adam.

Adam worked his fingers into her hair and turned her head up to force her to look him in the eyes. He grinned at her face. "Yeah, that's it, baby, just keep on doin' what you're doin,' you got it..."

"Oh fuck," Link growled, pulling on Tori's hips to sheathe himself fully. He groaned. "Fuck, this ass is so tight. Girl, that feels damn good."

Adam was watching Tori's face intently, smiling. His fingers played with her cheeks and lips Yeah, she likes that. You like it, don't you, baby?"

Tori's face was displaying nothing but the confused and anguished face from before, just more intensely. "It's... so... big..." she whispered.

Adam sucked his lower lip while he grinned. He gathered her stray hair in his fingers and wrapped it away from her face, over her right shoulder. He continued to pull gently until her face was forced to rotate toward Ethan.

She met his eyes, but there was nothing in them. All of Tori's attention was turned inward, to the cock in her ass. Even the fingers wrapped around Adam's dick had loosened in her distraction, and clung limply to his flesh.

"Man, you gotta hit this," Link panted, starting to fuck Tori harder. Tori's cheek slid around on Adam's abdomen, greased by his sweat. Her face slid down to the center of his legs as Link started to yank on her hips with each thrust to really drive himself in deep.

"Get her to suck on your dick, man," Link said.

Adam grinned and looked at Tori's face. "Nah man, I ain't sure she won't bite, that's a lot of cock in that ass and she ain't never done this before."

Tori didn't respond. Ethan's eyes moved from the plunging cock to Tori's eyes, over and over over and over again.

Adam worked his fingers down, between Tori's body and his, to play with her pussy.

"Don't touch my balls with them dirty-ass man fingers," Link warned. He was still moving pretty slowly inside Tori.

Adam ignored that comment and a wet, sticky sound announced the arrival of his fingers to Tori's overflowing pussy, which had already been teased into three orgasms and pumped full of Adam's cum by then. He stroked her clit and Tori moaned and squirmed.

Adam's cock bounced in his lip, grazing Tori's cheek. She was staring at nothing in particular now, her eyes wide and her mouth open. Every sensible thought in her head had been siphoned away to the sensations in her ass, and her building orgasm.

Ethan focused on her face. Beneath her skin, the muscles moved inelegantly, out of control. Her eyes fluttered, squinted, and widened, in response to whatever she was feeling.

"Oh," she began to moan. At first the "ohs" were soft and intermittent. They became regular, throaty, and then turned into a whiny staccato of moans. "I'm... oh...!"

There were a lot of sounds that Tori would ordinarily have been struck stone-cold dead with humiliation about. A spurt from her pussy as she came, a wet flubbing as her ass squeezed erratically around Link's cock. Spit gathered on her hanging lower lip and rolled down her chin.

It was utterly unsightly. So whoreish it took Ethan's breath away.

"Oh man, oh fuck," Link breathed, tipping his head back for a moment to look at the ceiling. "That's fucking tight when she pops off."

It wasn't how Ethan would have phrased it, but he shared the sentiment. He had to bite his tongue to keep from blurting that he had already been there: it gnawed at him, a preschool-aged urge to compete, to announce his own score.

But he didn't, of course. He just stared.

Link groaned and started to hammer Tori's ass.

Tori herself screamed a little in pleasure as an orgasm shook her. Her limbs seemed to loose strength and she collapsed even more completely onto Adam, her cheek on his inner thigh crease, his ball sack just in front of her mouth. Her vacant eyes hovered over Adam's huge shaft, her hand wrapped limply around the base, stroking him languidly and absently.

"Oh… oh... oh..." Tori continued.

Adam shifted and lifted Tori by her hair, smiling down at her. She seemed to recover her ability to move. Together, they guided her lips to Adam's cock. "You need somethin' in your mouth, baby? While Link fucks that ass full of cum?"

Tori didn't answer with words, opting instead to open her mouth wide and gobble up Adam's cock.

This was something she had become very expert at doing, in a very short amount of time. The whole entire thing disappeared into her throat, all the way to the base. Adam leaned casually on an elbow and used Tori's bunched-up hair to manipulate her head on his shaft.

The sounds coming from the bed were now as filthy and purely sexual as any sounds could be. Sticky spit, crinkling as lips and sphincters moved down columns of stiff, lubricated dick. Punctuations of goopy liquid erupting from permeated seals of flesh. Low-frequency growls from deep in the bellies of men about to empty loads in orifices. And beneath it all, high-pitched and clawing inside Ethan's chest -the feminine squeaks of his wife, muffled in her throat by the plunging cock in her mouth.

"Here it comes, baby, drink it up."

Link came first, driving so deep into Tori her head smashed into Adam's torso and his cock was pushed upward toward his navel, still enclosed in her mouth. Adam groaned, because he was obviously close to coming, and shoved himself a little to get Tori's mouth lined up better over his dick.

As Link shoved his cock into Tori in time with the spurts of jizz that were obviously bursting inside her, Adam moved Tori's head rapidly up and down and then his abdomen flexed as he groaned. Open-mouthed, he growled and pushed Tori deeper. He held her face to his pelvis as he unloaded in her throat.

"I'd say swallow," Adam panted, grinning, "but it's just gonna go right down."

Tori just sucked diligently, her eyes closed now. She made a noise of approval that drowned in the wet, sloppy sounds of her flesh being pounded.

Link was staring at Tori's ass now, his thick member still embedded in her flesh. Adam released Tori's head and she lifted her face, gasping for air.

Her face was a disaster, Ethan noticed right away. Creamy cum spilled from the corner of her mouth closest to him.

"How's that feel, huh?" Link said, moving her hips a little. He jiggled her left-to-right, grinning at whatever sensation that caused him. "You want some more? I can stay right in here and do it again, little girl." He grinned at Adam and gave him a childish laugh. "Took some V."

Adam wiped some cum from Tori's lips and fed it to her. "What you think, baby? You wanna keep getting fucked?"

Tori nodded, her eyes wide and disturbingly hungry and vacant at the same time. She was panting, and spit and cum spilled from the corners of her mouth and streaked her face.

"Mmm," Link had commented, leaving his cock in her ass.

Tori had squirmed a little as Adam had moved out from beneath her. The scene had become strange and jarring for a moment. Adam had chugged a bottle of water, and handed one to Link, who seemed to be taking a rest but with his cock still embedded in Tori. Adam had given Tori some water, cradling her head to help her drink it.

Ethan had found this particular scene about as disturbing and arousing as anything else he'd seen, and he often wondered why when he was in the grip of his fantasy. Obviously, fucking his wife's ass was much more intimate than that, but there was an intimacy to the submission that wriggled in his mind.

He would never be sure which of the two men beckoned him to get a blowjob from his wife while Link began to fuck her again.

Tori had opened her mouth obediently for him, smiling. She had taken his whole dick into her throat very easily.

There was really no way to parse what it had felt like to have his wife's mouth enclose his cock and feel unfamiliar. Or the brutal poison that poured through him as Tori slowly lost her focus on that blowjob: her eyes wandering, her mouth going slack, her head only bobbing on his cock because of the motion of her whole body as Link fucked her ass again.

And Ethan, staring helplessly at the entire scene, unable to grasp her hair and make her suck his dick properly, unable to come because her tongue and lips swirled aimlessly. All of her attention was on cock in her ass.

But he did, eventually, come - he was, after all, witnessing his wife being hammered in the ass while she had her mouth, however distracted, on his own dick.

Tori had let the cum spill from her mouth and roll down her chin. Some of it, she swallowed. After a few moments, she seemed to realize what had happened. She looked up at him and smiled, licking her lips.

But it was like an afterthought.

Her attention had flitted away, right back to Link, who was enjoying her ass so much he was staring at his own dick and seemed to have forgotten anyone was in the room with him. Adam was behind him, watching with obsession, his own erection sputtering back to life.

It seemed to take Link forever to finish off, and Tori just took it, moaning and squirming.

Adam had gone on to fuck her pussy again. Link had taken a break and a shower. When he returned to the room, he got his dick sucked while Adam hammered Tori's pussy full of cum, his fingers plunging into her ass at the same time.

And then... they had left.

They had left Tori strewn on the bed, covered in sweat, spit, and spilled cum. Between her legs, her gash was swollen beyond recognition, and so much cum leaked from both holes that she was shiny and creamy from the waist to mid-thigh.

"Des says to get all this on film," he had told her, apologetically, as he spread her legs open. Tori flopped contentedly, too tired and worn-out to object. She smiled. "It's good," she murmured, though it seemed like she was half-dreaming. "It's business..."

And that was how Ethan's wife dozed off: strung open on the bed while he filmed her used body from every angle.

It felt wrong to be doing that, but the wrongness of it only intensified how erotic it was. Having the excuses - that it was a demand from Des, that Tori was on board with it - was like having a special pass, one that conferred too much and too little on him.

He tried to wake her after that, and he managed to get her to speak. Her eyelids were heavy and her lips were faintly smiling. When he played with her pussy, she seemed to be on delay, reacting long after he began. "Are you too sore?" he asked her, slipping two fingers into her pussy to probe the tenderness for himself.

Tori murmured a non-committal answer. Her pussy was so wet and full of cum, and felt looser than ever before, so much so that Ethan though the might not be able to feel his cock gliding inside it. She was too tired to suck him off: he could see that, and didn't even bother.

"Tori," he had whispered. All the cameras were off, they were alone in the room. "Are you too sore for back here?"

He had moved his fingers over her asshole, which still gaped open enough to enclose a silver dollar in its yawn. He ran a finger along the stretched rim, felt the muscle quiver at his touch.

"Mmmm," Tori murmured, but to his ears it sounded like a welcoming mewl.

Not really?

Truth be told, he'd rather have had her pussy around his cock. But when Tori bumped him with her ass, and moved a hand lazily behind her to point his dick toward her stretched hole, he felt he only had one choice.

And that was to spoon his slut wife, and slide his cock into her ass full of cum.

It slid in like butter, and Tori may not have even been aware of it, because her sphincter was already gaped enough that the rubbery squeeze was greatly diminished from their first time.

"Oh," Tori squealed once, but after a while, she seemed to have fallen asleep.

When he came, which wasn't long after, she let out a sigh, and smiled.

"I love you," she said. Her voice was so soft, and the words so lazily articulated, that she could have said almost anything then.

But that was what Ethan chose to hear.


Chapter three


Ethan had a seasick, obsessed look on his face again by the time Tori trotted up the stairs to the main deck from the dark interior of the yacht.

Tori took this in for a moment and let it give her a perverse thrill.

Sure, she'd always had Ethan wrapped around her finger, and she'd always known that. She wasn't an idiot, and there was nothing wrong with her vision. She had what men wanted. She had what Ethan wanted, and most importantly, she delivered it.

But they'd been married a while now, and obsession fades. Familiarity had wrung some of the juice out of Ethan.

Now that they'd started playing this game, though: it was back. That look in Ethan's eyes, the one that told her she was the only thought in his head, whether she was in the room or not.

She could see as plain as if he'd written it on his face with magic marker: he was on a yacht with business opportunities in full bloom around him, and he wasn't thinking about any of that. He was thinking about Link fucking her in the ass.

Either that, or he was thinking that she was getting fucked in the ass, tonight, downstairs. Either way, he was thinking about her.

The truth about her time downstairs wasn't nearly that interesting.

Tori grinned to herself.

That didn't stop her from driving Ethan crazy for a bit, did it?

As soon as she was actually on the deck, Ethan's head snapped in her direction. She smiled at him, but turned her attention to the bar as she strode forward confidently. Ignoring Ethan. Letting him stew.

He liked it.

He had told her so.

Not just in actual words, but in the firmness and frequency of his erections.

So was it wrong that she liked it, too? It was like a superpower.

She pretended to be concerned about her hair, even though she knew not a single strand of it was out of place. She ordered a wine spritzer she had no intention of drinking, and waited for it while her eyes scanned the people nearby. And then, just to mess with Ethan a little, she took a tortured route back to him.

The kind of route that tempted men to glance at her ass. The kind of route that would remind Ethan that his wife was every man's desire.

"Well," she said, after kissing him on the cheek. He was a vague shade of green. A quick glance at his crotch confirmed that the illness was the pain of his blue balls.

Fueled, she thought delightedly, by his imagination.

What would her husband have imagined her doing down there in the space of half an hour?

Twenty-eight minutes of which had been very boring.

"So?" he asked, when she said nothing at all. She dragged him along for the torture, impishly, by tossing her hair and sitting down next to him.

"Hmm?" she asked innocently, blinking her eyes.

A beat.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, holding a hand to her chest the way she would have at a birthday party when she opened a present she didn't care for at all. "Oh, you want to know what I was doing?"

The truth was, she'd spent a great deal of time thinking about Des Price's cock, which she had never seen, but kind of wanted to. And that particular thought had only occurred to her because there had been no big black man waiting for her below deck, and no real black cock to stroke in a cramped bathroom or locked away in a cabin somewhere.

Not that she would. Not here. But it sure would have been nice to toy with the idea.

She'd gotten her hopes up about that, and now her perfectly good, new panties were actually in a sodden bunch.

Not that she'd let any of them know this: not Des, and certainly not Ethan. They had to believe she was in control of herself. If Ethan knew what went on in her mind, he would probably put a stop to all of this fun.

Tori came from a long line of women who were very good at sniffing at the boundaries of their power - and the cracks through which that power could seep away if they weren't careful. If Ethan or Des ever knew how much she wanted a big, thick, and very specifically, black, cock in any of her holes... well, they were men.

They'd somehow convert that into their own raw power.

Especially a man like Des.

Each step down the stairs had made her pussy ache a little more in anticipation. Her mouth had been watering.

And all Des had for her down there was a bit of a teaser - for whoever it was he was trying to interest in a subscription. And you had to hand it to Des Price: he kept everyone in line, and everyone guessing. Tori still had no idea who he had been showing her off for, and it wasn't for lack of effort on her part.

In fact, Des had - infuriatingly - pretty much ignored her after setting her up with a drink and promising to come right back.

She'd ended up chatting with a woman she knew to be part of the Daughters of the American Revolution, and thinking about Des's cock the whole time. She bet he had a big one. He was fit, he was alpha. She wondered if she'd ever get to see it for herself.

He'd ignored her until the very end, when he'd approached her, discretely as always. He was piling some fruit onto a plastic sword - a weak excuse for being there if Tori ever saw one. Des Price was so obviously not a man who would eat bar fruit from a plastic sword that Tori almost laughed out loud when he did it.

"I think we've secured another client," he said, studying an expensive maraschino cherry before sniffing it and making a face. "And that will be very lucrative."

"Mmm-hmm," Tori said, not entirely able to mask her annoyance. "And I had to come down here and be bored out of my gourd by Anna-Louisa Buckley because why?"

Des turned to blink at her, with the best impression of full incomprehension she thought she'd ever seen on a the face of a man. She'd have tipped her hat if she hadn't been so annoyed: a look like that was a Southern woman's ace up the proverbial sleeve.

She rolled her eyes at him instead. "I had been hoping for something with a little more meat to it, frankly."

Des was happily stabbing away at the luxury maraschinos with one of his smug grins on his face. He put a whole lot of effort into it, Tori noticed. She lingered, because she was pretty sure Des was just waiting for the right moment - when everyone was out of earshot - to say something.

And when the moment came, he did. Something attracted a lot of attention to the windows and the outside balcony. As the mild excitement percolated through the room and turned heads in that direction, he turned ever-so-slightly in Tori's direction.

"He's asked me to convey that he'd love to see you get gang-banged." Des wiped up an invisible spot with a cocktail napkin. He made it look like he didn't care what Tori's reaction to that sentence was.

The hubbub about whatever was outside was receding. Des plunked the swordful of cherries discretely in her drink before everyone started to return to their abandoned places and conversations. "As always, I leave it to your discretion. But: if you were to eat one of those cherries with your characteristic talent for crushing round fruits between your teeth... it wouldn't hurt business at all."

Des left, charmlessly as always, which was fine, because Tori was a woman of composure.

She wasn't going to let Des Price know that the phrase "gang-bang"was ricocheting around in her mind, dropping off seeds of filthy ideas that blossomed into even filthier sensations.

Minutes ticked by while she turned the idea of "getting gang-banged" over and over in her head. She didn't give much thought, at first, to the gentleman who had voiced such a desire.

How many men would constitute a gang-bang? she wondered. What would that feel like?

She thought of Link. And then a tidal wave of imagined sensations crowded her mind and ached in her flesh.The feel of sweat on her back, forehead, and stomach. The slippery wetness of raw, continuous, exhaustive fucking.

Ever since she'd been this close to having her entire body filled up with cock at the same time, she hadn't been able to get the fantasies to leave her mind. She dreamed about it: her lungs squeezed tight for air between two sweaty, hot, black men. Her insides stretched and full. Hot cum in every hole, exploding inside her at the same time that she peaked in her own orgasm.

And then just doing it all over again.

Her pussy watered and the dull ache of desire throbbed deep in her core and her ass.

A flash of heat made her fan herself lightly. She saw Anna Louisa glancing in her direction from a cluster of doily-crocheting old biddies, as if she could read the thoughts from her mind. Anna Louisa seemed to flush.

Tori put her fingers on the plastic sword and twirled the cherries in the remnants of her drink, which Des had ordered for her and which she didn't much care for. She made sure to play with them for a good long while.

One of Des's talents was never really saying exactly what he meant.

If she crushed one of these cherries in her mouth, what exactly was she agreeing to?

She supposed it was a gang-bang.

She should probably check things out with Ethan first.

A shiver ran up her spine.

Her eyes darted around the room, but the only man she found sneaking obvious glances at her was Des.

She lifted the sword of cherries and inspected it for a moment, before pulling one off with her two front teeth. She moved it to her molars with that "characteristic talent" Des had mentioned(talent, indeed), and crushed it.

Mouth open. Smile on her face.

And then, before Anna-Louisa could corner her or say "God, Home and Country," she slid away and climbed the stairs, as if she had somewhere else she truly needed to be.

She made sure to slink.

And even though she couldn't possibly, she was sure she felt the eyes on her as she left. She could almost feel her sexual power spreading out like a ripple in a pool, lapping at the shores of every male in the room.

She supposed you couldn't fake being as horny as she was right now. She hadn't realized how that strengthened her already magnetic pull. She was hot enough to turn the heads of most men most places.

But when she had sex – this taboo, secretive, filthy sex on her mind? Even Anna-Louisa's straight-laced husband couldn't keep his eyes on the floor right in front of his barracuda wife on a yacht full of political aspirants.

That was really something.

***

Now, upstairs, standing next to Ethan, who was dying for the story, she leaned in close to him like she was telling him something very important about business or social graces.

"I was just down there sucking some crew member's cock," she said, in a low and sexy voice.

Ethan went pale.

She smiled as she leaned away from him. She had him in the grip of her power.

"Maybe you saw it?" she continued, playfully. "Everyone went running to the deck to watch."

Tori watched his emotions play out on his face. The notion was so preposterous, and yet he couldn't escape the ride his fantasies wanted to take him on.

Ethan would ordinarily have made a joke of this. It was so obviously untrue. Barring that, he would have made a joke of something he truly feared or couldn't control.

But no, Ethan's first order of business now was to take anything Tori said about sex seriously.

Now he was stiff as a board and pale as a magnolia, and Tori saw a vein pulsing on his temple.

She laughed to break the tension. "Oh, Ethan, please," she said, shaking her head.

She sipped her drink.

Ethan relaxed - but only a little.

"So what was it?" he asked, when enough silence had passed that he couldn't take it anymore.

Tori smiled into her wine spritzer. "Nothing like that," she said.

Ethan was hanging on her every word.

"Des just wanted me to eat a cherry for someone..."

The stiffness returned and the blood in his face drained away again like a receding tide. If a paramedic had been there Ethan'd be hauled off to the ER.

He exhaled, getting a hold of himself.

She went in for the kill. A flicker of guilt was snuffed out when she felt Ethan's erection against her thigh. She leaned in to speak to him in a low voice, as though she were merely telling him she was going to make one more pass around the second deck.

"...if I was into his suggestion, that is."

His cock twitched against her leg.

Ethan cleared his throat while Tori scooped up her drink and prepared to slink away.

"And, uh... what was his suggestion?" he stammered.

"Oh, my," Tori said, making a serious face. "That is unrepeatable in polite company. I'm not entirely sure I'll be able to repeat it in private."

And then, with a wink that turned made Ethan boil right before her eyes, she sauntered away.

***

"There was a subscriber there," Tori had finally confided to him, as soon as they were in the back of a hired car and the window partition had been up for a good long while. Tori seemed to think that a few minutes made the soundproofing strengthen somehow. "Who wanted me to participate in a gang-bang."

Tori moved like a different person these days, and she was doing it right now. For a million dollars, Ethan couldn't have said exactly what was different about her movements. She was more sleek, her hips twisted more when she walked. She had the kind of casual, bored patience of an animal in possession of venom with no antidote.

Whatever it was, Tori's new demeanor made her even more of an attraction to men. The whole brutal cruise long, she'd dragged male eyes in her wake. And in their well-timed glances, and the subsequent far-away look they bestowed upon their female companions, Ethan recognized the deep stupor of a man thinking very filthy thoughts about a woman.

His woman. His wife.

It seemed that every male gaze was on Tori when they thought no one was looking, and every thought in the recesses of their minds was as visceral as Ethan's own.

Now, she was coiled like a dangerous snake, and he had her trapped in the car with him.

Her hand had moved to her thigh. Tori stroked the inside of her leg and folded a little at the waist. The dip of her blouse billowed out and her breasts winked at him from their silken cups. By itself, there was nothing especially obscene about it - and Ethan was the only one who could see her, anyway.

But she might as well have poured lava right onto his balls.

"I know I should have maybe consulted you," Tori continued, her hand moving to between his legs. She was looking out the opposite window now, her eyes glazed as if there was something else entirely on her mind. Her pinky moved and stroked his cock into a jerky spasm.

"Tori," he said shakily. No end to that sentence in sight or mind.

She turned her head toward him. "I don't have any details," she confided. "I think eating the cherry was just a sign of... I don't know..." her eyes dropped to his lap. "Interest."

He shuddered.

He saw in Tori's eyes the flicker of supremacy. She was the master of this chessboard, and she knew it. He wondered briefly if Tori did play chess. It wasn't very Southern, and it wasn't very Brooks-like. But he was confident that if she ever did take that game up, she'd demolish anyone she played.

Tori was six or seven moves deep, and she was coaxing him into some kind of gambit. A silly game, all things considered. She'd won as soon as she'd shown him

Fascinatingly- and somewhat irritatingly - she knew he would do exactly what she wanted him to.

He could see it in her eyes. It was insanely erotic and frightening at the same time.

"So you ate it," he breathed, imagining the whole lurid scene.

Tori twisted and dropped herself onto her knees, facing him, in a fluid movement that made him think of serpents. Her hand was at work on his belt, pulling it out at a leisurely pace.

The car was winding slowly out of the marina, bogged down by the traffic from the yacht party. The windows were tinted and nothing was visible to anyone outside, but they could have seen the mole on Max Bartlett's driver's chin clear as day through the back window if they wanted to.

She had freed his cock by the time he had glanced frantically outside. What if someone could see them?

Tori was smiling. She seemed to laugh at his concerns. Again, this was as frightening as it was exhilarating.

Her hand clamped around his dick and she shifted her eyes to the crown, where a bead of pearly precum was pooling. She squeezed, and the dot enlarged, threatening to drip.

"I don't know how many guys constitute a gang-bang," she purred, staring at his cock. Her tongue emerged suddenly, like a snake's, and lapped up the precum. She made a leisurely circle around the ridge of his crown, smearing the liquid around his cock.

Her eyes fluttered back up to meet his. She tugged on his cock and made him shift his body to bring it to her lips. Her breath ran over his skin and the glossy pink pillows brushed occasionally against his crown as they moved.

"So it would depend, I suppose."

He grimaced. It was all he could do. Vaguely, he knew Tori was talking about a gang-bang. His gut twisted with the pain of knowing it was real talk, a real possibility. But his reptilian mind was on his cock, Tori's hand, Tori's lips.

She squeezed him playfully. Her lips smiled and she flicked her tongue at him. She was waiting for his response.

"Did you... eat... the cherry?" he manged to stammer.

Tori's response, which made his balls roil and the cum surge from them, ready to burst?

She grinned and closed her perfect white teeth over the tip of his shaft and bit very, very gently. And then, before he could even shudder and try to get control of himself, she sucked him into her mouth.

Then deeper.

Her eyes fluttered up to meet his, honey-colored in this light and full of mischief.

She sucked, or somehow massaged him, with the muscles of her throat. A hurricane of thoughts tore through his mind, and when the eye of that storm was overhead, he had a single, clear thought: Tori had never sucked cock like this before.

"Tori-" he began, but it was too late for any of that. His abdomen was tense and spasming.

Cum was gushing from his cock, and into her throat. Tori's eyes had closed, so when he looked at her in ecstatic pain, all he saw was a woman who could have been imagining anything in her mouth. A woman working her way up the shaft of an average-sized white man, licking all the spilled cum from his dick.

She wiped her mouth tidily after giving him a strange smile, and then slid herself back into her seat to look out the opposite window, triumph quietly settling on her face.

She left Ethan gasping, eyes wide open, and his dick hanging out of his expensive suit.

"All it means is that I'll give it some thought," she said, after a moment, corners of her mouth upturned with a secretive smile.

Another teaspoon of cum squirted from Ethan's cock.


Chapter four


Des Price laughed.

For the first time ever, it seemed genuine.

As if he genuinely found what Ethan had just said to be enormously funny.

Ethan ground his teeth.

"I'm sorry," Des said, setting his drink down. He gathered himself. "That's a perfectly natural concern. I just assumed that because I was working with someone in marketing, there wasn't any need to go over this particular aspect of... business."

He kept looking at Ethan, who stared right back.

"I mean," Des huffed, picking his $1200 glass of Scotch back up and taking a sip of it. He indulged in a good ten seconds of savoring the drink before looking at Ethan again. "Everything is scripted, in some sense of the word."

Sure, Ethan thought. He just hadn't realized that it would be this scripted.

"Let me put this another way," Des said. "Only Diamonds is for men who are very used to getting what they want. And they are very used to getting what they want by simply paying for it. Really, Ethan. Why do you think everyone was out on that monstrosity of a boat? For the crab legs?"

Des didn't wait for Ethan to answer. He chuckled and shook his head. "It was a play. Game of Thrones, Georgia version."

Ethan glared at Des. "I wasn't born yesterday," he said sullenly.

Des looked like he wasn't so sure about that.

"I stand duly chastised," he said with a grin. Then he set his glass down and sighed with the air of a man who was going to have to hear the same thing all over again. "Now. What's your specific problem? Because surely it isn't just that it's...'scripted.'"

Ethan wasn't able to articulate what his "exact" problem was. His wife, Tori, was just doing something they'd both agreed to do. For money. And in truth, the promise of seeing Tori do this very thing was choking the oxygen from his brain: he very much wanted to see it.

"Is it the gang bang itself?" Des asked, one eyebrow cocked. "Too much?"

Des said this like he was talking to an toddler about juice.

Ethan was aware that for a lot of men, the fact that their wife was planning to go get herself good and banged by half a dozen black men would be the imminent problem. Thinking about it made Ethan feel like a nest of snakes had made a home somewhere in his lower abdomen and pressing on his prostate.

But it wasn't so much that, as the fact that someone else had made the suggestion, and that someone else, therefore, was exerting more influence on his wife's sexual choices than he - her husband- was.

"Look," Des said, very obviously getting down to business. "In this business, you need to make a decision. What are you in it for, man? It's either money or something else. Now. I'm in it for the money. Tori is in it for the money. And you? You seem to be in it for something else." He folded his hands over his very trim stomach. "That's what we call a divergence of interests. That's the kind of thing that causes problems."

This pissed Ethan off. But he had a sense that Des Price always knew exactly what his words would do, and that he only chose to say them if he was going to get what he wanted by doing so.

Why would Des Price want him pissed off?

No matter. Being pissed off was better than the alternative: questioning Des's assertion that Tori was in it for the money. Because Ethan himself couldn't be 100% sure of that. Not now. Not the way Tori was acting.

Ethan controlled his voice. "I'm in it for the money, Des, but does it need to be… so soon? I thought you said eventually, there wasn't anything left to do, and that's when you tell clients to wrap their channel up."

Des smiled, holding up a finger.

"Indeed I did." He grinned and leaned forward. "You think a gang bang is the last boundary you could get Tori to cross? That's what this is about?"

"I-" Ethan gaped, his mouth flapping uselessly. His brain was launched into the outer rings of all the sexual practices he knew of. It collided with everything he'd ever seen on the internet.

Fear came rushing in behind all of that.

Yes, there was still so much more that Tori could agree to do, beyond a gang bang.

Des's eyes narrowed. "Maybe it's the last boundary you want Tori to cross. But this is gonna be like... she takes a few loads in the pussy, a few in the ass, a few in the throat. She gets cum in her hair and a big ass-gape, and you put her in a bathtub and rub some salve on her sore little pussy, and then she talks about it for five minutes. No biggee. Six new subscribers." Des laughed. "Man, I don't know what kind of porn you watch, but there is plenty of shit she can do after that."

Ethan was silent outwardly and volcanic on the inside. His whole profession hinged on saying the right thing at the right time to anyone and anything they threw at him, and he couldn't think of a single thing to say to Des Price and this grotesque, alluring, awful suggestion.

"Subscription ain't worth nothing if you don't have more content in the pipe," Des said, snickering. He waved it all away with a flick of his wrist. "But that's not your job. That's mine."

A whole part of Ethan's brain was recirculating Des's voice and couldn't be used for anything else.

She takes a few loads in the pussy, a few in the ass, a few in the throat. She gets cum in her hair and a big gape, and you put her in a bathtub and rub some salve on her sore little pussy, and then she talks about it for five minutes.

No biggee.

Not only was that little speech robbing Ethan of any ability to think straight, his cock was going to form a seam and split open, he was sure of it.

What else was there, he wondered, besides a gang bang, that Des would encourage Tori to do?

Fisting? DVP? Throat-fucking? Bondage? Sexual slavery of some kind?

Every single thought carved out a hollow pit inside him, and that pit was filled with horny, anxious, nauseating, jealous excitement.

First of all: Tori would never.

Except...he'd said that to himself before.

And look what Tori had done.

"I just..." Ethan began. He adjusted his tone, removing any panic from it. "I guess my concern is whether Tori is ready for it yet or not, you know? Adam and, uh... Link... they really wore her out."

"That they did," Des chuckled. He had procured himself some more whiskey somehow and was looking intently into the glass. It was only in that moment that Ethan realized that Des had full access to Tori's slutfests: the raw footage, the unedited filth of it all.

He seemed to have watched them more than strictly necessary.

"And how is Tori now?" Des asked, chuckling.

Ethan's mouth fell open and he struggled to find something to say.

Tori was just fine.

The thought landed like a cold hard stone had been dropped on his chest.

"I think," Des said, suddenly diplomatic. "That the only person who knows if she's ready for it or not, is Tori."

And Tori, Des's eyes and tone implied, had already agreed to do it.

And not in a hesitant way.

"I, well... yes, but..."

"It sounds to me..." Des concluded, before dumping a huge swig of whiskey into his mouth and making a noise of approval as he swished it like mouthwash. It was a display of vulgarity that Ethan would not be entirely sure he had witnessed as soon as Des left.

"...like you and Victoria need to have a talk. I have a great deal to arrange, so I'm going to proceed with that until such time that Tori tells me to cut it down. But I want to leave you with one thought: we've already teased this. It's already out on the chat forum. People are already getting excited about it. So, I can imagine a delay generating a little more excitement, some anticipation. Tori would be able to sell that."

Des had wandered out of the room as he said all this, doing something with his tie.

He returned to the room to stare Ethan dead in the eye. "But one way or another, if you want the money rolling in, you have to follow through."

He had been casually collecting his things as he gave this speech, and so when it ended, he had his briefcase in his hands and was standing. "I have somewhere to be."

Ethan waved him away and remained seated in the small sitting room at The Mansion, chewing over his deal with the devil, while he waited for Tori to return from her shopping trip.

***

"Baby," Tori said, buying herself some time to choose her words carefully by crossing the room in her black teddy and pouring herself into a chair directly across from him.

She curled her legs up and straightened her back, evoking something feline. His eyes were drawn to the rich lace that cupped her breasts. He couldn't tear away, she noticed.

Des had referred her to a lingerie tailor, and she had never looked so good in all her life in underwear.

"Listen. I'm having a hard time knowing what it is you want, baby."

And man, was she ever. She suppressed a tiny flare of impatience and frustration, because it wasn't going to do her a bit of good.

But honestly. This whole thing was only happening because of Ethan. She never would have been flirting with men at a bar, and never would have been propositioned by Des Price, and never would have gone through with any of it if it hadn't been for Ethan.

Now, it turned out she was having a great time, and they stood a chance of making a boatload of money, and he was backing down.

Ethan rubbed his face. Tori waited with all the patience she could muster.

"Is this just about the money, Tori?" he asked her.

Tori drew her head back to look at him askance, as her mother might have said, which was code for demolishing him with a haughty look.

Truth time: it wasn't.

But there was no reason Ethan had to know that, and there was no reason she'd ever tell him, unless it was what he wanted to hear.

What did Ethan want to hear?

She was, of course, doing it mostly for the money. If the money wasn't on the table, she wouldn't...

Her thoughts wandered a bit, here, though.

Was that strictly true? If there was no money, would she do it anyway?

Something clanged inside her, and it filled her veins with fear. She felt unusually out of control.

She probably still would. Now. Now that she'd had the experience.

But that was now, now that she'd done all this - for Ethan. How was she supposed to anticipate that she'd become a cliche, and get obsessed with black cock?

She'd never masturbated to a mental image of a cock in her life. She'd certainly never craved it before. And she had definitely never gotten this excited about the prospect of having one in her mouth and one in her ass, and maybe, just maybe, one in her pussy at the same time.

Like, sure: she'd had the thought. It had gone through her head briefly, and not very tangibly.

Now it went through her head and made her ass ache and her pussy clench, and saliva well up under her tongue.

That was, of course, the last thing she would ever tell Ethan.

She told him something true: she liked the money, and she loved that he was watching.

And she did. She loved those things.

So as long as Ethan never asked her, point-blank, if she would go to this "party" ready to get her brains fucked out by a coterie of black stallions she and Ethan were going to choose together - even if there were no money, and even if Ethan wasn't watching her - then she'd never quite have to own up to the pure truth.

Her thoughts had drifted off too far and for too long. She chewed on her lip and ran a finger over the neckline of her lingerie. "Okay," said, slowly. "It's not just about the money."

She was already moving before she even had a real plan. Sliding from the chair, crawling seductively on her knees toward Ethan. She just needed to obliterate the ideas in his head before he got around to asking her an uncomfortable question.

Because she wasn't going to lie to Ethan, but she wasn't going to hit him over the head with something like that.

Would she still be doing this if she didn't have Ethan's approval? Of course not. But that wasn't what he'd asked.

That was why she was taking his cock out and teasing him with her mouth just inches from it. So there would be less chance of this conversation getting to a part where he voiced his disapproval.

Then, the fun would possibly be over.

And Tori wasn't ready for that just yet.

"So what's it..." Ethan lost his thought midway through the sentence, because Tori swept a glob of (telling) precum from the tip of his dick.

She watched her own videos - Ethan knew this, but he didn't know how much - and she was a quick study on how to make something like that look even filthier than it was. She opened her mouth and let Ethan get a good long look at her swishing tongue, the back of her throat where she let cum pool for a photo at Adam's behest. She blinked her long, doe-like eyelashes that she hadn't bothered curling today and met his eyes.

"...what's it... about... Tori...?" Ethan croaked.

Oh, what on earth did he want her to say? At a moment like this, she could really get to thinking he was begging her to say:

"Black cock. I want more of it. I want all of it."

He shuddered as she opted to take his dick into her mouth and swallow it all, instead of saying those words. She felt his cum steaming through his ducts within seconds, so she knew he was thinking about how this was not something she used to do.

She worked her way playfully up his dick, delighting in every shudder she produced from him. He was so close she could feel it, and his temple was pulsing when she looked up at him.

She wrapped a hand around the base of his dick and squeezed hard. Flicked her tongue at him. Laughed sexily, and tugged him with her as she crawled backward toward the bed.

Ethan fell to his knees and she let go of him so he could clumsily get himself free of his clothing as he followed her, waddling on his knees, his expression consumed by his lust.

She pushed herself onto the edge of the bed and spread her legs open,sliding a finger into the slit sewn into the teddy to allow easy access to her freshly-waxed pussy. Ethan's eyes went to her gash and locked onto it.

"Lick my pussy and make me come," she told him.

She was going to add, and then I'll tell you.

But she didn't, because Ethan was diving in to her pussy already. So she wrapped her hand around the back of his head and pushed his face into her soaked folds, and watched his eyes as he devoured her.

Mostly, she was thinking about how expertly she'd handled that question.

What's it all about? Eating my pussy.

And next most, she was thinking about Ethan.

But it would have been a lie to say that she wasn't giving any thought at all to the many, many huge cocks and dark, bulging biceps she'd perused, or to getting banged to sleep, and maybe banged while she slept... by five or six of them.

So she was glad when Ethan lost track of his own train of "thought," and didn't bring the subject back up.

Fantasies, Tori had always thought, were really an individual sport. Even if you enacted them around other people. Ethan could think his thoughts, and she would think hers.

There was no earthly reason they had to agree on what went on inside their own heads, as long as they both liked what went on outside of them. And Ethan was in no condition to try and tell her he didn't like any of this.

Not if his dick was anything to go by.


Chapter five


"Des?"

Ethan, who was very close to throwing up as things stood, nearly vomited right on the floor.

He contained himself because Tori turned back to him frantically, before gaining her own composure and opening the door.

They were in a rental home - not that Ethan could be entirely sure about that, but it was an expansive mansion with a pool and a hot tub, and no signs of steady habitation.

Or Des owned it. That was always a possibility. What was one more LA mansion to a man who owned a million-dollar computer and blew through $5,000 on his evening drinks?

Des looked Tori up and down with approval when he walked in, and curiously, sniffed the air, as though to determine whether or not they'd been fucking.

Des had "suggested" – in his not-so-optional tone of voice - that they refrain for several days.

So that Tori's pussy – in Des's words - would be fresh and tight for her first bull, and the footage of it getting pummeled by him.

"Good evening. You look good enough to eat."

To Ethan: "Ethan."

Des moved through all of this with such efficiency that Ethan again thought about how likely it was that the man was the devil.

He seemed to have come from central casting.

"I'm here with a bit of a change in plan," Des told them, making his way to the liquor cabinet along the wall of the second of several living rooms, where Tori and Ethan had decided to decamp after touring the premises. He examined the liquors and seemed annoyed as he continued.

"I've gotten some feedback that perhaps Tori is moving too fast. Also, that she isn't reluctant enough. And so I think maybe we need to tone this down a bit right out of the gates, accordingly."

Tori leaned on the back of the couch, her ass turned toward Ethan, and interlaced her fingers. "Like what?"

Tori's tone held notes of disappointment. The disappointment curdled in Ethan's chest.

She wasn't reluctant enough, her voice said, and she didn't care.

Tori's tone otherwise held only a clinical professionalism.

She lifted one heel and swung her leg to cross the other ankle. Tori was in a robe over her underwear, and they hadn't had sex for three days because they were following Des's instructions.

Ethan couldn't have torn his eyes - or his mind - away from Tori's ass if someone had needed him to launch the nukes against a Russian strike.

He literally couldn't look at the shape of it without the image of Link's huge cock sliding greasily in and out of it crowding his vision and making him functionally blind.

She was about to do that, and more, and he couldn't complete a single other thought. If a topic didn't involve how much cum was going to be loaded up in her this evening, while she bounced and moaned and said quaint Southernisms, Ethan couldn't keep his mind on it.

Des abandoned his plan to drink after surveying the top-shelf choices, none of which included whiskey in his stratospheric price range.

He turned around. "Minor adjustments, Tori, not to worry. I think what we need in this case is to make it look like it just got out of control. I'm proposing that we concoct a situation in which it looks like you're just going to meet and greet, and maybe choose one or two guys to fuck tonight... and then... I don't know..." Des waved his hand around with an empty glass in it. "You end up getting separated somehow, and by the time Ethan catches up to you, you've already gone too far."

"Hmm," Tori said, turning to Ethan to flutter her eyelashes seductively. "What do you think, baby?"

He thought that Tori wasn't reluctant enough, and that he didn't know his own wife, and that he couldn't wait, in spite of all that, to see what she would do with a stable of black men all night in this mansion. His mind was already producing images of it at the speed of a well-trained AI image generator.

Ethan made his eyes snap to Des. "Is that -" he had to clear his dry throat of something that made him croak like a frog. "Is..? How would that look?"

"Marvelous," Des said, having taken this set of questions for agreement, evidently. "It just so happens, I have the perfect scenario."

Naturally, Ethan thought, warily. At this point, he was getting used to not getting his questions answered by Des. The man wasn't really asking, or suggesting, he was just telling them what they were going to do.

"There's a party in town for the release of a new Roxy Choi shoe -" Des began.

"Roxy Choi?" Ethan said, his mind ripped right off Tori's ass and assets and everything in between. He sat up, attentive.

Des smiled like a man who was watching exactly the effect he had desired play out on a nubile virgin he was about to bed. "Yes." He raised his eyebrows provocatively.

Tori glanced at Ethan. Shoes like Roxy Choi's were below her clientele's social strata, but they were deep in Ethan's dealings. This party - and for that matter, the product line that went with it - were not on anyone's radar at the moment, and he would know.

Not that this gave Ethan anything to do, specifically at that party, but in marketing, you were either in the room or you weren't, and being in the room was everything.

This introduced an element to the evening that was both alluring and terrifying: a component of Ethan's professional life. It wasn't necessarily causing a dilemma of any kind, it was just... unsettling.

Des obviously knew this, in the same way that Des seemed to know everything.

And he also seemed to know exactly what kind of predicament he was putting Ethan in.

"This is the kind of party," Des smooth-talked Tori as he turned back to the bar and began to take glasses out of it. "Where African-American men of an athletic build will go completely unnoticed."

Des was making two drinks now, and Ethan could only assume they were for him and Tori, because Des Price clearly hadn't approved of what was in stock in this liquor cabinet.

"I think it will play very well if Tori meets her bulls and perhaps...gets acquainted... there, and then... who knows? Ethan, you will get busy with business-business… meeting some people, networking… and turn around to find her gone. This is the kind of narrative that will strike a chord with your subscribers."

Des didn't seem to care what either one of them thought about that."She'll come back here, of course, but it's an hour by limo and so you can never be sure what happens on the way."

Des walked a dark liquid in a snifter over to Tori and smiled at her as he took it. "I'm just coming up with this now, on the spot, because circumstances have changed somewhat. But we can add in the narrative, the text messages, all of that, later. The important thing is that Ethan is going to come back here and find you entertaining your guests. That part, I think, needs to be real."

He grinned at Tori, as if conspiring with her. "As real as we can make it, that is."

Tori sipped the drink and smiled at it. "Nice," she told Des. "And so am I... following through on this, er, multiple partners thing, or what?"

"Oh yes," Des said, smiling. He was walking the other drink over to Ethan, holding it from the top with his fingers clawed. "Everything about that is all the same."

"Reluctantly, of course," Des added.

Tori smiled at Ethan over the rim of her drink and leaned against the couch. She had turned to follow Des with her eyes as he walked to Ethan.

"Of course," she said, in a tone that could have meant anything, anything at all.

Ethan had questions, and no time to organize them in order of importance.How did Des know about this Roxy Choi party and product release? How did he get his sex workers into the party, and for that matter, how was he getting him and Tori into the party?

And what was he going to end up being distracted by? And was any of this actually for real?

Finally: was he actually in a room talking about how they were going to get his wife home to this place from a Roxy Choi party, to bang a still-unknown number of guys and make it look like he just walked in on them?

He looked at Tori, who was chillingly cool with all of this.

And that cold pool in his abdomen was where the real pressure was building:

His wife, Tori, was now plotting to actually fuck a bunch of guys tonight. The same Tori whose face had turned a mint-colored white in therapy the first time he'd confessed his desires to her.

She had gone from blushing Southern belle, to tentative adulteress, to ass-fucking slut, to agreeing to be an all-out whore. In very little time.

He wanted it. Oh, sure.

But it was a lot like getting plunged in the water a shark cage and second-guessing whether all the doors were really locked or not.

Des put the drink in Ethan's hand, which was waiting, almost fatalistically, for him to do so. He then surveyed the room for a moment, clearly taking the temperature.

But Des never lingered long.

"So," he said, clearly cuing them to move on. "Wardrobe."

Tori's eyes lit up.

"Des, hold... hold on a second," Ethan managed to say. He took a healthy swig of the drink while Des turned to blink at him.

"Are we... sure that this is the best idea? I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm all for this party, but it seems like it could easily get..." he looked at Tori. "Out of control. It's a big step."

"Uh-huh," Des said, like he didn't mean that at all. "Ethan, nothing has changed about the plan itself other than the way we're going to execute the lead-up."

Tori swished some of the drink in her mouth, which was downright strange,and made a face at Ethan like she couldn't help agreeing with what Des said.

Ethan sighed.

Des began to look amused. He cocked his head. "Mr. Blake, I don't mean to lecture you, but I've been doing this for a very long time,and making a great deal of money at it. And now you're making a great deal of money at it, and you're going to make a great deal more. Now if this is a question of how willing you-all are to do the deed, that's one thing. So is it? That?"

Jesus. Des had Ethan's heart racing and his question was so pointed he could feel it jammed right in his gut.

Tori looked at him with almost pleading eyes.

What did that mean?

"Well, I... no..."

Des turned to Tori, his face softening to an almost paternalistic smile, which was disturbing to Ethan. "Is it? For you?"

Tori blinked. Her eyes seemed to be all set to move in Ethan's direction, and it was only when they didn't that Ethan realized he had lost control of her. Tori looked to him all the time for approval, her eyes wet and wide and in need of his agreement, about anything.

And now, at this moment of all moments, she...

...didn't.

She sucked both of her lips inward and let them pop open. "I'm ready."

"How lovely. Let's decide on what everyone's role here will be, then, shall we? I like to give people the job they're best suited for. So we need a hotwife, who is willing to fuck other men for her husband's titillation; a creative consultant and fixer; a husband, of course, to get cucked; and then some black men with enormous penises to do the deed. I myself have experience in the field of adult content production. Tori, you seem to be the only one here with a pussy, and so that leaves the roles of husband…. or nigga with a huge cock."

Ethan's mouth was falling open in shock as he ranted.

"So tell me, Ethan, which of these roles do you think is best suited to you?"

Ethan was silenced.

Tori's mouth fell open, wide. Then she snapped it shut.

There was an interminable silence in the room.

"Mr. Price. You may be a very good creative director or what-all ever you want to call yourself, but where I come from, that kind of talk is downright rude."

This was Tori. Ethan wasn't sure whether or not to die of humiliation from Des's speech or hers.

Des was looking at Ethan. He sucked on his lower lip and laughed, with what seemed like appreciation, before turning to Tori.

Tori swung a finger in the direction of Ethan to point at him as she held her glass with a tipped wrist and feverish, Southern storm brewing in her eyes. "I am from the South, Mr. Price, and so you and your Yan-kee business may conduct yourselves some way I have yet to understand completely, and that's just fine for you. But in this household, unless Mr. Blake gives Mrs. Blake the okay, then you are one hotwife short of a gang-bang, and all you're left to post are refunds. So if were you, I'd just as soon sweeten that tea before you serve it. You've frankly gotten a little sarcastic for my taste."

Des was very, very amused by this. And noticeably turned on.

"I stand corr-ected," he said, imitating Tori's accent and demeanor, sarcastically, with Foghorn Leghorn results. Still, he withered slightly beneath Tori's icy glare. "My apologies."

He didn't seem particularly apologetic - if anything, he looked like he wanted to jump Tori's bones. He moved a finger beneath his tight collar and whistled.

"Go-on and give us a moment, then," Tori said, shooing him away. "Looks like we need to talk shop."

Des smiled. "I'll be in my car. It is... better stocked, anyway." He waved loosely at the bar with some disdain, smiled appreciatively at Tori again, and slid between them.

Ethan was wishing the ground would swallow him up momentarily, but Des Price was cool customer and real professional, and he demonstrated that to great effect as he turned toward Ethan while passing between them and mouthed, "Hot."

His playful smirk indicated that he truly believed that it was.

"Lordy," Tori muttered, as he left the room.

Ethan put both hands on his face and rubbed it. "Tori, you didn't need to -"

"Oh, cut the shit, Ethan. That man was gettin' way too big for his britches and he specifically needed a woman to remind him of that. Now. You need to come clean with me: is this about logistics or is it about the..."

Tori's face screwed up while her sharp tongue got caught on how to phrase"gang-bang," which made Ethan smile (very privately, to himself).

"...thing itself?" Tori finished. "Because I hate to press you, baby, but you gotta make a decision."

She was looking at him with what Ethan referred to - only silently, to himself - as her lethal blow-dart look. This was when Tori was down to business no matter what the business was.

You, this look said plainly, need to start thinking about the long-term financial implications of what you're doing, baby. Like, yesterday.

What that meant in practice was: you need to get a hold of your damn self and get with the program.

"Baby," her lips said, that business look never leaving her face. "Think about all the money we're gonna make, and all the things we can do with it."

He tried.

But he couldn't shake the feeling that money wasn't Tori's main reason for saying all of this.

Terrifyingly,he didn't think the money mattered to Tori that much at all anymore.

But he didn't dare ask for the truth.

She smiled, and reached out toward him, her fingers trailing sexily down his chest.

She tilted her chin up, she got a sultry smile to form on her full,cupid-bow lips, she fired that voice of hers up to be as breathless and sexy as possible. When she talked like this, her lips seemed always ready to break into a smile, the intention of which was utterly unknown.

"Think about how hot it's going to be."

He had to look away from her at that point. "Tori - I just..."

But she was playing with a stain of precum on his pants, smiling.

She'd already won, and she knew it.

She fluttered her eyes up to look at him. "I was kind of looking forward to it," she said, grinning. Her fingers curled around his ball sack. "Weren't you?"

Ethan had plenty of other things to say. Yes, but he wanted to make sure she was comfortable, that she could handle it, and it did seem a bit soon.

But as he looked down at his wife and the devious lust in her eyes, he realized:

Tori was going to be just fine.

Tori had it all under control.

He was the one who needed to pull his shit together.


Chapter six


Ethan knew he was out of the frame, but that knowledge did nothing to cool the heat that was pouring over him as he sat next to Tori on the back seat of the limo. His hand was draped on hers, but that was out of the frame, too.

The framing was poetically aligned with his feelings.

The dress Tori was wearing was a bright shade of red that matched her lips. It was a slinky bit of fabric that refracted the light where her curves pushed it out or hollowed it inward. Even though it was opaque, and (daringly) loose-fitting, in places it revealed the exact shape and contours of the body beneath it.

It was also slit on both sides from the armpit to mid-buttock, so it seemed like her breasts or ass could pop into full, unobstructed view at any moment. Somehow, they never did, but enough of her was visible for anyone to see that she could not possibly have a scrap of underwear on.

It was a dangerous scrap of fabric, and Tori wore it with ease.

Des was interviewing Tori and recording her responses to his questions, to be sewn up into the content of her Only Diamonds account. Ethan could practically feel the future stares of the men who would watch it, dicks in hand, salivating over the uncontrolled sluttiness of his wife.

Tori, Ethan both hoped and didn't hope, was acting the part, with a talent that seemed to defy even Des's expectations.

"What are you willing to do, tonight?" Des asked for a second time. He was repeating a question, because he wanted to Tori to convey more hesitation.

"Well," Tori said, and then, as Des had instructed her to do, she glanced at Ethan for approval.

Which was not how Tori played it the first time they rehearsed it.

And there was nothing Ethan could do to forget that.

"I've given it some thought, and I don't think I'm ready for... you know, too much more. I was... uh... a little sore last time." She chewed on her lower lip and fluttered her eyelashes. "But you never know."

"Are you doing anything to get ready? Maybe tucking something away to keep things loosened up?"

Des delivered these questions with a clinical tone, but Ethan chafed at the easy-going exchange with his wife. Mainly because Tori seemed to not only accept these probing questions -questions her normal personality would have sliced down to size along with the question-asker – but to revel in them.

Tori's laugh was lethally sexy. "Well," she said, and even Des -who had basically written this dialogue for her - looked attentive as she pretended to be confiding a big secret that she was just a little too bashful to share. "I can't really... do that tonight."

She uncrossed and re-crossed her legs, giving Des's camera lens a brief glance between them.

"Wardrobe limitations," she explained.

"That's lovely," Des said, after filming a few seconds longer and turning off the phone. He tucked his phone into his pocket and picked up his drink. "Whoo," he said, winking at Ethan.

Tori tossed her hair and smoothed her dress, and then smiled at Ethan. "How was that?"

"Hot," Ethan said, and even that one syllable came out shaky.

"So," Des said, moving on as if none of this had transpired. "We enter together, and then your bulls - I assume you'll recognize them - will find you, Tori. Ethan, at some point early in the evening, I'm going to pull you away to some business. Ah, yes, Tori: people typically end up in the pool naked at these events. I'm going to discourage this, even though phones will be checked at the door, and that's just because... well... we don't want any riff-raff getting into the mix."

"Ah-ha," Tori said. She laughed. "Well, I will do my very best to keep my dress on."

Des almost looked like Tori had just started sucking his cock. "Mmm-hmm," he said, entertaining a fantasy in his own mind. That much was as obvious as the fact that it was ten at night. "There's no telling what would happen if we let the cat out of the bag, is there?"

"No," Tori said promptly, grinning. It was just about the most erotic "no" Ethan had ever heard in his life.

He slammed his drink, which he was happy to see rubbed Des the wrong way.

It was an extraordinarily large amount of money to shoot down his throat in one go, but since his wife was providing the entertainment this evening, he felt entitled.

He was irritated by this extra step of going to the party, which his professional instincts told him was a great thing with a lot of potential that he should have been happy about. Who knows what kind of connections he could score here?

But the whole thing was unsettling: unsettling because Des had his hands on all the puppet strings, because it seemed designed to make him suffer, because he also didn't know what kind of connections Tori would make here, and because his wife - in her loosely-fitting, slippery silk dress - looked so hot and so ready to fuck that it practically oozed out of her pores.

So many things could terribly wrong.

And Tori seemed...

...excited about that. Giddy, even.

The woman sitting next to him was not his wife. No amount of reminding himself that she was the fantasy version of his wife, that he was only getting what he'd told her he wanted, was going to make that feel any less dangerous.

***

The dress itself was getting her hotted up.

In all her twenty-nine years, Tori had never once worn a dress this slutty even in a dressing room. Special, two-sided tape designed just for a dress like this held it in place, and it seemed to be working, but if anything slipped, there was nothing at all between her altogether and any of the many, many, many eyes that were following her around.

It slid over her nipples as she moved and they were hard as little pebbles, and she knew that showed right through the material and it looked great. Her legs looked great. Her ass was sort of tucked away in the folds and the shifting material, but it was round and high and her waist was small and her belly all but flat, so she knew the shape of it was briefly visible when she turned or lifted an arm.

And if the faces on some of these men were anything to go by, they liked what they saw.

She had a hard time even thinking of word to describe how she felt, walking around like that, luring every male gaze (and quite a few women's) to her. She was doing something very, very naughty: and she had permission to do it.

Des and Ethan had left her by a bar near the pool, which was not yet full of naked women as Des had warned her. She was sipping a white wine and trying not to look anxious.

For the record: she wasn't nervous.

She was anxious.

She was also horny as fuck. Des's bright idea of not having sex for three days had wound her up so tight she couldn't think straight. Between her legs, her thighs were slick, and she'd already stolen away to a restroom to wipe it away.

This had been both distasteful and erotic, and she was doing her best to put it out of her own mind. She felt ever-so-slightly out of control.

"I thought you were a Negroni girl," a deep male voice said, just behind her. It sent a tingle from her tailbone right up her spine, and the strum of it reverberated between her legs.

She didn't have to turn around, or wait for the owner of the voice to sit down next to where she was standing, to know what she was going to see.

Which of the men she'd selected had found her already was the only surprise in store for her.

"I'm trying not to - oh, my."

Terrence.

In person, he was somehow even larger than his photos had made him seem- and that was quite large. Broad shoulders and a stone-solid, chest stretched the confines of an expensive, trendy button-down shirt. Terrence was shaved bald, had stern but liquid pools of blue-flecked hazel for eyes, and a generous mouth.

Her eyes, however, fell directly to his crotch, because that was the main reason Terrance had been her choice.

His eyes were gorgeous, for sure, but... Tori felt a wave of heat and then a pang of guilt.

...but...his eyes weren't his main attraction. And his eyes weren't what she'd been thinking about all this time.

He was wearing a strange kind of shorts and he had spread his legs wide, but a hill in the fabric of the material suggested the shape of his most appealing appendage.

Lordy, she thought, with a hint of embarrassment. Who was she?

Terrence was grinning when she flicked her eyes back up to him.

"You are even... bigger in person, Mr., uh... Terrence."

"I get that a lot." He smiled, his eyes raking over her figure, and liking, she was pleased to see, what he saw. "You are Victoria, I take it?"

"Tori."

"Had to check. You do not look like anybody's wife."

Tori smiled and brought her wine to her lips. A bartender appeared.

"Gimme some kind of pop, man, and make it look like a real drink," Terrence told him. When he turned to face Tori again, she had her eyebrows raised.

He leaned a little closer. "Don't need nothin' affecting my performance. Ma'am."

Tori bristled a little at the address. "Ma'am" was a little bit much, and coming from anybody else, it might have stung or put her in a fighting mood.

In this situation, it stung a little at first.

But then it started to burn, in a very erotic way.

She was stealing glances at Terrence, but she realized that she didn't have to. She was in charge. There was no artful seduction going on here. This was a man she'd ordered up out of a book, and he was here to do whatever she wanted him to do.

She slowed her gaze to let herself linger wherever she felt like lingering.

Why not? Men did it to her all the time. It was what Des had suggested she do. Ethan wanted her to do it (bless him). She had all the permission in the world to be doing this very thing.

It was extremely satisfying. The reverse flow of desire - her own desire, sucking away at a man, and not the other way around - was more intoxicating than six drinks would have been.

"Damn," Terrence said, driven to look at his own drink. He shifted with a very slight, but obvious, discomfort. "How long we gotta play nice here?"

Tori, high on her power, smiled. And shrugged. "I guess until everyone else shows up."

And then, feeling peevish, she moved a little closer to him. Her sexual energy washed over him like an electric shock, and even though he barely moved, she could see the effect she had on him. A current beneath still waters.

Terrence laughed and shook his head. Tori glanced around at the party. Ethan was seated at a cluster of couches, his eyes riveted on her. Nominally, he appeared to be in conversation, but she could see that his attention was on her. She could feel it.

She leaned closer to Terrence, playfully. Keeping herself at an angle so she could see over his muscular shoulder. Her eyes fluttered, the thick black mascara a fringe on her whole field of vision. "I haven't had sex in three days," she murmured, her eyes wandering from over his shoulder, down his torso, to his pulsing cock beneath his clothing.

Satisfied when it twitched, she was looking back up at him when he said: "Is that a fact?"

She nodded, her mind now on one thing.

Terrence took a sip of his non-alcoholic beverage and shook his head again. "I guess you come to the right place." He looked around the party and then back at her. "How long these other cats gonna take to get here?" His eyes were trying to creep into the folds of her skimpy dress, and his hunger was growing every second.

Ethan had been distracted by someone, she noticed. He was in conversation with someone in the small cluster, leaning on his elbows, explaining something with animation.

The pure, unadulterated boredom of Ethan's job - and the many, endless parties she'd had to endure while he "networked," rose up from a dark place and gripped her.

"You know," she found herself saying. "There's no hard and fast rule that says we have to just sit here and wait for them."

Terrence was visibly shocked by this statement. Tori wondered if he was as shocked by it as she was to hear it coming out of her own mouth. It was just... too tempting.

He looked in front of himself, shaking his head slightly, a smile forming at the corners of his lips. "Maybe you ain't..." he began. "But, uh... I got...."

Tori leaned her head in her hand and looked at him flirtatiously, so that when he turned toward her, she was blinking seductively at him, one finger tracing the line of the slutty dress.

"We could just... change our location a little."

Terrence was now unable to hide his interest. His whole body was swiveling in response to her. He had the look on his face of a man who could tell himself he'd done his best to avoid temptation, but Tori could see he was already writing excuses for his behavior.

"Mmm-hmm. And what kind of location are you looking for, Ma'am?"

The kind, Tori heard herself thinking, where I can wrap my hand around that big cock.

"Something a little more intimate."

Another laugh. "Victoria -"

"Tori." She made sure to purr, and kept her eyes on him. Gave him a nice, slow, blink.

Even she couldn't be sure what she was doing: this was off-script, off-Des, off-brand, off-everything.

"Uh, Tori... listen... that is..." his voice trailed off as she nodded, one finger tracing her lips.

And then, maybe because she wanted to, maybe because she could, maybe because she was not driving the vehicle of her own body, she slinked off the stool. Giving Terrence a meaningful look, she took her drink with her and started walking.

She didn't have to turn around to know that he would follow. Or that Ethan's eyes would, too, burning with jealousy.

And one more jolt of satisfaction fluttered in her abdomen: she was making Des Price himself very nervous. Which was fun.

***

Ethan had stared at Tori by the bar, wondering only for a moment if the man talking to her was one of Des's, or a real stranger at the party. He could easily have been either. He hated to admit it, and not that he'd ever have to, but all of Tori's choices looked much the same to him.

But he had been pulled into conversation. No matter what the sexual possibilities - inevitabilities - were at this party, he knew he'd have to kill the time between now and Tori leaving with a cadre of men.

And the time that he would finally be allowed to go back to the house and catch up to his gang-banging wife.

He needed something to take his mind off all that time. And the people Des had politely introduced him to were just the kind of people he needed to know, in real life, for his real career.

He wondered about that Des Price. The man seemed to delight in creating situations like this one: career and wife pulling Ethan in opposite directions.

No sooner had he been pulled into a bro-ish chat with the man across from him - who knew one of his colleagues at work and their firm, and seemed actually interested in exploring new branding options - then he had lost sight of his wife.

Tori, who had been draped over a bar stool and eyeing the black hunk who'd sat down next to her only seconds before, was gone the next time he glanced in her direction.

His stomach hollowed out, and he forced his gaze back to his conversation partner. The ground seemed to be rising fast at him. His heart was racing, his mind scanning his peripheral vision while he forced his eyes to lock on the nose of his conversation partner. He had to literally repeat to himself not to get up, in order to remain there.

Tori's dress wasn't the only risque one here, nor the only red one, and that had become obvious as suddenly it seemed that everyone at the party was wearing red, making it impossible for him to track his wife without looking around frantically.

Like a cuck. Which he was not going to do.

Tori was just... gone.

But the black man was still there.

Panic receded, seeping back into his organs, his heart stuttering to a slower pace.

The eyes of his conversation partner were dragged away just seconds before he felt a hand on his shoulders. It brushed over them. The scent of his own wife's pussy, very faint and layered beneath her perfumes and lotions wafted by him.

He looked up, and Tori looked down and over her shoulder very briefly -just long enough to smile. Then she was off, stalking away deliberately, a sexual predation in her face.

"Ho-ly fuck," the man, who Ethan suddenly and inexplicably remembered had introduced himself as Jimmy. He returned his wide eyes to Ethan's face, eyebrows raised, after watching Tori slink away. His mouth was open in an "o" shape.

He huffed. "Do you know that chick?"

Ethan turned to watch his wife sauntering through the throng of people on the slightly-raised porch, and descend some steps. He had no idea where they led. When he turned back to Jimmy, the black man Tori had been talking to was standing up, a look of determination on his face. He didn't have to walk very far for Ethan to put two and two together: he was following Tori, and Tori had promised him something- either with her words or her body language.

Jimmy was shaking his head. "Probably a hooker." He leaned closer to Ethan, grinning. "Take some advice: the hookers at these parties are worth it. She seems to like you."

Ethan was still smiling blandly at him.

Jimmy smiled back, as if he was communicating something they mutually understood. Ethan's concentration was entirely on the black man following Tori's path, a different way, on the other side of the raised patio. But his destination was the same, and he was looking more satisfied with every step.

"I get it. You don't kiss and tell," Jimmy was saying, drawing his own conclusion. His eyes went back to the steps. "You think she is a hooker, though?"

Ethan shook his head as if he didn't know. He couldn't fathom why he wasn't just telling this guy it was his wife.

"She know you or something?"

Ethan smiled noncommittally.

Jimmy raised his eyebrows, and his higher esteem for Ethan was visible on his face. He wagged a finger at him. "Ah," he said, as if Ethan was some kind of skilled player. "Put in a good word for me, okay?"

The black man was disappearing now. They could be going anywhere. Ethan glanced around, looking for Des, who had begun milling about instantly in the party. Des seemed to both know everyone and no one, and Ethan wondered again if he was the actual devil. Maybe every single person here was, in one or another, tied to him by the same sordid games that Ethan and Tori were.

Des was talking, very closely, to an ultra-thin white woman on the far side of the pool. He was of no help.

Jimmy was already back onto business. It was the kind of conversation that would have excited Ethan normally: what he loved about his job was the constant, hair-raising competition of it all. You were never done, never safe from another firm, never secure: everything was competition and bravado.

But Jimmy could have been talking about pond scum removal in Northern Ohio for all he knew or cared.

In the back of his head, to the right -where Tori had disappeared and now one of her chosen lovers had, too – the energy pulsed and drew all his thoughts to Tori. A red, sodden pulse of sexual heat, and it drowned out everything.

Even business.

He set his glass of seltzer down and smiled at Jimmy. "Hey, bud,"he said, distractedly. "I gotta go see about something."

Jimmy looked at him in disbelief. He knew what kind of pull he had: people didn't blow him off on the regular.

Then he cracked a smile.

"Sure, man. I get it."

Ethan stood up, felt the discomfort of his burgeoning erection, and then realized he didn't care.

"Hey, you wanna make an introduction later? I'm just saying. I got no problem with sloppy seconds."

"I'll be right back."

This made Jimmy Fortin, invisible heir to a luxury shoe empire, smile.

But Ethan's mind was not on Jimmy as he walked, his mind racing and his pulse erratic, in search of his already off-roading wife.

The patio was filled to the brim with slow-moving, sexy people. Some were lethargically drugged, some high on their own importance, all of them seducing something or someone. It was hard to worm his way through them, and by the time he managed to reach the other side of the raised patio, Tori was out of sight.

Stone paths littered with party-goers led in several directions. The party was getting rowdier by the second. Voices were raised, laughter was erupting everywhere. The tinkle of shattered glass made a server close his eyes slowly in annoyance as he passed Ethan.

"Hey,you didn't see a... woman in a red dress go by, here, recently? Blond?"

"Only ten of them," the server told him, not pausing for a beat.

Stairs led down a steep hill. Some people had deposited themselves on the landings, and the steps descended into a thicket of tropical-looking plants. Another path led to the house, which was filling with even more people. Ethan had no idea which way to go in search of Tori: a scan of the large, floor-to-ceiling windows on all three stories of the house returned only fleeting hope when a flash of red appeared in them.

Trying not to look insane, not even sure what he was driven by, exactly,Ethan at last made a decision and went toward the house. He wandered through it, was accosted by a man who knew him but whom Ethan couldn't place, and then, delayed, continued his search. Half of the house was blocked off by tough-looking bouncers. He made a circle -fruitless - and returned to the outside.

Down the stairs, getting sweaty. He tugged at the collar of his clubby, stylish shirt. Giggling women passed him, going up, shoes in hands,sand on their feet. They were all perfect tens, but he barely noticed them. They seemed annoyed that they couldn't make his eyes divert in their direction.

The bottom the stairs led to a balcony of sorts and another short flight of steps to a dangerous-looking beach being nibbled at by an incoming tide of forceful waves. Everyone seemed to be retreating to the balcony, and the narrowing strip of sand was empty of people. Blocked off by rocks.

Ethan tried to play it cool. He lingered, trying to look like he wasn't searching frantically for his wife, and then went back up, taking the stairs two at a time when the twists hid him from the view of others.

Des Price was standing at the top of the stairs.

His expression was both amused and not. A very bored-looking white girl with the vacant and emaciated appearance of a model was draped on one arm.

"Mr. Blake."

Ethan exhaled, slightly out of breath. "Have you seen Tori by any chance?" By the time he had finished this sentence, Des had cocked an eyebrow in peeved curiosity.

"Recently?" Ethan clarified.

Des sighed and took a sip of his drink. "The vehicle is still here, so I imagine that she is, as well." He seemed annoyed by the question. His eyes delivered a sort of warning to Ethan. It was the sort of look Tori gave him if he was teetering on the edge of being "unsightly."

Ethan clapped his mouth shut.

"Ethan," Des said, as if he was just having a great idea. "This is Emily. She's a model. I'm very much enjoying her company, but I wonder if you could escort her back to the pool bar and entertain her while I conduct some very brief business with Mr. Choi?"

Emily, looking as disinterested as she always had, slipped her hand free of Des's elbow and pouted as she moved closer to Ethan.

"Just a moment," Des said, smiling at her, and then he glared at Ethan and slipped away himself.

Ethan looked at Emily. Like most models, she was absurdly tall, unhealthily thin, and nominally pretty in the face, in the sort of way that good lighting and makeup could trick anyone into thinking was beautiful.

"I'm Ethan," he told her, helplessly. His eyes wandered briefly over the crowd.

Emily seemed to be doing the same. "Emily," she repeated.

"How do you know Des?"

She shrugged. "I met him here."

"Right. Well. I'm actually looking for someone... but, uh, do you want to...tag along?"

"How do you know Des?"

Ethan drew a blank for a moment. "Business," he said, finally.

Her eyes lit up, and then her brief enthusiasm flickered and faded. Her eyes narrowed. She put a straw in a glass of what was obviously club soda to one side of her mouth. "Is he your agent?"

"My wife's."

This made Emily very happy. She smiled and linked her arm in his. "I guess I can wait for him with you. Why not?" She giggled.

Ethan had nothing to say to that. Des had his fingers in a lot of pies, and a lot of pussy, but he was a mere mortal who would never find out how or why. He moved back toward the pool area, one model and no personality in tow.


Chapter seven


"Having fun?"

Tori was surprised to hear his voice. She jumped, and turned toward Ethan, tossing her hair as she did. It whipped across his chest, tickling him. Her mouth opened into a wide, enormous smile. "Ethan!" she exclaimed.

She didn't seem like herself. She was too giddy, to sexual. Her movements were big and she was practically yelling. She put a hand on his arm and melted a little bit, in a very sexual way. "I'm having such a good time. How about you?"

Her eyes, moving more slowly than usual, finally took in the limp and pouty Emily. The girl was nursing her second club soda but also stroking Ethan's arm like it was a chinchilla, with eyes that had grown bigger and blacker with each passing second of the half hour Ethan had been toting her around. She was obviously high, probably on MDMA, and because of that, she'd become annoyingly clingly.

Tori's eyes crystallized into ice, just as surely as she kept the broad, warm smile affixed to her face.

"I see you have a friend."

Ethan started to shake his head, ransacking his mind for a way to quickly explain that Emily was dumped on him by Des. That she was too skinny, tall, and high, and young for him to have even the slightest interest in her. Crucially, she was not his wife, and she was not, as far as he knew, about to fuck multiple black men for his amusement.

But he was too late. Tori was already off to other things.

She leaned in and spoke next to his ear. "Terrence? Has a huge cock."

All the blood in Ethan's body went to his dick or boiled away. He could feel the full length of his spine turning cold. His eyes moved over Victoria's face and hair, her skimpy dress. Nothing seemed out of place.

But everything seemed "off."

He was once again looking at the woman who was his wife, saying something he'd always fantasized about her saying. And he was in free-fall. He had caught the car. Now what was he supposed to do?

Emily was staring at Tori now. She reached out and touched her dress.

"That's so soft."

"Tori," Ethan said, looking between the two of them and watching Tori's bizarre reaction to this. He moved Emily's hand off his arm and pulled Tori away a little bit. "I've been looking all over for you."

"Why, baby?" Tori asked, blinking. She gave a small glance of irritation in Emily's direction. "Looks like you're having a good time."

"That's not..." Ethan said, flustered. Tori was grinning, wickedly. "Did you... already...?"

Tori blinked at him, looking for all the world like she would wait an eternity for him to finish that sentence. Her eyes raked over Emily, and then she executed her most lethal move.

She gave him a purse-lipped smile. Moved her eyes skyward in a roll that only Ethan could detect.

And she strolled away.

Under any other circumstances, this would have been the harbinger of a sexless evening. A week of the cold shoulder.

But in the present context, it was something far more... perilous.

Ethan seethed very privately, inwardly.

Des.

Des knew exactly what he was doing.

***

If she had never been entirely clear about what she was doing - other than making money (printing it, basically) - with her Only Diamonds account, the sight of the gangly model on Ethan's arm clarified everything for her.

Not that Tori herself was actually jealous.

The jealousy grazed her cheek, maybe, like a stray bullet. It smarted, something awful. But it didn't take long to recede.

The woman on Ethan's arm was downright gangly, and her face wasn't anything to write home about. She had no ass, and no tits, and most importantly, she didn't have Ethan's real attention.

But the brief fling with a throb of jealous energy made the very savvy Tori understand, at long last, the thrill of Ethan's fantasy. As the pulsing of heat and cold ebbed away in the darkest recesses of her chest and lower abdomen, she understood the thrill.

Really understood it.

It was like a hot pepper: bracing, painful, but ultimately desired,because everything was bland without it. (Or so she was told, by Ethan, who actually ate spicy food; she glared at it suspiciously).

Armed with this newfound insight, she smiled at Ethan and his attractive, bland arm-candy.

Meanwhile, she resolved to make Ethan the "spiciest" dish she could whip up.

Her own guilt - for really craving this sex, with men she liked only for their physical attributes and their sexual prowess - didn't fade away, necessarily. But she came to see it as a feature, not a bug, of this game they were playing.

For a few moments she wondered if she should maybe share all of this with Ethan. That she understood, at last, what this was all really about psychologically. That he just wanted the thrill of jealousy, to feel the precariousness of his hold on her; that all of these things were just spices on the main dish of his life.

Maybe she should tell him - reassure him - that her own desires were like that, too: she wanted the spice, but she wasn't going to ever subsist on hot peppers alone.

But why tone down the spice, if that was what Ethan wanted?

If that was what subscribers wanted, and it would make them a fortune?

She sauntered back to her poolside settee, where she had abandoned her carefully selected cadre of black men. Her palms itched where she'd placed them on heavy muscle, and her mouth was wet from a Pavlovian response to thinking about so much cock. Between her legs, her pussy ached to be filled up. Her mind was racing ahead to when she'd be entirely filled with cock: the fullness, the soreness, the shrieking highs when she came.

And Ethan, on the sidelines, watching it all. The same jealousy that had been so fleeting for her - and yet, so surprisingly alluring -building and building inside of him.

She had plans to turn that up high, and while she was doing it, she knew she'd be thinking of the afterward: when Ethan, his dick so hard that her breath along his shaft could probably make him come, would ease himself into her sore pussy.

She pulled her hair to to one side as she strutted back to where Terrence was waiting for her, and settled her ass right onto his lap. She could feel the full, bulging length of his member on her thigh. When she moved her mouth close to his, and bit very gently into his full lower lip, his cock writhed like an animal.

"When can we leave?"

She slid her eyes in the direction of her husband, whose mouth was falling open but who was otherwise frozen like a statue.

Terrence said something, and she purred in response, but she barely heard it. Something about Des and one more guy they were waiting on. His fingers were working their way slowly up her inner thigh. They reached her slick juices almost immediately, and she saw his mouth react: a smile threatened to break his serious countenance.

He stopped, and slid his finger from beneath her dress.

She knew Ethan was watching. Rapt.

She clutched his hand, brought the fingers to her lips, and smeared the juices over them. She was sure she could feel the shudder that traveled through Ethan, as she leaned in to Terrence with her juices on her mouth, hovering inches from his lips.

"I'm ready," she told him, "Whenever you are."

***

Ethan would never remember where he left Emily the model. Or the sequence of events that led to him reading a small note on a square of expensive paper. Locking himself in a bathroom for servers and staff after waiting for his turn in a daze that could have lasted minutes, or hours. The contraband phone given to him by a man he had never met before, with instructions not to get caught with it.

The scenes that played before his eyes, in a series of roughly captured .gifs with poor lighting worked like bleach on his memory of anything else during that night.

Even the suggestive expression on Emily's face when she brushed her handover his crotch.

Even the semi-famous people he'd shaken hands with. The business opportunities he'd shrugged away in the desperate search for his own wife.

The throbbing lust and jealousy that had burned through him when he saw Tori seated on the lap of one of her bulls, smearing her pussy juices onto her lips for him to lick it off.

He would not remember the contacts he'd made, the networking he'd done, the interested glances of stunning women. It was all wiped clean by the .gifs, as he sat in a bathroom atop the closed lid staring and fending off a cardiac arrest, until someone banged on the door and hollered that they would call the paramedics if he didn't answer.

The images consumed him.

Tori's tanned legs, with an aurora of rumpled red dress, startlingly pale by comparison to the skin around her. Her torso and face invisible. Only her fingers - and the manicured red nails, and her gigantic diamond wedding ring, photo-bombing the action, marked the legs as hers.

But between them was her bare pussy, and that, he would have recognized.

Her fingers were helping to ply open the outer lips of her slit, glistening with her juices.

She was assisted by a large and strong set of black fingers, that wrapped around her from the back. And then a dark head and the smiling lips of some unknown suitor she had chosen, moved in toward the prize from outside the shot.

The .gif ended there, jaggedly repeating and repeating the moment, and cutting off only to loop back, just before his mouth reached its destination.

But it had, the .gif seemed to chant to him.

It had reached its destination: the tongue had flicked into Tori's shiny folds.

The next .gif featured Tori with a cock in her hand. Two large hands, coming from behind, played with her tits like play-dough, as her hand went up the shaft and her eyes shifted over - almost, but never quite- meeting the observer's eyes in the lens of the camera.

They were yanked away, looping again and again back to the cock in her hand.

He watched it what seemed hundreds of times, each time expecting that it would somehow go on: he would see her meet his eyes and smile, before turning her attention - and her mouth - back to the cock.

But that scene was not embedded in the .gifs, no matter how many times he let it play out.

The next .gif was dimly lit. The first viewing reached his eyes as incomprehensible light that he could make no sense of until the third or fourth repeat. Tori's hair spilled over black fabric in one quadrant. Her red dress had been pushed up over her hips and hung around her midsection, her bare ass a perfect curve in the air. A dark hand rested over it, moving.

He couldn't take the whole scene in all at once. Her head lifted and he was treated to a fleeting image of her smiling, with dick still between her lips, before it replayed.

In the other quadrant, the black hand moved: in and out. Whether it was plunging into her pussy or her ass, he had no idea.

Tori on her hands and knees on the limo bench, sucking a huge black cock, while the owner of that cock lazily finger-fucked her.

"Buddy, open the door or I'm calling EMS!"

He would never remember how he got to a black vehicle, waiting for him. He stumbled there, his mind detached from his body. The ground had felt uneven. He didn't know how he managed to find it, or what had given him the idea to look for it. The note was lost, the phone in his hand. Someone growled at him that he wasn't allowed to have phones; he had mumbled "I'm leaving."

Like the memories from a drunken bender, he would be forever unable to form the sequence of these events. The only thing that remained in his mind was the reel of .gifs, replaying and replaying, overlapping and given sound by his imagination.

His wife's mouth, linked to a thick black cock by a string of saliva. His wife, in the back of a limo, sucking a cock and getting her pussy fucked by someone else's hand, a whole gang of men watching.

How long had they been gone? When did they leave? What did it matter?

The drive was an hour long. It was the longest and the shortest hour he had even experienced. He waited, immersed in the .gifs that he had, for something else to come through. But nothing did.

Tori had also been in a car for an hour, but with much more than .gifs to amuse her.

He was surprised when the vehicle rolled to a halt. He would never know how long he failed to notice that he had arrived, the vehicle idling while he stared at the screen, the images playing again and again.

His eyes were on them but his mind was elsewhere, imagining what had happened after that. What would wait for him.

"Mr. Blake," a voice said. "Sir, we've arrived."

As though a gong had rung him from hypnosis, he looked up to see the home they had departed from earlier that evening, the lights on, the limo parked in half of the circular driveway.

He looked down at the phone, remembering he had left his own behind for a moment that gave him panic.

But his missing phone, as serious a crisis as that truly was, flitted off his radar almost as suddenly as it had come into his mind, and before he knew it he was standing in front of the door, turning the handle,and walking into the ostentatious entryway.

And into the room where he could hear that Tori's gang bang was already underway.


Chapter eight


Terrence was seated on a couch with his enormous cock erect between his legs and taking on a pinkish hue, looking like it might split open. It was shiny with fluids, on full display between his spread legs. His arms were spread over the back of the couch he was sitting on, naked as the day he was born.

He grinned at Ethan, as if the rest of the sordid scene did not surround him. Like Ethan was joining a game night. "Man. I never been so glad to see a white man in my whole life."

Ethan had no time to process the comment, no thought as to what he might have been supposed to do. He was standing at a low wall dividing the entryway from the vast living room, awash in low, pulsing music he couldn't identify. Cameras were set up all over the place, the light was bright. Tori was seated on a footstool, her legs sexily askance, red heels still on her feet.

The dress, as much as it had been one, had disappeared.

On either side of her, there were two men. One was Adam, the other a guy named "Jay."

Their names came rushing back to Ethan. He sizzled remembering the way Tori had chosen them like appetizers from a menu.

She had a hand wrapped around each of their cocks, and was moving between the two of them. Her mouth had been sliding up Jay's column when Ethan entered the room, and she paused to smile at him as she turned to Adam's cock.

Her lipstick was gone, her mascara beginning to smudge beneath her eyes. Ethan could see that whatever he'd missed, whatever she'd done, her mouth had gotten a workout. Her lips were naturally pink, swollen to a rubbery, distorted pout. Around the outline of her mouth, the skin was red and puffy.

Her head bobbed once, twice on Adam's cock, and then she smiled at Ethan before returning to Jay's dick and taking it into her throat.

"About fuckin' time," the man who called himself "Link" growled, from just under Ethan's nose. He was sitting, fashionable jeans still on but zipper open, on a couch facing the whole sordid scene, his arms outstretched like Terrence's.

A man Ethan had not expected, fully clothed, bigger than all of them,was standing with a drink in his hand, eyes on Tori like she was a pig on roasting stick and he hadn't eaten for years. He brokered no greeting with Ethan, even with his eyes.

Ethan swept over the scene again, unable to believe what he was seeing.

Tori sucked Adam's cock, then smiled, and sucked Jay again. Almost as soon as Ethan's presence had been acknowledged, he seemed to be forgotten.

Except for one major detail.

"Now we get play for real, baby doll," Adam said to Tori, lifting his fingers to her head as she bobbed his shaft again.

Terrence chuckled, and rubbed his hands together. Ethan gripped the ledge of the dividing wall, feeling faint, when he rose to his towering height, naked, his distended cock pulsing with excitement.

There was a moment of feral tension in the room, and the situation revealed itself to Ethan. No one had yet fucked Tori. Maybe they had finger-fucked her, maybe they had eaten her pussy, maybe she had swallowed load after load of cum.

But no one had fucked her yet: they had been waiting for him to arrive.

And now there were five enormous black men with very hard cocks and a great deal of repressed energy, milling about in a room with a hot slut. And somebody would get to fuck her first.

Everything could degenerate, he realized, into a vicious brawl.

But no matter what happened, Tori's little slit was going to be turned into a messy gash full of cum. It was all in motion now, and no one could stop it. Not really.

His eyes went to Tori, who paused her cock sucking to smile. She surveyed what was around her: a buffet of men, and a brief flicker of doubt crossed over her face.

And then it was gone.

The emotion spread to Ethan as fear, making his heart race and his vision narrow to an actual tunnel. Every wet slop and sticky sound entered his ears as a distinct, crisp noise. Like animals in the underbrush at night, they were all larger than life. The wild danger of it all: the men, the strength, the muscle, the hunger, hit him in the face like a belly-flop from a tall height, stunning him.

But not Tori. Tori was happily sucking cock.

In each other encounter, there had always been a sense of some kind of rip cord. That if Tori declared, suddenly, "You know, gentlemen, I'd rather not if it's all the same," she could have walked right out of the room.

But no one was leaving this room until they fucked Tori.

Did she know that?

The inevitability of it swallowed him. His mind chased down loose and endless threads that dribbled away into nothing: what could he do, if she wanted to be saved?

These men now looked like beasts to him. Would they tear her apart?

"You been teasin' me with that little pussy all night, honey," Terrence said, his hand on his fat slab now, stroking, walking over to Tori. "So now you gonna get it."

Ethan's heart was caught in his throat. His mouth was hanging open. Everyone ignored him but Tori, who did nothing for a moment. She seemed to freeze, a cock in each hand, her eyes glassy. Fear plunged Ethan's heart into his feet.

And then: she smiled.

Her mouth was open wide, invitingly. She sank to her ass, spreading her knees out to either side of her, a gesture that might have seemed fearful if not for the big smile on her face.

Her heels were at her hips, and she dropped her hands to them, grasping the long spikes of the footwear, one in each hand. Ethan noticed that a smear of something was drying on her breasts, and her left nipple was almost mangled it was so red and puffy.

She squirmed, grinning, her eyes moving from hungry man to hungry man.

Her tongue ran along her top teeth as her eyes gleamed, and briefly flicked to Ethan's face. The smile grew bigger, her eyes left Ethan's, and she turned her neck to look at the single clothed man who was devolving into a monstrosity within the confines of his suit. "What about him?"

Adam laughed lightly. "Baby, you gonna want to wait on that. Bubs gonna make your pussy too sore."

Tori liked this. Her tongue made another trip along her teeth. And then she returned her gaze toward Ethan, but skipped over him to stare at Link. Ethan heard a rumble from beneath him, saw a flash of Link's teeth. His hand was on his cock now, taking it out of the jeans.

"Ladies' choice, gentlemen," he growled. He extended a hand toward Tori and clapped his fingers against his palm. "Come on over, baby. The water's just right."

As if on cue, Adam and Jay took one of Tori's hands each when she lifted them. They helped her rise to her feet. She was propelled upward, light as a feather in their hands, and stood unsteadily on her heels.

"Don't take them off," Link told her, as she approached. She walked toward him her eyes fixated on his cock. Link rose from his relaxed position to the edge of the couch to put his hands on her hips when she reached him.

Tori was now just in front of Ethan, only the wall and the couch separating them. And, of course, the man with his hands on her hips. He caressed her, stroking her ass, a low growl of pleasure coming from somewhere deep inside him.

He seized her hips in his hands and jerked her into position just in front of him, then drove his thumbs toward the nectary center of the wet pink line of her gash. The plunge of his thumbs was audible when he drove them into her outer lips and broke her pussy wide open.

Tori's mouth fell open and she gasped when the pads of his fingers caught her clit between them and squeezed. A shudder traveled the length of her body and made her muscles go visibly weak. She faltered in her heels, but Link was basically holding her up by the hips with his fingers in her cunt. He rolled her clit around between his two big thumbs and Tori mewled, smiling.

In his peripheral vision, Ethan saw the bigger, silent "Bubs" removing his clothing, growling ferally.

He could pay that no attention. His eyes wouldn't move from the plunging of Link's fingers in Tori's pussy.

"You want it?" Link asked her, rubbing her clit.

"Mmm," Tori mewled. Ethan stared at her. Her agency seemed to have dissolved and melted away. Her eyes were fixated on Link's cock and that seemed to be the only thought in her head.

"Get on it, baby."

Tori put one knee on the couch as Link leaned back, and then the other. This put her face to face with Ethan. She met his eyes, straddling Link, her pussy inching closer and closer to the tower of cock between her legs.

Adam and Jay were edging closer. No one was watching anything but Tori, everyone was moving toward her. Tori dropped her eyes to Link and chewed her lower lip.

"Get on it," Link insisted, losing patience. Tori smiled and teased him with a circle of her hips.

He pulled Tori down viciously, her pussy taking his cock all at once with a loud and filthy splat. Link groaned in pleasure and Tori's mouth fell wide open. Her head lifted and tilted back, her eyes wide open and momentarily utterly devoid of any thought.

Then she met Ethan's eyes again. "Oh my," she drawled. "Oh...my... goodness..."

Link's hands rolled her hips back and forth. A string of unintelligible epithets poured from his mouth in a low voice. Tori squealed in pleasure, her eyes and mouth open in pleasure.

"You gonna come for me, little girl, hmm?" Link growled, seizing her hips and moving her up and down on his shaft. Tori's body rose and fell, her tits bouncing, her eyes wild, as he started to use her like a masturbatory tool. "Oh!" Tori exclaimed, and Ethan could tell she had no control over what she was saying. "Oh... oh my... God!"

"Yeah, good girl, you're so fucking wet. I ain't gonna make it much longer this first time, baby. Let me feel that pussy come all over my cock. Get to work on it. You want a big load?"

Tori just mewled and squirmed, bouncing. Her eyes swept past Ethan without really seeing him.

Jay had evidently decided he couldn't wait any longer, or wait his turn. His hand planted on the crown of Tori's head and he swiveled her face toward him as he approached to the right, his cock in his hand.

Tori glanced at Ethan, but there was almost nothing in her eyes, and they were drawn immediately to the big, fat member pointing toward her face. She spread her lips and teeth and leaned toward it.

There was no other way to describe what Jay did other than stuff her mouth full of his cock. It pushed her right cheek out at first, missing its mark. The tip of it stretched Tori's skin taut before moving away and then finding her throat. He pushed her face to his pelvis and the entirety of his dick disappeared into her throat, while Adam deftly put a hand on her shoulder to stop her head from bobbing with Link's movement in her pussy.

The crescendo of Tori's moans was muffled by the cock in her mouth, her screams rumbling all over Jay's cock. Jay grinned and then grew serious, tipping his head back for a moment. When Tori came, her moaning was cut short, and a deep fear plunged through Ethan's chest as her eyes rolled back in her head and her arms shook.

"Hey," Ethan objected.

"Get out of there, man," Adam said to Jay, who grimaced and reluctantly pushed Tori's face from his dick.

She gasped for air and made a feral sound as her orgasm still ricocheted inside her. Link hammered her by grasping her hips and smashing her onto his cock. Tori's hand had gone to Adam's dick, but more for support than anything.

"Here it comes, baby. You want a nice big load?"

Tori just squealed.

"She wants it. She wants two. Don't you, baby?"

Ethan stared at her. She was practically right in front of him, getting hammered, one dick close to her lips and another in her hand. Her eyes moved listlessly for a moment, before haphazardly coming to meet his stare.

Then she opened her mouth, still looking at him, her left hand rising to seize Jay's cock. Link was pounding her furiously, about to come.

"I want it," Tori whispered, and then swallowed the top half of Jay's cock, down to the edge of her closed fist.

"Goddamn!" Link yelled, throwing his head back and grimacing like he'd been punched. He lifted his hips to drive himself deep into Tori's pussy. "Fuck!"

As Link's load emptied into Tori's pussy, she howled into Jay's cock. From the seal of her lips around the meat, a forceful leak of creamy cum spilled, dribbling down her chin as she bounced around with Link's final spurts of cum being driven into her.

Jay pushed her head back a little, and she left it open. He bounced his dick against the roof of her mouth, grasping her hand to pump the final spurts of cum into her throat.

"I got more where that came from," Jay told her, tapping the tip of his dick on her hungry mouth as she reached for it with her busy and chaotic tongue.

Ethan stared at Tori.

Time seemed to grind to a halt. The woman with Jay's dick in her hand glanced at him, and in her eyes he saw nothing of the woman he'd married. Her limpid blue eyes seemed to have been swallowed by an abyss of lust: even he could see that the only thoughts behind them were of black cock.

She was taking the time to meet his eyes. As if she knew it was what he yearned for, that it made his blood sting in his veins and his cock burgeon with a dark, fearful, primordial arousal. But did she know what he wanted to see in them?

Was this what he wanted to see in them?

Tori's eyes, empty, stayed locked on Ethan's as she tipped her head and extended her tongue grotesquely to draw the tip of it along the underside of Jay's shaft, around the ribbed crown, and then up to the eye of his dick - which she burrowed at greedily and was rewarded by a groan from Jay and a last sputter of his semen, which she enclosed in her lips. She directed her eyes, darkened by rings of running mascara, at Jay when she smiled.

"I hope so," she told him.

Cold,raw fear snaked through Ethan's abdomen and chest. Had she seriously just said that?

While this exchange happened, Adam guided Tori's limp right hand to his own cock. Tori let him guide her as if she had no control over that half of her body. She was grinning up at Jay. But her vacuous attention was easily turned away once her fingers were wrapped around Adam's cock. She turned her head, and her eyes went to Adam's dick immediately. Her left hand wilted and fell away from Jay's still-hard dick, as if she had forgotten it entirely.

"Get up off that," Adam was cooing at her, pulling her up and to the side. Tori slid from Link's cock, and Ethan's eyes were drawn to the meat slipping out of her, vaguely looking a birth, wet and slimy. Link's cock was partially-rigid, coming back to life, but slapped onto his thigh with a nasty sound that echoed in Ethan's ears.

Tori seemed hypnotized, yet again. She rose, her legs trembling, cum dripping down her thighs. Her hair clung to her shoulders, damp with sweat. Adam brushed it away from her face, handling her gently, moving his fingers over her breasts.

"You want some more?" he asked her.

As if there was any doubt that she would get "some more" regardless of how she answered the question. But this danger didn't seem to puncture Tori's haze. She nodded, her hand still grasping Adam's cock. Her eyes drifted down to it, glazed with the kind of obsession Ethan had long thought was reserved for men staring at pussy and men staring at pussy alone.

Adam pushed her forward toward the couch, and if his intentions were not clarified verbally, he made them clear enough some other way. Tori climbed onto the couch and rested her hands on the back of it, facing Ethan but several feet away. She turned her head to look behind her at Adam, ass in the air, legs crossed at the ankle, heels still on.

Link, still huffing on the couch, rolled lazily to the side and moved himself to the right to get a better view. Tori wiggled her ass for Adam.

"What you tryin' to say, baby? You want it in the ass?"

Tori didn't answer, but instead murmured something that sounded more like the whimper of a weak orgasm.

"She likes that," Adam told anyone who was listening, which was everyone, rapt with attention. He took some time to arrange Tori, handling her again like she was an inanimate object. He shifted her hips, and then moved her legs, parting them slightly, taking special care to arrange her ankles neatly according to some aesthetic only Adam could understand.

Tori let him. Ethan felt a weakness forming in his knees and his core. He wanted to keel over o sit down, but he was paralyzed by his lust and his fear.

Adam at last was satisfied with how he'd positioned Tori, who made sexy murmurs and let him do whatever he wanted: anyone could see that being manhandled was Tori's cup of tea.

Adam placed a big hand on her lower back and gently depressed, making Tori arch her back. Her pussy squelched a little, but Tori had no reaction to this. The blush that raced across her face the few times this had happened while Ethan was making love to her failed to pinken even the high ridge of her cheekbone. She was watching Adam, obsessed with what he was doing. Her hips rocked with anticipation.

Adam pried her asscheeks apart and stared at her tiny hole. His fingers dipped into her leaking pussy and then started to swirl around her eyelet. Tori mewled and sank her white teeth into her lower lip.

Jay stared. "Man, she likes that shit," he commented, glancing at Ethan with an impressed smile. He shook his head. His demeanor all seemed to say that he both envied and pitied Ethan.

"She's all broke in," Adam said, his attention focused on Tori's ass.He slipped a finger into Tori and she opened her mouth in shock, then mewled. Adam finger-fucked her with one finger, watching her face. "Still tight, though. Just relax, baby doll, it only gonna get bigger from here. That what you want? Hmm?"

Tori bit her lip and nodded.

"Say it, then," the heretofore taciturn Bubs growled, from his side of the room. Ethan glanced at him. He was looming, erect, a giant mad breathing through his mouth with beady eyes trained on Tori's ass.

He was naked now, and the cock between his legs was still twitching fully to life. It was, in a word, the biggest cock Ethan had ever seen: on porn, in his imagination, anywhere.

Ethan blinked to assure himself it wasn't a mirage, or some floater in his eye adding girth to an already enormous circumference.

Then he looked away, because it was a monstrosity. And because he needed to get back to what Adam was doing. The finger was plunging rapidly now, Tori having relaxed as he had ordered. A clicking squish marked each plunge and retreat of his finger.

Adam cast an eye over his shoulder at Bubs, shaking his head a little. He returned his attention to Tori, still fucking her with his finger. "She ain't gotta say it. I can tell. But we got all night to pound that ass, don't we, Tori? And you gonna take it in every hole. That's what Tori really wants."

Adam's voice trailed off as he seemed to get captivated by what he was doing with his fingers.

"First we gonna make that pussy nice and sore, get you all relaxed, make you want it. You gonna take two cocks at the same time... yeah, she clampin' down on my fingers. She can't wait for that."

"But you know what, baby? We forgot all the lube. So I'm gonna give you a choice: you want a whole bunch of cum gushing out of your pussy so Bubs here glides right in to that ass? Hmm? Or you want me to fuck you full of cum right now, quick and dirty?"

Ethan felt sick. He gripped the wall divider and stared at Tori, a sort of performance-anxiety-by-proxy building in his chest. He didn't know what he wanted Tori to say; he feared making her do it would be too much to ask.

Tori surprised him, pausing only momentarily. She looked briefly like she was lost and unable to even think about what she'd been asked.

Then she rolled onto her left hip, pulling her ass away from Adam's finger. She smiled, almost shyly, at Link, as she stretched her arms out and reclined on her back. With feline movements, she draped herself over Link's thick torso muscles as she wrangled her legs onto the couch and spread them open.

Not gingerly, though: not with hesitation. Tori was acting like a seasoned porn star.

One ankle landed on the back of the couch near Ethan's hands, the red stiletto twisting delightfully. The other went up in the air, and Link lazily caught it in his right hand to bring it up near her head and suspend it there.

Tori was strewn onto Link's torso like a cut flower, her legs up by her head, her pussy open and oozing.

That was some answer to Adam's question.


Chapter nine


Ethan looked at Tori, but she had her fingers playfully in her mouth and a challenging look in her eyes. All of it was directed at Adam, as if Ethan wasn't even there.

He laughed, impressed, and then climbed onto the couch. After pausing to survey the pussy spread open for him, he seized her left thigh and scooped under her ass with his free hand to sheathe himself in her cunt.

And then he started fucking Tori, hard.

His face screwed up in concentration and Tori squirmed and mewled, her mouth falling open. Link pushed himself up, stuffing a large pillow behind him to support his back, and Tori of course went with him. Her head tipped forward, down to her chin, so she could watch Adam's cock hammering her pussy.

Terrence was watching all of this with his own cock in his hand, moving closer, staring as Tori began to mewl and then moan, and finally,began panting in tiny shrieks and squeaks, clearly approaching an orgasm.

"I'm gonna fucking come," Adam growled, and thrust hard, then tipped his head back, groaning.

"Don't...oh... don't... stop..."

Adam laughed, after silently shaking through his own orgasm, embedded deep in her pussy. Tori had her arms around Link's neck and shoulders by now, and she reached for Adam, trying to pull him to her. She wriggled her hips up toward his groin, trying to grind against him.

Adam smiled at her and tossed her arms back at Link, squeezed her left tit, and pulled out of her. "Don't worry, baby, there's more for you."

Terrance barely had patience to wait for Adam to stagger to his feet.

Bubs stared stoically at the whole scene, monster-cock pointed ahead, hunger growing in his eyes.

Adam out of the way, Terrence got onto the couch, his eyes focused on Tori's pussy. Cum was pouring from between her legs, channeling into her ass-crack, lubing her asshole. Her eyes went to his cock and remained there, transfixed again.

Link was manhandling her breasts now with one hand, the other suspending her ankle next to her head. Tori was clinging to his neck again. Her left foot, nearest Ethan, turned in a circle. She was panting and whining.

"Jesus, what a fucking slut," Terrence said, appreciatively. Ethan swallowed the words of defense that rose in the back of his mind.

After all, how else could you describe Tori right now?

Terrence's cock was thick, not as much as Link's, and gnarly with veins and a slight crook. The bulbous head was especially thick. It was an ugly, brute-force kind of cock, and precum oozed from the head.

Tori stared at it like it was a holy relic.

Terrence slapped his cock against Tori's thigh. "You ready for it?"

Tori nodded.

"I wanna hear you say it. Okay? You want some big cock in that little pussy?"

"I want some big cock in my pussy," Tori agreed, nodding, like she was in some kind of class and eagerly sitting in the front with rapture.

Terrence didn't seem to have any more patience. Surprising everyone, he seized Tori's legs, brought them together, and pushed them up to the left of Link's face. He held them against the man's thick shoulder with one hand around both feet, his cock in his other hand. He slapped her pussy with it a few times, and Tori squirmed.

Ethan watched the thick slab of meat as it landed with a splat in the oozing, co-mingled semen draining from Tori's cunt. It looked too big for her, but she was lying passively, her arms slipping to her sides,ready to take whatever Terrence gave to her.

He hammered into her. One shoe slipped and fell over Link's shoulder,and Terrence really went to town on Tori's pussy. She came after the first dozen thrusts, her eyes glazed in concentration. When her own fever broke, her eyes opened wide and she opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came out. Only her breath, forced from her lungs by Terrence's relentless pounding, came out in wet staccatos.

"God....DAMN!" Terrence yelled. "Oh, fuck, take it, bitch, take this load of cum, fuck!"

He yelled and then rammed deep into her, dumping yet another load into Tori's pussy. A cold, jealous lump slid down Ethan's esophagus and throbbed between his chest and his stomach.

With his face close to Tori's, Terrence pushed her feet even further to the side to lick her open-mouthed face from chin to forehead.

This was jarring to Ethan, for reasons he would never be able to explain to himself. It was somehow more filthy than what he had just done. Ethan felt a wave of nausea.

Tori was too stunned to react. She was twisted up and pinned between the two men, panting.

Terrence pushed himself off violently, his dick slopping out. He was full of cagey energy, and he balled his fists when he was standing and growled.

This seemed to ignite a chain reaction of aggression among all five of them. Ethan was alarmed, looking from man to man: he could see that an insatiable hunger had been ignited in each of them. And Tori was the only meal.

Tori, who seemed stunned, let one arm fall alongside Link's torso and then dangle to the floor. Her pussy was inflamed and gooey, like a broken-open fruit.

"I think maybe she needs... a... break..." Ethan stammered.

Jay was up now, with a glance at Bubs, who was standing still but seemed to be filling with an untamed rage or lust. His stance was unchanged, but the muscles beneath his dark skin seemed to be straining for release. His cock was wobbling of its own accord in the air, and seemed almost twice as big as before.

"You want a break?" Jay said, sweetly. His voice didn't match his body language. He pretty much shoved Terrence out of the way as he headed to the end of the couch. He was on his knees in front of Tori. He threw her legs open and Link caught the right one deftly. The other shoe, as if beckoned by a literary cue, dropped.

"Tori," Ethan said, looking down at his wife. She looked stunned. He could feel himself getting paler. "Guys, I think -"

"You want a break, baby?" Jay repeated, grasping Tori by her hips and pulling her roughly from Link's torso toward him. Link's cock popped up from the trailing thicket of Tori's hair, ready for another round.

Jay was smiling. "You need a break for your pussy?"

Tori was just staring at his cock.

"She don't need no fuckin' break, man," Jay said, to no one in particular. "Hold them thighs open."

Link was watching all this, his fingers absently playing with the cascade of hair that had gotten tangled up and caught over his own dick. "You need another load of cum in that pussy, don't you?"

Tori just stared for a moment, and then nodded.

Jay nodded back, grinning. "Yeah."

And then he pulled Tori's ass toward him, poking his cock at her ruptured, raw pussy several times without slipping into her hole. Ethan had no idea if that was what he meant to do or not. Tori mewled when he rubbed against her clit, and a shudder traveled through her body.

Jay seized her hips and leaned back on his heels, dragging her body with him. He used his arms to pull her pussy onto his cock, and then to use her like a sex toy, ramming her pussy back and forth on his dick without moving his own hips more than a few inches.

"Oh!" Tori squeaked, lifting her head. "Oh... oh my..."

She was staring at her abdomen, and so was everyone else. A lump - the end of Jay's dick - was rolling beneath the surface of her navel, visible in every thrust.

"Hey...man..." Ethan stammered, holding a hand up limply toward Jay. "She's... that's too much..."

Surely it was.

Surely Tori didn't want to be used like this: but she herself was too stunned to say anything?

Jay glared at him but slowed his thrusts. He worked his hands under Tori's ass and Link steadied her spread legs. "That too much, Tori, baby? Huh? You want me to stop fucking you?"

He was moving slowly, and Tori was beginning to howl.

"You're hurting her," Ethan said, his voice hoarse and whispery.

Adam tisked.

Terrence had big grin. "That true? Or you about to come?" The lump in her abdomen was still moving slowly, rolling beneath her soft interior and the smooth expanse of her abdomen. All eyes, even Tori's, were on it.

All of its grotesque and perverted implications were laid bare in that motion, and in the sound of squelching cum that was rolling down to Tori's ass, and the scent of sweetened, bleachy juices hanging in the air.

Tori was a slut: a huge, grade-A, cock-loving whore. The cameras were the only steely, solid gaze in the room: their black eyes were simply committing it all to memory.

Almost as if Ethan's thoughts had transmitted to the men in the room, Adam walked sideways to retrieve a camera from a tripod and hold it in his hand. He approached the scene to zero in on the visible movement of Terrence's cock.

"Tori," Ethan said, under his breath. A long pause occurred, before Tori lifted her eyes briefly to meet Ethan's.

She opened her mouth as if to say something, but the intensity of her pleasure snatched the thought from her head and made her eyes wander away, back to being fucked. It was all Tori really cared about, he could see. Her disinterest stung, and he felt humiliated.

But a quick survey of the men in the room assured him that no one was thinking about Ethan at all. Something had changed in the atmosphere: any playfulness seemed to evaporate. Each man had a steely look on his face, a hardening cock, a raging and single-minded lust brewing inside them.

Even though they had already fucked load after load of cum into Tori, they wanted more. They couldn't have broadcast the desire any more loudly. The sizzle of male competition was almost audible in the air.

Any sliver of control that Ethan had ever been foolish enough to believe he had was obviously gone.

Adam hovered over Tori and focused on the details of her body as it shook and jiggled. She was lifting her head and holding her own thighs, straining to see Terrence as he fucked her.

"Oh...oh..." Tori began to mewl. Her fingers dig into her thighs.

"Yeah, that's it. I can feel it, she's getting tight again. She gonna come again. Aren't you? Huh?"

Terrence was growling in Tori's face now, his neck muscles bulging and veins straining against his skin.

"Do it, Tori," Adam told her. "Be a good girl."

Terrence laughed. "She goes for that," he said, pumping harder.

"Oh,oh, I can't... I can't..." Tori said, her eyes wide and focused on the dick sawing in and out of her.

Terrence dropped his hand to her pussy and used his thumb to mash her clit. Tori's body jerked and she threw her head back, but Link put his palm up to catch her before she smashed into his balls or dick. His fingers worked into her hair and gripped a fistful of it violently.

Tori just squealed, her mouth open wide, as Terrence rolled his thumb over her clit and rammed her. Ethan had no idea if the shrieks that left her mouth were the result of her orgasm or just over-stimulation, but Terrence groaned loudly and thrust hard, and it was obvious when he dumped a load deep inside her.

Ethan moved along the couch, holding himself up on the table, almost as if he was keeling over from a heart attack himself. No one paid him any mind. He needed to sit. Bubs was moving in, and Terrence was sliding out of Tori.

Her limbs flopped and she lay in a heap as Terrence left her, cum pulsing in globs from her cunt. Her skin shone with sweat. Adam moved in to film his fingers playing in her tender parts.

Ethan sank into a chair. His cock was painfully throbbing, and his fingers went to his pants and fumbled with them. He had no control over what they were doing, no way to route his mind to the decision. What was he going to do?

He couldn't join. These men were too focused, too far gone, too much in a sexual tag-team that they had probably done before. His own cock -never a source of pride nor embarrassment - seemed like it would go unnoticed in the melee.

By everyone.

Link scooted out from under Tori and left her on her back on the couch.Her legs were akimbo, and Bubs was edging Adam out of the way. Adam moved around the table, ever-focused on Tori.

"Lookup here, baby," Adam said to her, and Tori turned her face to the camera and smiled. "You like that? You ready for more?"

A hope that Tori would repeat that she was tired and needed a break soared from Ethan's chest and into the air, but he knew it was fleeting as soon as he felt it. His own mouth was open to back Tori up, even as fear grew inside him about how he would accomplish the task of extracting her from these hungry men.

There would be no need, because Tori met the eye of the camera, and Adam's- hovering over it - and she moved her head up and down in a nod. Then her eyes drifted to Bubs, who was reaching for her hip.

The pain in Ethan's chest tightened like a screw as her eyes homed in on Bubs' dick, and her willpower evaporated like a puff of smoke.

The man moved like a dumb giant, half-animal, half caveman. His knees sank to the couch and tipped part of its weight from the floor. His hand went to Tori's leg as he climbed up, and he rolled her to face the couch. "I wanna look at that ass," he managed to say.

Tori rotated to her stomach and pushed up onto her hands and knees.

A guttural sound reverberated in Bubs' chest. Tori looked over her shoulder just as he leaned over her, still moving his huge body onto the couch. He pushed her chest down to the cushions. "I want to fuck your ass," he growled, using his knee to push Tori's legs apart.

"Get it wet first, man," Adam told him, moving with the camera,absorbed in his work. "Rules." He climbed over the table and the couch, balancing precariously in a crouch (totally naked) as he did, camera on Tori. Then he settled next to her face and used his free hand to pull her hair away and line up with a view of her face."I'm gonna get her face... somebody..." he concentrated on a tricky strand of Tori's hair.

Tori let him do all of this, panting, her ass in the air and her arms curled against her sides and beneath her. Adam was speaking to her intones too soft for Ethan to hear over his own pounding blood in his ears.

Adam's words seemed to put Tori in another trance. Her eyes glazed over, her mouth fell open, and she stared vacantly ahead of her. But her hips continued to writhe with her own anticipation.

Adam looked over his shoulder abruptly, right at Ethan. "Don't just sit there, man, move that tripod where you can get this on that side, too." He grinned as he turned back to Tori's face. "Put it on a split screen. They gonna love that: looking at your face when he slides it in and fills that ass up. You ever seen a cock like that, Tori, baby?"

Tori was just staring. She moved her head a little, a shadow of a negation.

"Get it wet," Adam reminded Bubs, who was staring at Tori's ass.

Bubs dipped his dick into the sopping mush of Tori's pussy as Ethan reached for the tripod and used it to shakily lift himself from the chair. His fly was partially open, his pants slipping from his meager hips. He moved the tripod with clumsiness, weakly grateful to have something to focus on. He trained the camera on Tori's ass, just as Bubs sank into Tori's pussy.

"This is all full of slop," Bubs complained, slowly gliding in. He dropped a hand and contorted to reach the folds of Tori's cunt, and her flesh squished wetly as he covered his fingers in the juices pouring from between her legs.

"Easy," Adam said, when Bubs lifted his huge hand and brought it close to Tori's eyelet.

Bubs wasn't tuned into that station, or any other: he barely paused before slapping his palm to Tori's ass and shoving two fingers in. Ethan's eyes went to the playback screen and stared at the black fingers pumping Tori's ass. She wriggled and mewled, but stayed otherwise as she was, panting harder.

"Your pussy sore, baby?" Adam said sweetly.

Next to Ethan, Jay was radiating a renewed hunger. Sweat was rising from his skin.

The scene in its entirety flooded Ethan's brain: all the skin, all the muscle, all the fluids already deposited in his wife. Tori's vacant surrender, her total submission, the number of times she'd squealed in delight and ecstasy. For a surreal moment, as stars crept into his field of vision from every direction, he was sure he was going to pass out.

"She ready for it," Bubs intoned, his dick sliding out of Tori's pussy. It seemed to emerge for an eternity, thick inch after thick inch. It was wet and dripping, smeared with mucousy white streaks.Tori's lips let a howl of disappointment escape them.

The fingers slid from her ass and then, with little preamble, Bubs lined his fat head up with her open eyelet. The sphincter was twitching closed after the invasion of his fingers, and it sucked at the tip of his dick like a mouth before disappearing behind the mass of flesh that was pressing toward her.

"Go slow," Adam said, still focused on Tori's face. He reached for her chin because her eyes were dropping closed. "Look here, baby. They wanna see it when that big cock fills you up."

Tori's eyes went wide and her mouth made a wide, stunned "oh," as Bubs pushed forward. The pulsing veins on his gnarled cock went wild with erratic beats as he did his best to enter her slowly.

"How you like that?" Adam said, still looking at Tori, so it took Ethan a moment to realize he was asking Bubs. Adam played with Tori's hair and grinned at her. "So soft, so hot back there."

"I'm gonna tear this ass up," Bubs grunted.

"Not yet, you ain't," Adam said calmly.

Bubs glared but continued to slide his dick in inch by inch, veins beginning to rise against is skin on his temple with the effort of restraint. His hands moved over Tori's smooth skin, following the curves of her body. He was only halfway inside.

Tori pushed up a little and turned her head to look behind her.

Adam guided her face back to his view with his finger. "Show me that face, baby doll. You about to get a huge black cock in your ass, how you like that?"

Tori stared, her mouth open.

Bubs lost patience and shoved in to the hilt, making Tori's mouth open wider and an odd sound leave her throat.

"Guys," Ethan began.

"She got it," Adam told him, actually looking over his shoulder. "Damn, man, Tori's a real slut, she likes that assplay. She gonna take it. Once Bubs gets done with it, that's gonna be wide open, Tori, baby. And then we gonna start having some real fun. Right, baby?"

Tori pushed up again, onto her hands and knees. Adam smiled, leaning back, shifting to a seated position with his back against an ottoman. "She gettin' fired up, now," he said, shaking his head.

Tori looked back at Bubs, and rocked her hips. His cock slid out and then she backed up into him hard.

"Oh, that's how she like it," Jay said, snapping his fingers.

Bubs, though, was not in the mood for some seduction scene. He muttered something, half appreciatively, and dropped his hands to Tori's hips to seize them. Tori howled and bucked against him, but Bubs held her steady as he fucked her at his own pace: slowly, and then, seized by his own desire, more quickly.

A silence came over everyone else, so for the next five minutes it was just the slapping of skin, Tori's distracted face, and Bubs groaning for what seemed like a very long time before ramming hard and driving his load home.

"Oooo-ooooh!" Tori sang, throwing her hair around. Bubs dug his fingers into her flesh and shuddered, spit falling from his mouth unintentionally and splattering on Tori's lower back. "God, Damn," he said. He thrust again.

Ethan leaned too hard on the tripod, and it collapsed, clattering to the ground.

Adam looked over at him without taking the camera off Tori's face. So there would be a picture-perfect image of her lifting a hand to clear her hair from her face and look over at him. On her hands and knees, a huge dick in her ass.

She smiled, and then Jay broke into laughter. Link snorted.

But the levity was short-lived. Terrence moved over and pushed Ethan out of the way and back into the chair, to whirl the tripod back into place. He gave Ethan a disdainful look. "Smooth," he said.

Link was already crossing the field of vision, bringing his dick to full attention with his hand, a singular, focused determination lighting his otherwise dead eyes from behind.

"I want some of that ass."


Chapter ten


Link fucked Tori's ass for a long time, her hair wrapped up around his fist. He went slowly, and Tori was howling with need by the time he finally got around to slamming her full of cum. Adam spoke to her softly, telling her she would be getting her pussy fucked, too, any minute.

Link, smiling, dragged it out. When he came, he shuddered and drove deep, and then rotated his hips to move his dick all around inside Tori, who made howls of tangled pleasure and complaint.

Adam moved to film Link's cock sliding from her ass, and the resulting gape: she was stretched wide open, the pink interior swimming beneath a cascade of cum.

Link raised his eyebrows at Ethan. "Your wife's pussy is destroyed," he told him, shaking his dick and wandering away to the open kitchen. "But that ass is still tight."

Tori pushed onto her knees and clutched her ankles, squirming. Sweat rolled from her collarbone to the valley between her breasts, pooled, and then ran in a crooked rivulet to her navel. Adam admired the view from behind her for a moment, and then handed the camera off to Jay. Bubs was lying on the floor, stretched out in all his massive nakedness, eyes still on Tori.

Jay handed the camera unceremoniously to Ethan, brokering no complaints. He approached Tori and put his hand in her hair. "You didn't come yet, did you, baby?" he said, settling onto the couch next to her, facing her. He stretched out his legs and slid them in between her knees. He had to nudge them apart slightly, and Tori had to rise up to accommodate him. The movements flowed into each other, as if they performed this act all the time.

Ethan was alternating between an inactive hypnosis when he watched the men at work on his wife, and sudden bursts of desire to see how it all played out inside Tori's mind. His eyes darted to her, scanning her face for some microscopic movement that would assure him of...

What?He didn't know what he was looking for, hoping to find, when he looked at Tori. Was it some flicker at the corner of her mouth or in her eyes that would reassure him that she was still just the same old Tori? Tori who had said to him, when he had confessed his fantasy -way back when it was merely fantasy: "Baby. You want me to do what?"

Did he hope to find a gleam in her blue eyes that would assure him it was all for money?

That it was all an act?

Or did he hope to find exactly what he seemed to find each time he looked? A woman who was not that Tori, or any of those Toris? A woman who had lost control of herself, who had only needed the slightest nudge and excuse to entertain her true desires, and who now was forever changed?

Tori was staring at Jay's cock.

It was hard to quantify the slackness of her jaw, the deadness of all things but hunger in her eyes. It was still there, unsatisfied, even though two loads of cum were dribbling from her used ass, and her pussy was "destroyed," overflowing with cum. Where would Tori stop? When would she say, "enough?"

Ethan's thoughts, slithering quickly through his head, began to project into the future.

If this was Tori now, and she was being paid by a hungry audience to go even further... where would she end up?

The thought was disturbing, so Ethan abandoned it almost as soon as he reached it. The hollow clang of it cooled his chest and made his blood icy, but it was easy enough to get back into the room.

Where his wife was climbing on top of yet another cock, with no end insight.

Jay scooted and Tori moved, one knee at a time, until she was hovering over his dick.

Her hand dropped to seize it, and Jay encouraged her with a nod and a grin. "That's right, baby. Just climb up on there."

"Maybe she's too sore," Ethan said, his voice like dry parchment. The thought seemed to have originated right on his tongue: his ears registered it as if it had come from someone else.

No one paid him any mind, so he wondered if anyone even heard him. Adam was standing up, staring at Tori as she sinuously waddled the length of Jay's legs. Cum dripped onto his thighs from her pussy, and ran along her delicate inner thighs in rivulets.

"Nah," Adam said, after a very long time, and so long after Ethan's sentence that Ethan himself didn't know immediately what he was referencing.

By then, Tori was hovering over Jay's dick, smiling down at him. She guided his cock to her pussy and rubbed it between her sodden, dripping folds. Creamy juices spilled over his dick. Tori started to use him to masturbate herself.

The dynamic, Ethan realized with a chill, had suddenly changed. Or maybe he was only seeing it now. Tori might have been perfectly content to get shoved around like a doll, but Tori was in control right now, luring Jay back into doing that very thing.

Adam put a hand on Tori's shoulder just as Jay began to complain to her. "Come on, don't tease me like that," Jay said. "Get on it."

Tori's personality suddenly enclosed something Ethan had never seen in her at all: she became bratty. Defiantly, she grinned and began to rock her hips against Jay's cock, but without letting his twitching meat penetrate her.

Adam slowly pushed on Tori's shoulder and she crumpled (very willingly) under the pressure and sank with a wet plop onto Jay's cock. She rolled around, moving her hips in a wide circle, and Jay smiled.

"Mmm," he said. "That's good, even if you all loose and soggy, baby. You ready to get fucked in two holes?" He was lifting his torso with his very obvious core strength, muscles rigid and defined beneath his chocolate skin. He moved his hand to Tori's ass, his fingers crawling over the slick skin to reach her still-gaping asshole.

Tori wriggled and leaned her head back against Adam's arm. "I don't... know... if..." she panted.

"It's okay, we gonna make you come again," Jay said, drawing his other hand down Tori's arm and then to her breast. He pushed her nipple in and tweaked it, making Tori gasp. "We'll be gentle, first time around. Lay down right here, baby, there you go, just like that."

Ethan's breath was caught in his chest, burning away, as he watched Tori considering for just a moment. But the moment was brief.

He willed her to glance over at him. Just once. She tipped her head to feign indecision, sending her hair cascading over one shoulder. Then she caught it with her own fingers and tossed it back and away, before stretching out - sliding, really, in the sweat and fluids - on Jay's torso.

Jay grabbed her hair in his hands and held her face just above his. His tongue and his teeth began an assault on Tori's lips that was far more grotesque than anything Ethan had seen before: it was filthy and invasive, more like he was making a meal of something inside of her than anything else. And Tori responded by arching her back, jutting her ass up and down to fuck his dick while he chewed on her mouth.

Adam was looking at Ethan, waving a hand. "Get over here, man, get this on film."

Ethan fumbled as he moved, his fingers thick and clumsy, a nervous shaking rattling his fingertips as he checked the buttons. He positioned himself where he could film Tori's waggling ass, her closing hole, the gushes of cum rolling down to coat the thick dick already inside her, and the fat cushion of hairy balls that squeezed beneath her weight when she came down on it.

Jay grasped her thighs and held her still with his cock fully sheathed. Adam pushed her ass apart and positioned himself.

"Ready for it, baby?"

Jay was holding Tori's hair so that her face hung just above his. Tori started to turn her head to look at Adam, but Jay tightened his grip and brought both hands to her head. "Nah, baby, nah," he murmured, extending his tongue to lick her lips. "I want you lookin' me right in the eyes when he goes in."

Link was returning from the kitchen, crushing a can of something, his eyes on the scene. Terrence reached one of his long hands out for the handheld camera, which had gotten tossed away at some point, and he rolled onto one shoulder, chuckling, to film Tori's face from where he was on the floor.

Ethan stared as Adam, pausing only for a moment to burrow through her shrinking sphincter, sank into Tori's flesh.

He couldn't see Tori's face, but Jay's eyes lit up at whatever he saw there. He released her hair and she tipped forward and rested her cheek in the crook of his shoulder, vacant-eyed, as Adam fucked her from behind.

Ethan was on his knees, sinking to his heels, his mouth open like Tori's.

She made a noise, and then Adam grinned and began to wriggle her ass around, using his dick to move her hips side-to-side and around. Tori made more noises, and her legs tensed.

"She about to come. That's good, baby. I like that."

"Oh yeah, she tensin' up," Jay agreed, an new intensity forming on his face. He was looking down, trying to watch Adam's cock, his own orgasm beginning to grip him. The tendons in his forearms rose in strained cords of muscle and his jaw set with concentration.

Tori's fingers dug into his chest and her toes curled, her mouth falling open. The shudder of her orgasm made her whole body rigid for a moment. The sound that left her throat was strangled and shrill, her eyes narrowing before they lazily glided to Ethan and locked. Adam grunted in pleasure and fucked her mercilessly until his load filled her ass.

Tori's eyes bored into Ethan's: unseeing, absorbed in her own pleasure, shredded by intensity.

Adam steadied himself on the back of the couch with his dick still inside her as Jay held her hips and hammered her with athletic prowess, abs clenched, Tori's limp body slipping lifelessly on his sweaty chest.

Adam lazily reached for Tori's head, massaging the back of it to work his fingers into her stringy, sweat-soaked strands before tugging her gently up to her elbows. Her body rose and fell on Link's panting chest. He was still twitching the final spurts of cum into her pussy, and she was still pinned between them, all filled up.

Adam played with her hair. "You like that, baby? Huh?" He ground his hips against her and Tori mewled. Her eyelids seemed heavy. Exhaustion was claiming her, she could barely hold her torso up with her arms. She looked like she was hanging on the side of a pool after swimming hundreds of laps.

If you ignored that she was skewered by two huge cocks and full of load after load of cum.

"Tori," Ethan whispered. He set the phone down. "Maybe you need a break."

"Uhhhnnnnn," Tori complained in a sexy whine, smiling. She wriggled her ass.

Terrence slapped Ethan on the back of the head - very lightly, but the action made Ethan whip his face to look at him. He was stroking his erect cock, standing now, like Link, and surveying the scene.

"Get that in her face," Terrence told him. "Ask her if she wants some more."

He was looking at the camera, not Ethan's dick.

The camera shook as it zoomed in on Tori's mascara-streaked face. Her rubbery lips moved and her eyes remained as distant as before. A smile crept into the outlines of her overused mouth. Adam was grinning, Link was reaching for a bottle of water.

"Tori," Ethan repeated, his voice hoarse. "Do you need a break?"

"Nah," Terrence said suggestively.

Adam eased from inside Tori as Terrence approached the couch. The sound was pure filth: a squelch and a flubbing. A wet slap. Ethan stared at Tori's face as she touched her lips absent-mindedly.

As terrifying as it was that Tori seemed to be unreachable, lost in her own pleasure, the sight of his wife to thoroughly fucked made his cock throb violently.

Terrence put his hand on Tori's head and pushed her hair from her face, wagging his cock toward her as he did. "You ain't done, are you?" He drew his cock across her lips.

Tori was practically falling asleep, and yet her hips moved suggestively.

Ethan handed the camera off to his left side, where Bubs had arranged himself with unknown intentions. He was going to get close to Tori and talk to her, wake her from her trance, give her some time to think about what she was doing. He was opening his mouth to say something to that effect, ready to guide Tori away -

When Terrence reached down and seized her under the armpits, lifting her from Jay. Tori's legs were limp and moved like the legs of a doll, sliding over Jay's body and his distended, wet cock, swaying beneath her until Terrence began to set her down to standing.

Her knees buckled as soon as he eased some of her weight onto them, and so he caught her up again and tossed her limp arms over his shoulders. "Mmm," Tori said, lazily. "I'm so tired."

"Yeah?" Terrence said. He hefted her up in his arms like she was a sack of potatoes, and carried her out of the room. "I'll take you to bed, sweetheart."

Bubs followed. Link opened another bottle of what Ethan now recognized as a power drink and chugged it. Ethan looked over at Adam, who was inspecting his dick as he waggled it, his body draped on the couch with legs wide and a pleased expression on his face.

He shook his head slowly, grinning. "Don't, man. Terrence popped enough shit to keep that going all night." His eyes dropped to Ethan's half-open pants. He laughed lightly, disbelievingly. "You gonna get in on that or what?"

***

He walked into the bedroom with a Gatorade in his hand for Tori to find Terrence and Link already at it: Tori was getting her ass fucked by Terrence, on her hands and knees, her body ping-ponging between his hips and Link's pelvis. Her head was turned slightly as if she wanted to watch Terrence pounding her, her hand was wrapped around Link's cock and her mouth was open with her tongue lazily lapping at Link's dick whenever she seemed to remember what she was doing.

She was grunting and mewling, but her eyelids seemed weighted and fell over her eyes often, and she appeared to be coming in and out of sleep as they relentlessly banged her.

He stood watching, surveying the room that was primed for exactly this:a camera on a tripod, another on a bookshelf, nothing to distract from the scene on the large bed but the strewn pillows and covers that had been tangled beneath them.

He set the Gatorade down and collapsed in a chair, feeling almost as tired as Tori. Only his erection nagged him awake, begging to be released. Terrence finished with Tori's ass and slapped it, making Tori's eyes go wide for a moment. Link pushed Tori to the pillows and shoved her feet up by her head. Tori was so tired that she flung a hand up to hold one ankle and seemed to nod off as she did. Both limbs drooped and slid down, and Link gently slapped her cheek. "Come on, baby, wake up," he said. Tori smiled at him and tried to move again, holding her ankles and spreading her legs in the mess of pillows at the head of the bed.

Every part of her pussy was engorged, and her ass gaped beneath it,stretched to thin pinkish-red line around an oozing darkness the size of a dollar coin. Everything was coated in a sheen or a smear of creamy white.

Link shoved his fingers into her pussy, first two, then three. Then - because he could, because Tori wasn't about to stop him - his whole hand, minus his thumb. He used the thumb to rub her fat clit. Tori's legs shook and she mewled, then squirmed, but Link curled his embedded fingers to grasp her and hold her in place.

Tori's fingers let one leg slip, and it bent at the knee and slid along Link's arm. He was moving his fingers around, pressing in different directions, watching Tori's reactions at each location. She howled and moaned, and tried to keep her eyes open.

"She needs a break," Ethan repeated.

Terrence picked up the Gatorade and untwisted the cap, seating himself on the side of the bed closest to Tori with a grin. He lifted it to her lips and poured it in, and Tori drank. "She just need a little refreshment," he grunted. Link was still probing her pussy,making her gasp occasionally.

Tori drank while Link revved her up again, slowly fucking her with his hand. His thumb worked on her clit, and Tori sipped her Gatorade. It still seemed like she was falling asleep for a few minutes.

But then she must have been aroused again, because her eyes opened and she stared at Link, and her foot came up to meet her hand.

"You ain't done, are you?" Link said, grinning. "Nah. You gonna go all night, baby. I'm gonna fuck you all night 'till you can't walk."

Ethan was all ready to defend her, his hands gripping the arms of the chair.

But then Tori, who seemed to not even know Ethan was there any more, smiled.

Inviting Link to do just that.

Link was just getting ready to plunge into her pussy, grinning like a cat, his cock impossibly hard again. Ethan was half-crumpled, unable to stop what he wished he had never set in motion, stunned that his wife was such a slut, his cock aching and sure to be that way for a long time.

He was resigning himself to it, wondering how long he would sit there, miserable, while Tori was used and fucked so full of cum it began to gush from her every orifice, wondering if she would ever feel shame or guilt for being fucked like this.

His mind went briefly to the undiluted humiliation that would pierce his bloodstream at every event in the future: all of this, after all,would be burned into the mind of someone whose path crossed theirs: Tori would be in one of her prim dresses, a picture of rich, unspoiled, Southern primness. Men who had seen her ass filled over and over again, her lips stretched around dick after dick, would all know what a cuck Ethan was.

A man who simply sat in a chair and watched his wife get hammered by men of superior physical prowess.

Tori rolled her head toward Ethan when Link slid inside her. Her head was bobbing to the rhythm of his thrusts on the pillow when her eyes locked on his, and briefly, lit up again. Link fucked her hard at the end, and she seized her thighs near her ass to hold her legs open and wring another orgasm from him, before lolling her head back at Ethan while Link finished off.

By now he was seized by pain from deep in his abdomen and crotch. His balls were so blue they felt like they might burst if he moved, let alone touched them. He had shed his pants but not his boxers, and his shirt -soaked in sweat - was still on, cooling in the air conditioning that blasted from somewhere above them. Tori's nipples were peaks of hard pink rubber in the cold that he now felt physically as well as psychically.

But all he could see was Tori staring at him - lazily, but with more attention than she had for hours.

When Link finished off, Tori barely registered it. She pushed him to the side and swung her far leg in front of his panting face, forcing him to lean out of the way. She put both feet over the side of the bed and then slid off, her legs weak and wobbly.

She was grinning, crawling toward Ethan.

He stared, open-mouthed.

Tori freed his cock, emitting a low, throaty giggle while she looked at him. She was awake now, which he appreciated, and she was smiling for him: partly with mischief, partly with lust.

"Oh, you gonna suck his cock now?" Link asked, raising his eyebrows. He seemed to view this as a pity party, and one he didn't care about. He flopped backward and lay out, staring at the ceiling, still breathing heavily. Terrence was gone, Ethan didn't know where or when or how.

Tori grasped his cock and he winced: her fingers were hot and sticky, and his dick so sore he could barely stand the touch. Tori was kneeling in front of him now, and she ran her tongue along her lip before opening her mouth.

Her breath swarmed the tip of dick and made him shudder: hot and wet, but without any body, it was like the phantom of a good blowjob, and he was so primed that he could already feel the cum boiling in his balls.

Her lips became the focus of his weary and hypnotized mind: they floated, disembodied, near his crown and the precum that was oozing with his pulse. They spread and enclosed him, and the hot rubberiness of Tori's used mouth washed over him.

Then he was sliding, sliding out of control, her teeth bumping his shaft, her hard palate grazing him, the muscles of her throat closing in on him. Her eyes were locked on his, and they fluttered, almost flirtatiously.

When she didn't gag, his head was a blizzard of ideas: she had swallowed so much cock that she was now a pro, his dick was where so many had already been before. She smelled like cum, her skin was glistening everywhere with sweat, and her eyes were blinking up at him. Her tongue swirled around, she sucked hard as she drew her head back and opened her throat to breath through her nostrils.

She was going back down when Ethan bent at the waist and opened his mouth. It felt as if his entire body was seized by a muscle spasm. Pain spread fingers pout from his balls and sawed at his organs for a millisecond, before all of his blood vessels seemed to open and gush, along with the tip of his cock, which spewed the most violent stream of cum he had ever produced right into Tori's mouth.

She was pulling away so the cum gushed into her mouth and began to spill out. She leaned forward to close her lips around his crown and keep it in, and then she swallowed, before working her tongue around his dick playfully.

All the while, her grip on the root of his dick was slowly relaxing, and she was sinking to her heels and losing her erect posture. She leaned her head on his thigh while she lazily licked at him, her eyelids growing heavier.

She smiled, and her hand fell away from his cock as her eyes closed. It was about a minute before Ethan, still panting and staring down at her, realized she was actually asleep.

Link had his forearm against his forehead and was facing the ceiling.

Ethan wondered what to do. Laughter came from outside the room - the only bedroom on the first floor. The marble in the house made the laughter echo shrilly.

Link rolled his head to look at Ethan, and then he took in Tori. Turning back to the ceiling he snickered.

"Shiiit," he said. "Bitch fell asleep." He laughed again.

Ethan's ears were pounding with his own blood: he could actually hear it squelching in his ears, pulsing hard. Tori was slumped and totally asleep now, limp against his thigh. He tipped his head back and closed his eyes, the booze and the late hours and the released tension claiming him like dark green water at the bottom of very deep lake...


Chapter eleven


The line between his dreams and reality was one that he would never sort out, not even after Des compiled and edited the videos into along series of scenes.

Murmurs woke him up - or did they? - and his neck was aching. The ache in his neck throbbed away even when he lifted his head and stretched it. On the bed there were three bodies and only the light from outside the huge glass doors lit the scene of writhing flesh.

"Come on, baby, that's it," a voice was saying. "All you gotta do is take it, mmm-hmm..."

Maybe he had been sleeping. This scene ended fuzzily, blended into another.The room was empty, his head was aching. A wind caught his hair and a curtain billowed past his face. Splashing water made him roll his head to the glass door and then roll himself out of the chair, staggering to the door, pushing it open.

Tori's pale skin, her long legs floating out behind her, the water shimmering.

Her head between two black thighs and bobbing, Bubs across the pool,staring murderously at the scene, waiting his turn. Ethan more drunk than he thought he was, a dizziness prickling his vision. His shoulder punching the door as he stumbled.

"Heh,heh, look who's up," someone said. A blazing light blinded Ethan to all but his silhouette, his dark skin and muscular build providing no more clues. He had to piss. He was going to throw up. Tori's laugh followed him into the house through the living room glass doors as he stumbled to a bathroom.

Once there, he pissed and stared at the wall. A glass of whiskey was on the counter and he drank it.

It was expensive. The silhouette, with the logic of dreams, suddenly seemed like Des.

Did he fall asleep? He couldn't remember how he got from there to the room again.

He woke up in the chair in the bedroom. A long, black body was stretched out along it, ass to Ethan. Tori's leg was draped over a shoulder. A dark head was moving between her legs. Murmurs of pleasure came from all directions. Her blonde halo bobbed on the other side of the muscular ass.

A sixty-nine, Ethan thought listlessly. Moans. More sucking. It went on and on. He felt like cement, nearly dry. He couldn't lift his arms. Sleep reclaimed him when the scene just seemed to go on forever.

Sunlight and heat needled him awake again.

The bedroom was empty. He felt like total shit. He was wearing only his shirt, the buttons all undone. A glass fell from his hand and bile roiled in his gut.

The glass door was open and he staggered to his feet to survey the pool. Thin streaks of scum floated in it, and the water seemed low. The hot tub was running, its hum almost drowned out by the hum of the HVAC, desperately fighting against the open windows and doors.

The sheets were on the floor, except for a bunched ball on one side of the bed. The mattress seemed damp, and indented with sordid, body-sized imprints.

Bubs- recognizable only by his size, was asleep face-down on the couch. Ethan wandered around, knocking things over as he went: bottles on the floor, discarded clothing. They seemed to have fucked everywhere in the house.

He found Tori upstairs, strewn across the bed with her head resting on Link's thigh as if she'd fallen asleep with his cock in her mouth, and so had he. Jay was face-down on the bed, perpendicular to them.

"Tori," Ethan whispered.

But Tori barely stirred. He had to carefully work into the mess, gently lowering himself to the side of the bed. Tori smelled like saltwater from the pool outside. And men. Her skin was free of makeup, her hair damp. Red splotches marked her everywhere. Her lips were close to Link's – finally - flaccid cock.

Ethan stroked her cheek. She barely stirred.

"Tori," he whispered.

"Uhmmmm," she purred, sexily, batting at his hand without much effort put into it. "I... can't...I'm so... tired..."

She was unwake-able. Ethan stared at the scene for a while, and then gathered his manhood. He slid her legs out and toward him, moving carefully around the now-snoring Jay. Off-white stains littered the bed. He ignored it all and tugged Tori's feet toward him and down to the floor. Squatting to help himself, he awkwardly lifted Tori to his shoulder, and shifted her as he rose to get her over it.

He wished he'd planned better, because he certainly couldn't carry her like that down the stairs safely, and his balance was decidedly off -he realized, as soon as he rose to standing.

He took her down the hallway and found an empty room with a bed, where he deposited her - also awkwardly. Her eyelids lifted and she seemed to look at him, and then smile. He turned to lock the door and double-check that they were alone.

She was half-asleep again by the time he got back to her.

He removed his clothing, looking down at his wife. His dick was near-bursting by now, sore from rising and falling, twitching with his anxiety as much as his desire.

Tori was trying to keep her eyes open, but when they fell closed a panic seized him: what if she fell asleep? Would it be ethical to fuck her if she was basically sleeping, fucked-out completely? Surely everyone else in this house had already done the same, and he was her husband.

He climbed onto the bed and hovered over her, dick in hand. Tori's eyes fought to open. Her mouth turned up in an attempt at a smile, but she was so worn-out that it lingered briefly before dissolving into the pleasant, empty expression of a contented sleeper.

He stretched out next to her, his hands moving over her body. She stirred only when his fingers wandered to some tender part of her, visibly marked by redness or tell-tale swollen flesh. Even then, all he got from her was an incoherent murmur, a movement of her body that seemed more reflexive than intentional. "Baby," she yawned. "I'm so sleepy..."

There were so many things that he wanted to explain to Tori, but any one of them would have required him to confess his unrelenting need to reclaim her. He knew such a confession at a time like that - when Tori would barely hear him, when she was practically asleep - would only leave him hollow. He would forever be wondering if Tori had actually heard his words or understood the raw and naked vulnerability in them.

And yet he couldn't simply leave her alone, he couldn't just wait.

"Tori," he breathed, his fingers wandering to her cunt. Her body was laid out spectacularly for him and he trailed his fingers from her neck, over her breasts, down the curve of her navel. "I want you, Tori, I want you so bad."

When his fingers slipped into the sticky mess of her pussy, Tori purred like an actual cat, and she smiled, but curled feebly at the waist, pulling her limbs halfheartedly toward her core. It was as if she was going to laugh while he was tickling her, and push him away playfully. But the energy wasn't inside of her, and so the familiar motions fizzled, and her limbs went limp.

His lips were close to her ear.

"I want to fuck you, Tori," he whispered.

The intention in his mind had been to coax her with these words, for it to be a gentle suggestion. By the time they left his mouth, though,they had acquired a hardness, and so he heard in his own voice more of a growl, a demand, a feral statement of fact that could not be disputed any more than the five men who had fucked her all night and refused to let her sleep could have been fended off.

Guilt infused his blood for a moment, turning him to ice. Tori would hear this and reject him, and he would be on his own in the shower, jerking off. For a moment he was in a free fall in that icy reality, ashamed of his demands, ashamed of his fantasies, shocked at himself for saying something so brazen to Tori after all of this.

It had all been too much. He had let his wife get gang-banged until she couldn't even stay awake, and now he was demanding more of her.

To his surprise though, a ripple of gooseflesh appeared on her neck and washed over her smooth shoulder and the arm closest to him, and her eyes flew open.

They could hardly be called bright and alert, and the violent hunger that was consuming him did not burn in her own gaze (how could it?). But a sleepy interest, a dull pool of lust still swam inside them.

"Really, baby... I... I don't know..." she murmured.

Her hips moved suggestively while she said this, though, and a warm surge of liquid welled up and coated his fingers. The substance was hot like her interior, slippery like her juices, mixed with only Tori knew how much cum.

She was inviting him. Her legs spread open, and she tugged gently on him. Her lips moved and her heavy eyelids faltered, one hand came up next to her cheek, and she smiled. The words "be" and "gentle"and "I'm" and "sore" staggered like drunks from her lips, sometimes not even fully formed. They curled from whispers into throaty moans.

He rolled very carefully on top of her, and his cock slipped into her folds and inside of her without him even needing to guide it. Tori's pussy, by some miracle, did not seem especially loose, but it was so wet and so overflowing with so many loads of cum that it felt like a foreign place as it enclosed him.

She shifted, and mewled, and he let her adjust to him.

"You sore?" he whispered.

Tori nodded.

"I'm going to fuck you anyway."

He was almost startled by this statement himself.

But Tori was animated by it. Her eyes opened, she bit her lip, she peered between their bodies with interest - as much as she could muster.

"Mmm...uhn," she mewled, as he gently began to grind against her. Her pussy clenched around him and then relaxed. He started slowly, and the restraint he needed to exert made colored specks rain from the corners of his eyes.

Tori's interest grew, even as she squirmed more, clearly so sore that she had to wriggle to withstand his touch. But when her pussy began to clench him, pulsing erratically, and her eyes opened wide and remained fixated on his, he knew he had awakened her need again.

It was only then that he understood: Tori wanted to be fucked again, she wanted to be fucked by him. And it was turning her on that he was simply taking her.

As if she was reading his mind, she stared into his eyes and moved her legs - not to wrap around him like she usually did, because she didn't have the energy, but to his calves. Her bare feet slid along the backs of his legs and her hips lifted to his.

"Fuck me, baby," she whispered.

And so he did, adding his load to her used and already-brimming pussy full of cum, more loads than even Tori could probably count. He restrained himself until he felt a tremor travel through her, and then he allowed himself at last, like a servant with an offering for a goddess, to spill inside her.

Tori's legs squeezed him, lifting to the small of his back to pull him deeper inside her body. Her mouth formed a smile, and she gave him one final look of contentment, before she visibly drifted off to sleep.


Epilogue


Ethan inhaled sharply as Tori's tongue darted along the underside of his shaft and burrowed under his cock to the crease at the base of it, swiping playfully at his balls. A shudder traveled through him, and his fingers closed involuntarily in her hair.

His eyes were still fixated on the screen, where one of many short compilations of Tori's latest escapades with Bubs and Terrence, her new favorite threesome partners, was still playing out on the screen.

On the computer screen, Tori's head was resting on red silk, her face turned up at a camera held a few feet from her head. She was smiling, body rubbing along the silk as Bubs pounded his cock into her pussy. Her arms reached to somewhere off-camera, and her mouth opened when the voice - Link's - told her to.

She twisted beneath Bubs' body, still smiling up at the camera. Link's cock hovered into view, and Tori greedily swallowed it up. The focus went to the details of the black shaft penetrating her lips, fucking her mouth, and the pleased groans of both men filled Ethan's ears as he tipped his head back and his own seed filled Tori's mouth.

Her tongue teased him as she cleaned him off, lapping up every speck of his cum. When he opened his eyes and looked down at her, panting, she had his cock in her hand but had turned her head to watch the final moments of her latest video.

Then she turned to him and smiled.

This was a new game that they played, and Tori enjoyed it so much she insisted on it. She sucked his cock while he watched her at work. This footage was old and Ethan had already seen it. Tori was still turned on by it, though, so they were watching it again.

And she liked to do what she did next.

Ethan wasn't going to argue: he had long since given up on having any real control over Tori and her sessions with Des Price's seemingly endless supply of black cocks.

She rose up on her knees when she turned to face him, just as the camera focused on the length of her used body and the gape in her ass, cum oozing from the hole. Tori only liked to watch the live-action, not the aftermath: her attention returned to Ethan's cock.

She was rubbing his shaft, making Ethan shudder and his legs twitch: it was too much, but there was no stopping Tori when she was in this kind of mood. She tossed her hair and looked up with him, a blend of mischief and excitement in her eyes.

"I think," she began, standing up, blocking Ethan's view. They were in the living room, and Ethan was on the couch, Tori on her knees between him and the computer. She hooked two thumbs under her silky lingerie - new, a suggestion of Des's, expensive and red and transparent everywhere - and let the straps fall off her shoulders. Her tits were released from their gauzy prison of red mesh, but not fully. She slid the rest of the getup up to her waist, and climbed onto Ethan's lap.

He looked down, troubled, reminding Tori - as if there was any way she couldn't know this - that he had just come in her mouth. But Tori was insatiable, and she didn't care about things like that. She knew that whatever she was about to say next would fill Ethan's dick again, and she would be able to ride him to her own orgasm.

Sometimes,after that, she would leave him to go take a shower, unconcerned that she had worked him up again, pleased with her own orgasm, smiling wickedly.

Her tits were in his face, her fingers in his hair, when she pulled on the back of his hair to tilt his face up to hers. Her tongue ran over his lips.

This was Tori now: sometimes aggressive. Insatiable, creative, and always with a veil that he could never lift, a question mark at the end of every utterance. He would never know if she was dripping wet because she was thinking of black cock, or because Ethan actually turned her on.

Des would have asked him what difference, pray tell, did it make?

And really, it didn't. But the question turned over and over again in Ethan's mind.

Tori grinned. "I'm thinking about maybe trying it," she said.

Ethan didn't know what she was talking about. It could have been anything. Did Tori actually think he could maintain any focus or remember what she was talking about when they played this game?

She was still smiling at him.

"Trying what?" he murmured, his hands moving to her hips. His eyes wanted to drag his gaze to her tits, which were bouncing with her movements, spectacular, and still marked by redness she'd acquired that weekend.

Tori demurred, wriggling her ass. "You don't remember?" she cooed, playing with his hair. Her free hand pulled his fingers between them, guided him to her clit, and pressed the pad of thumb to it. She moaned quietly, and Ethan was no dummy: he started to massage her swollen button, pleased with the way it made her mouth fall open a little and her eyes glaze over.

She smiled and wriggled, holding him captive with her eyes. The taste of her pussy was still in his mouth: Tori liked to begin these adventures watching her pussy get pummeled while she held Ethan's head between her own spread legs, making him service her while she watched herself and her bulls.

The torture was sweet, inventive, and not something Ethan objected to - even if it was torture, listening to the slapping and squelching of Tori getting fucked by other men while working away at her sweet-scented, sloppy-wet pussy.

She aligned her pussy with the tip of his semi-flaccid cock and used her fingers to rub it against her clit. Her hips rocked back and forth.

"You don't remember?" she whispered in his ear.

A new video was playing, and Tori's panting came from both her mouth and the computer.

Her lips grazed his earlobe and her breath against his skin sent a tremor through him, and made him dizzy. His cock rose to attention, and then suddenly clanged to fully erect, painfully so, when she whispered just beneath his ear:

"Do you think it can really be done?"

She slipped her pussy onto his cock and leaned back, smiling triumphantly.

His mouth was open, his cock hardening inside of her, and Tori smiled with her newfound power.

She didn't really mean...?

She pulled his face to her tits and rocked her hips, clutching him in her bountiful bosom as she fucked him.

Ethan could only go along for the ride. Tori's eyes had hardened into beads, and she was chasing her own needs now, fucking him, and not the other way around. She wasn't going to say what she was talking about, but that was because she didn't need to - not really.

Ethan felt his cock surging back to life. Tori fucked him faster, her pussy clenching around his cock.

"It's going to be so hot," she said, mashing him to her heaving chest. Her nipple was next to his lips and he sucked it into his mouth, pleased with the way it made Tori shudder.

It would be, like everything else. And it would be painful to watch. And maybe it would be the final thing, the ultimate line that Tori would cross, and maybe this fantasy would come to an end because there would be nothing left to do.

He didn't know.

Where would she go from here was now a theme in his life, and he was now Tori's slave. He had crossed lines he never thought he would, and yet every time he felt it was the end of the lines, and the beginning of the end... Tori put on a video and mashed his face into her pussy and looked down haughtily at him as he lapped at her cunt, another lurid and insane suggestion on the tip of her tongue.

She was moving fast now, and Ethan obediently let her have her way with his cock, her tits bouncing against his face, her nipple sweet between his lips.

She came, and she laughed, and she hung from his shoulders, leaning back, as she swung her hair and panted. All while Ethan thirsted happily, begging like a dog with his eyes for her to focus on him and say what he knew she was going to say:

"Can it really be done? You think?" she asked at last, grinning.

The next words came out slowly, enunciated, her accent dripping from them like her pussy juices dribbled down his balls.

"Two cocks, one hole?"

There were worse things in life, Ethan thought, as the cold and gnawing fear crawled over his shoulders and rushed into his ears as pounding blood, while his aching cock had a resurgence of boiling need.

Tori smiled.

"What do you think?"
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Sweet, sexy Megyn. She would never enter a contest to win a “date” with the sexy black celebrity Max Riley.

Not even to raise money for underprivileged youth. Megyn isn't swayed by fame, or gorgeous men. She doesn't even know how sexy she is.


But a friend entered her in the contest anyway… and as luck would have it, she won. Now her husband Paul finds himself in the (un)enviable position of having a wife who charmed a black male celebrity.


A romantic, interracial hotwife story with a win at the end!
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An unfortunate mishap at the beginning of their ski vacation sends Angela tumbling into the arms of a tall, dark stranger. With Rick laid up in bed with a sprained back, she hits the slopes and runs into her rescuer, Carl. He sends her back to the hotel room with a very intimate proposition.


The proposal awakens a dark fantasy inside of Rick. What would it be like to see his beautiful blonde wife with another man?


A cheerful interracial hotwife romp that's low on angst and high on heat.

***
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He knows that Drake Reyes' erotic photographs are not as abstract as they appear, and that Reyes sleeps with his married models.

He knows his wife is not immune to Reyes' charms – no woman is.

He just can't help but imagine what it would be like to stand in his gallery, looking at Reyes' lurid photos, knowing his own wife is the model.

Knowing how the photos were taken.

But was it really his idea?
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