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		Chapter 1

		

		I sat in the back of the limo, not the least bit happy. Chandler sitting next to me, his hand resting rather intimately above my knee as he chatted amiably with his friends. His fingers caressing my thigh sensually. Their rowdy laughter nearly making me nauseous. It was like a ‘good ol’ boys’ convention. Leaving me, feeling decidedly out of place. As the only female in the group of seven, I could think of about a million other places I’d rather be. But, it was his birthday… So, I guessed, I could put up with it. I mean, he was my husband.

		I kept having to push Chandler’s hand back towards my knee. It seemed to have a propensity to want to move higher up my thigh. Um… Much higher! If we’d been alone, I wouldn’t have minded at all. Sex in the back of a moving limo is kind of a charge. You know, bouncing up and down on Chandler’s hard cock. The privacy window up. Seeing all the traffic moving around me, oblivious of what’s happening a couple of yards away behind the dark tinted windows of the big car. It was sort of kinky. But, in front of his cronies? No thank you. I’d have to be a lot more intoxicated, that audience being entirely too up close and personal.

		I could already feel their lust filled eyes on me. Each of them vying to get a look up my cocktail dress. Or, wondering if my halter top might fall away just so… Maybe exposing a little more than just my bare back and some cleavage? Chandler’s hand sliding enticingly up my exposed thigh offering a tempting enough view all by itself.

		We’d been married for three years now. Chandler wooing me away from an internship at one of the companies he owned and into his arms. Oh, I knew people considered me a ‘Trophy Wife,’ and I suppose I was, him being a millionaire and all. But, I honestly loved the big oaf. Even with all his kinks and bluster, he was good to me. He even loved me in his own way. As much as Chandler loved anything, anyway.

		We had met his friends for dinner first at Ruth’s Chris Steak House. Now he’d decided he wanted to go to the Platinum Club, for drinks. Yeah. Sure. Drinks? I knew what he wanted, and I wasn’t happy about it. The Platinum Club was notorious around town. A very upscale ‘Gentleman’s Club,’ it only catered to the cream of the crop. The elite of the elite. If you weren’t a member or a guest, it was a hundred dollar cover just to get in. That, at least, kept the riff raff out. But, if you cut away all the glitz and glamour, it was a strip joint, plain and simple! And, with what reportedly went on in the VIP Section… Not the place I wanted to be. Not with six horny men around me. And, he’d insisted that his friends all come along.

		Gerard pulled the limo up in front of the club, a uniformed valet opening the door for us. His eyes drifting to my long legs as I slid from the back of the limo, the high slit in my dress allowing for a rather risqué view. The dress had been Chandler’s gift to me for tonight. That, and the heavy, white gold choker I had on. Um… Yeah… It was that kind of choker necklace. I did mention he liked things a little kinky, right? Honestly, I didn’t mind. Finding the dominant sex kind of exciting.

		I thought that he was the one that was supposed to get the gifts? After all, it was his birthday, not mine. Naturally, the dress fit perfectly, the store had my measurements on file. But, it was very revealing. A clingy halter style that left my back bare. Dipping down below the waist in the back, with a deep Vee neckline in front. Form fitting, of course, with a long slit up one leg that came all the way up to the top of my hip. To say it was sexy, is an understatement. He’d played with my leg all the way to the restaurant. His fingers getting extremely intimate while we crossed the Golden Gate Bridge into the city. It had been kind of fun then, but I’d been forced to keep him at bay ever since. I mean, it was different now that his friends were in the limo with us!

		I knew I was on display tonight. Proving to his buddies just how good his life was: The limo, the expensive dinner, the Platinum Club, the statuesque brunette… You guessed it, I’m the latter. Five feet five, one-fifteen, with long legs and dark hair that fell in soft curls to my waist. Nice C-cup breasts that were still firm at twenty-seven and a slender waist, completed the package. The four-inch Jimmy Choo heels I had on, helped. Naturally. Chandler, loving to show me off. The other men tripping over themselves as we walked into the club, their eyes fastened on my legs and swaying tits. None of them caring one iota about my one-forty IQ or the MBA that I’d earned. Their minds on an entirely different set of numbers, if you know what I mean?

		The scantily clad hostess seated the seven of us around a large table near the stage. Her diaphanous dress leaving little to the imagination. A topless waitress swiftly delivering a round of drinks for everyone. The men’s eyes drifting to the stage as a tall blonde began to dance to a sultry beat. Three songs later, she was naked. Her shaved pussy winking at the audience as she danced around the stage. A swing around the stripper pole, providing an even better view! Chandler’s hand moving intimately up my thigh again.

		I decided turnabout was fair play. Reaching over, I boldly ran my fingers along his leg. Finding what I was searching for, I traced the outline of his swelling cock, giving it a squeeze. “If I asked you to give me a blowjob, would you do it Carly?” he whispered in my ear. His voice excited.

		“Not out here. Birthday or not, I’m not doing that in front of a couple of hundred people!” I admonished him.

		“There’s a long table cloth?” he noted lustfully. My eyes rolling in distaste at the suggestion.

		His fingers sliding up my thigh, he leaned in again. Stroking excitedly between my legs, his fingers getting very high. I could feel the heat of his hand against my… “What about a much smaller audience? Would you do it then?” he taunted, breaking my train of thought.

		“Maybe… If I was very drunk!” I relented teasingly. Hey. Two can play this game. Chandler quickly signaling for another round for the table. Oops! Darn, I meant that as a smart-ass retort, not a suggestion. He wouldn’t really expect me to do that… Would he? Gulping a little as I realized he just might. Putting me on display like I was a piece of property being one of his favorite little kinks.

		The dancer was nearly done with her set, the last song playing as she waltzed nakedly around the perimeter of the stage. Her surgically enhanced breasts barely moving. Chandler leaning over to me and handing me a twenty. “Give the dancer a tip, would you Carly?” he leered. I turned and gave him a dagger-eyed look, but I got up anyway. Slowly walking up to the stage, I could feel every eye in the place on me. The dancer prancing leisurely over to where I was at, sticking her gartered leg out. Her skin feeling hot and damp against my fingers as I slid the bill into her over stuffed garter. My face no doubt turning beet red as I did.

		I felt even more embarrassed as I returned to our table. The six men drunkenly whistling and applauding my ‘performance,’ as I sat back down.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Several drinks later, I was almost enjoying myself. Alcohol tends to have that effect on me. What can I say? Chandler leaning over and commenting occasionally about one girl or another. He kept having me go up and tip each of the dancers, as they’d finish their routine. By now, I was almost used to the feel of their slightly sweaty skin as I slid the money into their garters. The cloyingly heavy scent of their perfume and dusting powder filling the air. Feeling as much a part of the show as the dancers, I was getting used to the leering stares of the men in the audience as I walked back and forth, my legs flashing in the revealingly slit dress. The bright lights around the stage making the material semi-transparent. My dark, erect nipples distinctly outlined against the clingy fabric.

		The next dancer, was a slender oriental girl named Jade. Or, at least, that was her stage name. Her long black hair hanging straight to her waist, glistening in the bright lights. She was tiny, with beautiful dark eyes and flawless porcelain skin. Her body moving lithely around the stage, her steps fluid and well-choreographed.

		I found myself actually watching her, enjoying the performance. The heavy beat of the music sounding in my ears. Unlike most of her physically enhanced competition, she was all natural. I liked that. She’d obviously had some dance training, too. Her movements way too smooth and natural to be just a strip routine. Possibly trained in ballet or modern dance? Chandler’s hand still caressing my thigh as I sat beside him, my knee long forgotten. The intimacy of his touch exciting me. The occasional hint of my arousal wafting from between my legs.

		“You like her, don’t you?” he prodded. His voice a husky whisper.

		“I think she’s a wonderful dancer, and quite beautiful. Far too good to be dancing in a place like this,” I whispered back. Thinking to myself she should be performing on Broadway in some show, or in a ballet somewhere, not prostituting herself here. Or, whatever it was that really went on in the VIP rooms.

		As her last dance started, Chandler routinely handed me her tip. I was shocked to see that this time it was a hundred-dollar bill! “Invite her over to the table when you tip her, Carly,” he encouraged. My eyes looking at him warily as I stood up. Just what was he planning? His eyes following me as I walked to the stage. Jade coming to the edge and daintily pointing her leg towards me as I approached.

		Letting her see the prominent $100 mark, I slid the bill into her garter. Her perfume seemed rather exotic, porcelain skin soft and warm to the touch. “Would you like to join us at our table later?” I asked shyly, pointing to where we were seated. Jade smiling at me enthusiastically in return and nodding before dancing away. My face turning red again as I walked back to the table. This time, from being excited by her.

		Don’t get me wrong, I don’t swing that way. At least, not on any regular basis. I’d had a few experimental encounters in college with a dormmate here and there, and once with a girlfriend in high school, but nothing long term. I was predominantly a heterosexual girl, and quite happy that way. Though, Chandler and I had… Well, there was that one time. I mean, when your husband really wants a threesome, what’s a girl to do? Was that what he had in mind for tonight, I wondered? It WAS his birthday. Jade, somebody I thought I could get into if it was. The idea causing a tingle to develop in my nether regions.

		She arrived about twenty-five minutes later, freshly showered and looking elegant in a white waist cincher and stockings. Her porcelain breasts delightfully bared by a half-cup bra, the dark nipples erect. Sitting down on the other side of Chandler, she swung her long dark hair seductively. Her eyes taking in the rest of the table before settling on mine. Dark eyes devouring me, their dark brown coloring so deep they almost looked black. The kind of eyes a person could drown in. “I’d like you to join us tonight, Jade. It’s my birthday, and I’m wanting something extra special to celebrate,” Chandler said with a smile.

		“Would you like me to reserve a private room for you and your party, Sir?” she asked. Her voice a soft crystalline purr. Oooo… Chills running up my spine at the thought. Just what did go on in those private rooms? Was it as naughty as I’d heard? I guessed I was about to find out!

		At his appreciative nod, she signaled for the waitress, telling her to let us know when a room for eight became available. My heart beating a little faster with excitement. I wasn’t sure what Chandler expected tonight, but I was intoxicated enough that I just might be game. Especially, if Jade was involved.

		I settled back into watching the dancers while we waited for a room to open up. Chandler, still sending me like some errand girl to tip each of the dancers. His hand delving between my legs every time I sat back down. Um… It appeared I wasn’t the only one he was toying with, either. His other hand dipping below the table to play with Jade’s slender legs. Her eyes closing passionately as he got more and more intimate. Oh well, boys will be boys. I’d gotten used to it, being married to him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		When our room was available, Chandler let Jade lead us back to the VIP Area. He was grinning like a king, a girl on each arm as we walked through the crowded main floor. I gulped a little as we entered the private room, hearing Jade turn the lock solidly behind us. Assuring our complete privacy. The center of the room was taken up by a small dance stage. Three plush leather sofas surrounded it, allowing everyone an up close and personal view of the stage area. A bar cart stood on one side, complete with a uniformed bartender. It looked like of every kind of liquor I could imagine would be available. There was a bowl of rather suspicious looking candy sitting there, too. The exclusive club apparently fully embracing California’s new recreational marijuana law. At least, in the private areas. Members of the Platinum Club, considering themselves a little above the laws of the ordinary folk.

		Jade asked everyone for their drink orders, then expertly handed each one out. Her porcelain breasts and dark nipples enticingly on view as she leaned down to serve each of the men. When she came to me, she smiled shyly, her exotic perfume drifting sultrily in the still air. Leaning over, she kissed me. Her lips feeling silky soft against my own. Then, she coyly slipped a ‘candy’ into my mouth with a little grin. A chill of excitement running through me. The taste of it, tart and fruity. We all sipped our drinks and chatted for a bit, Chandler busy with caressing the two of us. Then, he casually asked Jade if she would dance for us?

		With a smile, she selected some music from a nearby remote, then stepped to the stage. Apparently, dancing to some of her favorite music, her movements were absolutely beautiful. Her clothes falling away so effortlessly, I almost didn’t notice. By the third song, she was nude except for her spike heels. A tiny landing strip nestled above the dark cleft to her moistening nether lips. Expertly sliding around the stripper pole and hanging there from it, her dancers legs the only thing holding her. Her long hair sweeping across the stage as her body swung around.

		Her dance ended, Chandler motioned her back to sit beside him. Jade sipping her drink, her naked body slightly damp from the exertion. Chatting unembarrassedly with us. Putting in another order for drinks, she got up to serve them, still naked. This time, some of the men began taking a few liberties as she passed out the drinks. Jade taking it in stride as their hands slid over her slender body. This, was a VIP Room!

		When she came to me, she sat my drink down. A shy smile on her face, she straddled my legs, sitting in my lap. Her honeyed scent drifting up excitedly. Holding a nipple to my lips, she let me suckle from her. Then, she snuggled against me. “I think you are very beautiful, Carly,” she whispered shyly. Her hand sliding coolly over my cheek, dark eyes sparkling as she slid my hair behind my ear. “Do you dance?” At my somewhat flustered look, she grinned conspiratorially. “We could dance together? I’d like it, if you would dance with me?” she suggested sultrily.

		I started to shake my head no but Chandler, overhearing the whispered conversation, was suddenly all for it. “Go ahead, Carly. I’d love to see you to dance for us. It’s all right, we’re all friends here. I’d consider it part of my birthday present if you would? So, please? Dance for me?” he encouraged. His fingers sliding sensually along my cheek and down my throat. Coming to rest on the heavy choker necklace I wore, a subtle reminder that I was his to command.

		I just looked at him. Was he serious? Me? I mean… Dance for him in front of his cronies? Oh, I knew exactly what he wanted. He was in a kinky mood tonight, expecting me to strip for them. Maybe even more? His earlier comment about a blowjob coming fuzzily back into my mind. I’d end up doing more than a blowjob tonight, and I knew it. It wouldn’t be with just Chandler, either! I’d always suspected that he wanted to watch me have sex with another man. It was one of his bedtime fantasies. Something he enjoyed teasing me about during our erotic foreplay. He saw this as his opportunity to have it for real.

		Six men, two girls? OMG! I had a feeling that the two of us would be very busy. And, looking at the men, a slight thrill ran through my nether regions. Ranging in age from thirties to forties, they were all high powered Alpha males. My eyes drifting hesitantly to Tyrone and Marcus, wondering if the stories were true? Did all black men have big cocks? Would I be finding out?

		Normally, I’d never even consider something like that. Oh, I wasn’t some goody two shoes or anything, I’d had my fun in college. First time away from home and all that. Then, I’d seriously put all that nonsense behind me in grad school. Earning my degree and well-deserved internship. But… Well… I’d had quite a bit to drink tonight. And, I was getting a delightful buzz from the ‘candy.’ Besides, Jade was urging me to dance with her, the taste of her kiss still lingering on my lips. Her exotic scent filling my nostrils, mixing with the hint of our mutual excitement that filled the air. Now it was her fingers fluttering along my thigh, turning me on. The other men all chiming in, cajoling me to dance. Uh, huh… They all knew there’d be more than dancing going on, too.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		At my reluctant agreement, Jade excitedly gave me another kiss. Her tongue slipping between my lips and dueling softly with mine before pulling away. Her kiss tasting of the gin she’d been drinking. Grabbing the remote, she asked what songs I liked, programming several of them into the system. Then, taking my hand, she led me to the stage. I felt very conspicuous up there in my cocktail dress, Jade standing naked beside me.

		Not that it would be long before I joined her. I was commando under my dress, so as soon as it came off, I’d be showing everything I had! Darn it. The music starting, Jade subtly urged me to start dancing. I felt awkward, but I began to move to the music, trying to mimic her moves. The high from the ‘candy’ helping me concentrate on the beat of the music and the exotic closeness of my dance partner. Even letting me somewhat forget the ‘audience’ we had looking on.

		The two of us danced together, Jade slipping deftly in and out of my arms. Occasionally, grinding her naked ass into me as we moved around the small stage. As the first song ended, she pulled me to the back of the stage. Sliding behind me, she leaned into my ear. “I’m going to unfasten your dress now, Carly. Okay?” she whispered. Her lips grazing my neck, as I felt my dress loosen from around my waist. A quick fumble with the tie at my neck, and the dress fell to the stage floor. Shyly, I stepped out of it, kicking it away. Tyrone, grabbing it like a prize. Turning, I faced my applauding and whistling ‘audience,’ my face a bright shade of red. My breasts swaying nakedly as I moved. My nipples hardened in excitement. The little landing strip I had totally on view to Chandler and his five friends.

		Jade slithered up against me, her small breasts crushing against my bare back as her hands reached around and cupped my own. Fingers teasing my nipples, pulling on them. Electric shocks shooting through me at being displayed so wantonly. A soft moan escaping my lips at her erotic touch. The two of us began dancing slowly together. No longer caring that we were naked, our ‘audience,’ forgotten. Our bodies sliding erotically against each other again and again. My fingers finding her small breasts in turn. Jade whimpering a little at my touch. Her excitement evident.

		When the song ended, she cuddled into me. “Have you ever used a stripper pole, Carly?” she asked. At my negative response, she grinned. “Would you like to?”

		Feeling very much on display again, she led me to the center of the stage. Showing me how to grip the pole, swinging around it. I worked out daily, so my body was well-toned. I just wasn’t used to swinging nakedly from some metal pole. But, with her help, I was soon swinging wildly around. Giggling with delight as I did. I felt like I was on some ride at an amusement park. Not even realizing the shameless view I was presenting to the ‘audience,’ my petaled nether lips indelicately on display.

		Oh, well. I had a feeling they’d be doing a lot more than looking very shortly! A surge of erotic excitement racing through me at the thought. I’d only been with two men at the same time once before. It had been in my sophomore year of college, and I’d spent one very long night with them. The two of them spit-roasting me over and over. Their hard cocks filling me from both ends. I was sore for a week afterwards.

		By the end of the next song, I was glistening with sweat. My breasts heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Dancing like this was quite a workout. The two of us began swaying together, Jade seductively sliding her body over mine. The scent of our excitement palpable in the air as we caressed each other. As the song ended, Jade slid her arms around my neck and kissed me. Our breasts crushed against each other. Pulling away, she looked at me with those sparkling eyes. “I want you, Carly,” she whispered, sliding to her knees before me. Her lips kissing along my downy landing strip before descending lower.

		I cried out as her tongue caressed my moist nether lips. My hands wrapping in her long hair briefly before I eagerly slid down beside her. The two of us moving naturally into a sixty-nine position. OMG! She tasted like sweet honey! Both of us whimpering and crying out as we pleasured each other. Our ‘audience,’ watching in awed silence. My body jerking in wild spasms, as one orgasm after another raced through me.

		Finally, we broke apart, grinning shyly at each other. I was still gasping for breath when I looked up and saw Chandler grinning idiotically, his swollen cock in his hand. Stroking himself slowly as he watched our erotic show. Urgently, he motioned me to him. It was time for the rest of his birthday present.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Like some tigress in heat, I crawled across the stage and over to the big sofa. Chandler smiling like some fool as I came up to him, still on my hands and knees. His hard cock dangling freely before me, I wrapped my fingers around it. Chandler groaning as I slid my hand up and down the long shaft. Wickedly, I leaned in and licked the swollen head. The salty taste of him bursting on my tongue. “Is this what you had in mind for tonight?” I teased.

		“Oh, God! Yes, Carly. Damn, that was beautiful. You are so fucking gorgeous.” he gasped. His fingers gripping the sofa, trying not to explode prematurely as my fingers slid over his shaft.

		Opening my mouth, I slid him over my tongue, teasing his sensitive rod. Chandler groaning loudly, as I took his shaft deep into my throat. Slowly, I began to bob my head up and down his length. My husband crying out as my tongue swirled around his hard cock. I heard a loud groan from the next sofa, glancing over to see Jade swallowing madly. Charlie’s hard cock emptying into her voracious mouth. Mike slipping behind her even while I could see her throat still pulsing.

		I continued to work Chandler’s hard shaft, only gasping a little when I felt hands close on my hips. Frantically looking up at my husband, he just nodded his approval. Hell, I didn’t even know who it was! A moment later, I decided it didn’t matter. I cried out as whoever it was shoved his thick rod into me. My cry somewhat muffled by Chandler’s cock in my mouth. Ohhhhh… They were spit-roasting me.

		Still on my knees, somebody slamming frantically into my pussy, I was plunged again and again onto Chandler’s hard rod. With a loud groan, I felt him swell and begin to pulse. His thick cream filling my mouth and shooting down my throat. I did the best I could to swallow all of it, only a little escaping and drooling down my chin. Letting him go, I could see a long string of cum hanging from his cock to my lips. It seemed so… So… Lewd! My body still shaking with every thrust as I was fucked doggy style by one of his cronies. My breasts swinging wildly beneath me, sweat dripping from my body, as my head lay in my husband’s lap. I let out a scream as I felt him fill me with his lava hot cum. His unprotected cock surging again and again, emptying himself in my womb. I was an adulteress.

		Glancing over, I saw Jade spit-roasted on the next sofa. My eyes moving past her to where Tyrone was staring intently at me, his brown eyes burning with lust. Seeing him unwind from where he was sitting, his tall black form coming over to where I was still lewdly displayed. Cum oozing freely from my ravaged cunt and streaks of it clinging to my lips and chin.

		Kneeling behind me, I heard his zipper open. Biting my lip, I looked up at Chandler. I mean what had already happened was one thing, but Tyrone? I wasn’t sure about how he felt about IR sex? For that matter, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it! Ty’s big hand gripping my ass as he pulled me close. His thick cock pressing against my petaled opening.

		I reached up and gripped Chandler’s hand, squeezing it as Ty pushed into me. I screamed. Fuck! He was big! Even being well lubricated already, it hurt like crazy when he shoved that huge black snake inside of me. Ty was slamming into me, my face burying into Chandler’s lap again and again as he used me. OMG! He was so damn deep. I swear, he was hitting places I didn’t even know I had. My body exploding in one violent orgasm after another as he sawed in and out of me. His huge cock like a battering ram.

		Opening my eyes, I saw Chandler’s cock bouncing with my movements. He was already getting hard again, watching Ty fuck me. His eyes lustfully glued to where Ty’s long, thick black rod was splitting me in two. Seeing the dark shaft covered in my seminal fluids every time he pulled back. Excited by seeing me used, bred like some mare by his black stallion of a friend. I slid his cock into my mouth again, sucking on the sensitive tip as Ty pounded into me. Letting Chandler’s cock slip from my mouth, I let out a scream as another violent orgasm tore through me. Fingers clawing into Chandler’s legs, my body spasming wildly.

		Tyrone’s strokes were getting erratic now, his cock swelling even larger. OMG! He was going to cum! My cries mostly incoherent mutterings by this time, I just lay there in Chandler’s lap. My hair damply flowing around us, letting Ty have his way with me. Chandler fisting his cock, pumping it frantically as he watched the lecherous display. With a scream, I felt Ty’s thick black rod surge inside of me, filling me again and again with his creamy seed, breeding me. Chandler’s cock exploding at the same time, his cum lasciviously splashing across my face and hair as he gazed at the lewd performance.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I was lying in my husband’s lap, my body damp with sweat. Cum drooling profusely from inside of me. Chandler wiped some of the cum from my face with his fingers, lewdly feeding it to me as I sucked them clean. A scream from the next sofa caused me to look over, watching as Jade was DP’d by Gerald and Marcus. Her eyes rolling back in her head, her body like a ragdoll between the two men, as she spasmed wildly.

		Chandler starting to stroke my back, I purred softly from the gently intimate touch. Still gasping a little for breath after being fucked by two men. I felt the sofa shift a little as somebody sat down. Strange hands began to slide across my legs, glancing back to see Derrick. His eyes glued to where my ravaged pussy still leaked its seminal discharge.

		My head still in Chandler’s lap, Derrick rolled me over. Leaning over me, he took my nipple between his lips, suckling from me. His hand kneading my other breast. Chandler began stroking my damp forehead as I lay there between them. I was moaning softly as Derrick popped from one nipple to the other. His teeth giving me little nibbles, hands moving over my thighs. His touch so different from Jade’s.

		Suddenly, he reached up and pulled me to him. His lips crashing against mine, tongue swirling with mine. Rolling me on top of him, I felt his cock bouncing against my backside. What was one more? I reached back and wrapped a hand around his hard shaft. Poising him under my petaled opening, I slid slowly down on to him. My well-lubricated pussy letting him enter easily.

		I rode him slowly, my thighs pumping up and down on his hard rod, breasts bouncing as he reached up to play with them. His fingers teasing my nipples. After a couple of minutes, he reached up and pulled me to him, kissing me again. His cock still buried inside of me. We were lying like that, his hips slowly thrusting against me when I felt another set of hands. Chandler!

		I moaned as he began to knead my bare ass. I had a feeling what was coming, and there wasn’t a whole lot I could do about it. I mean, he was my husband. I’d let him do me that way before, but not like this. Of course, Jade had already endured one round of double penetration, more-or-less opening the door for the free for all. I whimpered as I felt him pull my ass cheeks apart, his legs straddling the two of us. I let out a scream as I felt him push inside of me. OMG! I’d never been DP’d before. It felt… I was… Oh, so fucking full!!!!

		The two of them seemed to develop a rhythm, one sliding into me while the other pulled away. Only a thin membrane separating their two cocks. I could feel them rubbing against each other inside me. My body shuddering through one violent orgasm after another, my cries seeming totally incoherent. I had no idea how long the two men fucked me. It seemed forever, their hard rods slamming in and out of me. My body was like a limp rag between them, tossing about wildly. Sweat pouring off me.

		Screaming passionately as Derrick came first, filling my adulterous pussy for the third time tonight. His pulsing cock, sending Chandler into spasms as well. Both of them filling me with their creamy seed. Finally, pulling out of me, leaving me lying there a damp, sweaty lump on the big sofa. Gasping frantically for air, slipping into a sense of unconsciousness.

		

		*

		

		I felt soft fingers caressing my damp forehead. My eyes fluttering open, seeing Jade’s dark eyes staring at me. She leaned in, gently kissing my lips. Her kiss no doubt tasting of cum, but having already swallowed a load from Chandler, I couldn’t tell. Somehow, she’d come through tonight looking beautiful. I realized that I had to be a mess, cum laced thickly through my hair. Sticky streaks of it down my face and breasts. Not to mention, what was oozing from my ravaged nether regions.

		Taking my hands, she smiled and urged me from the sofa. “Come with me, Carly. Let’s get you cleaned up,” she grinned. I could see the six men, sprawled on the sofas, most of them asleep. The others not far from it. She led me to the back of the room, a concealed doorway opening to reveal a bath area. Pushing me towards a large walk-in shower, she turned the water on. Hot water cascading down on the two of us as she began to wash my hair. The shampoo smelling coconutty as she ran her fingers through my hair. Our lips finding each other’s from time to time as she separated the sticky tangles.

		The shower refreshing me, I began to wash her as well. The two of us kissing passionately, over and over. Turning the water off, we began to dry each other. A nearby bench providing a handy place to lie down together. Our tongues pleasuring each other. Her pussy still tasting of the several cum deposits she’d taken despite the shower. My tongue cleaning her, her own tongue buried deep in my velvety canal, returning the favor.

		Finally, our passion exhausted, we left the bath. The taste and smell of her lingering in my senses. Still excited by her as I walked nakedly back into the room. “There’s the entertainment!” growled Marcus seeing us. His hand reaching out and grabbing me. Jade squealing as Tyrone grabbed her as well. The two of us just looked at each other as the men pulled us towards the sofas.

		Chandler was passed out, as were the rest of them. It was just the four of us awake. Finding myself somewhat reluctant, but excited at the prospect of my second black cock! I decided, why not? Chandler wasn’t about to rescue me. He was the one that got me in this position, in the first place. Moments later, I found myself lewdly bent over the arm of the sofa. Marcus’ hand wrapping in my hair, pulling on it as he shoved his long, thick cock into me. Oh, fuck! He was just as big as Tyrone had been. I was crying out as he drove that monster deep inside of me. My body arching against the onslaught. Jade letting out a scream just a few feet away. Her tiny body skewered by Ty’s rigid member.

		My body was shaking as Marcus slammed into me again and again. His thick cock tearing me in two. Sweat glistening on my body once again, I was crying out with every thrust. My fingers clawing against the leather fabric. Marcus’ cock ripping into me, filling me. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Chandler stir. His eyes focusing on the lewd sight before him. His wife impaled on his friend’s huge black cock. Seeing me bred for the second time tonight. Nakedly taking my second big black cock. My body thrashing about wildly in orgasm, passionate screams filling the air.

		Looking at him, his eyes came up to mine. Locking there, as I was fucked. I saw his tongue lick his lips excitedly. He was getting off on it! Lustfully watching as I was used. Bred by his friend. A scream issuing from me as I felt Marcus’ lava hot seed fill my wanton womb. I could hear Jade crying out in the background, Tyrone finishing with her. The two black men, collapsing back against the sofas in a stupor.

		Cum once again drooling profusely from inside of me, I pushed myself upright. My legs a little wobbly as pulled myself together. I found my dress lying rumpled on the floor, slipping it back on. Not looking nearly as fresh as I had when the eight of us had entered the VIP Room, I guarantee you!

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Chandler stirring, he ordered Ubers for his five friends. Turning to Jade, he asked her if she’d accompany us home for the night? Jade swiftly accepting the invite, her hand excitedly lacing into mine. It seemed that the birthday celebration wasn’t over yet.

		He called for the limo to be brought around while Jade changed into her street clothes, meeting us back in the VIP Room in a leather mini-skirt, with a cute, casual crop-top and spike heels. The three of us waltzing out to the limo arm in arm. Gerard dutifully holding the door for us as we climbed in. His face inscrutable. Although, his nose did wrinkle a little as he caught a whiff of our cum filled bodies.

		Chandler sat between the two of us, first kissing Jade before turning to me and passionately kissing me. His tongue dueling deeply with mine. “Thank you, Carly. Tonight, was an unforgettable adventure,” he whispered. His hand sliding up my bare thigh, caressing me as I cuddled into him. The air filling with the musty scent of sex as my legs parted.

		I knew he’d want to have sex with Jade when we got home. After all, he hadn’t been with her yet! But, that was okay, I knew I’d get my turn with her as well. Hmmm… I did say that I didn’t swing that way, didn’t I? Well, guess what? Apparently, I do! At least, with the right person.

		Back at the house, Chandler led the way to the big master suite. The two of us shedding our clothes while he busied himself in the en suite. Jade handing me a candy and taking one herself. The two of us grinning conspiratorially as we tasted the tart treats. We were lying in bed waiting when he came out, taking his rightful place between us. His lips first kissing one of us, then the other. Nursing hungrily from our breasts, the two of us playing with his cock, exciting him. Our tongues bathing his swollen shaft.

		Pulling Jade on top of him, he urged her to sit on his long cock. Jade sliding her slender body down his rampantly hard shaft. Riding him, her legs astride him cowgirl style. Her small breasts bouncing as she rode him, dark hair cascading around her. Reaching over, he took my hand, pulling me to him. “I want to taste you, Carly!” he whispered urgently.

		OMG! He wanted me to sit on his face? Wanted to eat my slutty pussy? He knew I was freshly full of Marcus’ black cum. Plus, the remnants of the three other loads I had inside of me. Apparently, his kink went a little deeper than just watching. Hmmm… This could prove to be an interesting development.

		Biting my lip excitedly at the prospect, I slid my legs over his face. I was turned such that I was facing Jade now. Her small tits swaying slowly as she rode him. Lowering myself, I felt Chandler’s tongue delve deep inside my ravaged pussy. A scream issuing from me at the lewdly erotic feel of it. Jade leaning forward to kiss me, our arms going around each other.

		I’m sure we made quite a picture. Jade riding Chandler’s cock, me sitting on his face, his tongue buried inside of me. The two of us kissing, hands kneading each other’s breasts. Our little triangle complete.

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading Carly’s story, as much as I did writing it. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well. Just click on the Author’s Page to see a complete list.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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