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Rachelle pulled into the driveway of the gated mansion, taking notice of the huge pool area. It was ninety-five degrees outside and after the shoot was done, she figured she'd have time for a dip. The owner of the house was away for the weekend so Jamie had the estate to himself. Unless he needed the pool for another shoot after hers, she doubted he'd have any problems with her stripping down for a swim.
Jamie was the owner of Backshotz Studios, and one of the hottest up and coming directors in the business. After he dropped out of film school, he took out a loan and got into porn. Rachelle didn't usually do business with upstarts, but Jamie made an impressive pitch when she agreed to meet with him. Though young, he'd researched the business well and unlike most newbie directors, he paid his talent above fair wage.
He was also very professional on set, as opposed to directors who were always trying to sleep with the actresses. That was one of her biggest pet peeves—people in the business who assumed they could get in her panties just because they set her up with a gig. Granted, she'd hooked up with a couple of directors and agents here and there, but it was always by her own choice and never under pressure. Rachelle only fucked who she wanted, when she wanted.
Her first two shoots for Jamie had gone surprisingly well. The first was a boy-girl with a hot 'cheating wife' theme. The second was a girl-girl with her friend Lexis for his 'Frenemies with Strap-ons' series. It wasn't just 'shake-your-ass-strip-and-fuck' with Jamie. He knew what the fans wanted and he came up with very provocative storylines. The comments sections on his site were full of praise for his imagination. Jamie also took the fan suggestions seriously and often worked their ideas into his scenes. Social media was redefining the porn game and Jamie was determined to use that to his advantage.
A lot of studios were losing money because of internet tube sites and piracy. Being a millennial, Jamie understood how to monetize his sites better than most. He used the best digital encryption to make sure his videos didn't get on the tube channels unless he wanted them to. That appealed to Rachelle's business side. She hated nothing more than seeing her hard work available for free download by any jackass with a WiFi connection.
Rachelle pulled to a stop behind a large, black SUV. She was scheduled to shoot with veteran male star, Kerry, but she didn't see his car and the chrome-rimmed SUV seemed a bit too flashy for his style. Jamie had sent her a text earlier saying everyone was there, so she figured Kerry had bummed a ride or maybe parked on the other side of the house. It was a massive estate after all. She pulled out her phone and sent a text to her friend Kendrah. They were supposed to meet up for drinks later.
RACHELLE: Might go for a swim after the shoot. You should hang out.
KENDRAH: Sorry babe. I've got a couple of cam shows for my site. We're still on for later right?
RACHELLE: Mos Def. C U L8tr.
KENDRAH: K
Rachelle cut the engine and exited the car. Walking past the SUV, she took a look inside and noticed a half-smoked joint in the ashtray. She figured one of Joey Ganz's friends must have stopped by. Ganz was the volatile lead singer of an alt-rock band and owner of the house. He also liked to date porn stars, so it was no surprise when he and Jamie became fast friends. When she heard Jamie was going to get the Ganz mansion for a shoot, Rachelle jumped at the opportunity. With its huge pools and outdoor Jacuzzis, the house had become legendary in porn circles for its rowdy pool parties and impromptu orgies. More importantly for Jamie, it was a step up from the cheap hotel rooms and flop houses some of the other fledgling studios had to use.
She walked up the marble steps and rang the doorbell. A few seconds later, Jamie's assistant and part-time fuckbuddy Nisa, opened the door.
"Hey girl." They hugged. Nisa stepped away and checked out Rachelle's body. "Sexy bitch. Love that dress."
"Thank you," Rachelle said, giving her a quick twirl. "It's one of my favorites."
"I can see why," Nisa said. "I would totally, like ... kill someone to have that body."
Rachelle was celebrated in porn for her toned form and nice tits, but it was her perfect, bubbly ass that was the true show stopper. It was her signature money maker and she always made sure to wear outfits that put those heart-shaped cheeks on center stage. She loved the attention from men—and women.
"I was going to wear some jeans, but it's hot as hell out here," Rachelle replied.
Nisa ushered her into the house. "C'mon in. Jamie's almost finished setting up."
"Sweet."
Rachelle followed the young, petite blond into the humongous living room. Ganz had nice taste in furniture, a nice mix of vintage pieces with modern décor. With him being a rocker, she'd expected leather everywhere, empty bottles on the floor and a stripper pole in the center of the floor. On the contrary, Ganz's house could have belonged to a politician.
The air conditioning felt like heaven. She'd only been in the heat for a few minutes, but her silky blue dress was starting to stick to her skin. She was beginning to think she should have worn something more like Nisa's outfit, a green tank and jean shorts. Of course there was the pink thong whale-tailing over the waistband.
Rachelle figured it would only be a matter of time before the twenty-year old got on camera. She knew Nisa had done some emergency fluffing and her eyes were wide for the business. She often talked about following in Jamie's footsteps and starting her own studio, but with a feminist perspective.
Nisa was idealistic. Rachelle knew the type. She'd seen tons of young girls get into porn with the thought of empowering women and revolutionizing the business. Rachelle knew the business. It didn't matter if you think of yourself as a hooker in an alley or the second coming of Gloria Steinem. At the end of the day, you're still getting blasted in the face with a hot load of cum.
"You can wait here," Nisa said, pointing to the couch. "You want something to drink?"
"Yeah, I could use a cool down," Rachelle said.
"Champagne?"
"Sure."
"Coming right up."
Nisa's tight little ass swayed side to side as she barefooted her way into the kitchen. Rachelle heard men's voices in the back, one of them belonging to Jamie. He was probably prepping Kerry for the theme. Jamie didn't really use scripts. He laid out the main premise and trusted the actors to improv. That often meant a lot of reshoots of the opening, but it was better than reshooting the sex. Jamie felt that if the actors weren't worried about remembering lines, it helped the chemistry and led to more realistic scenes. Rachelle agreed. She rarely had orgasms on set, but to her surprise, she'd shuddered through multiple body quakes on both of the previous scenes she'd shot for him.
Nisa sauntered back into the room with two flutes of champagne and sat down on the couch next to Rachelle.
"So," Nisa asked. "You excited?"
Rachelle took a sip and chuckled. "Honey, when you've been doing this as long as I have, you don't get excited. You're just hoping the money's right and the dick stays hard."
Nisa raised her glass. "Amen to that."
They klinked glasses and sipped the champagne. Nina lowered her flute and stared at Rachelle.
"What?" Rachelle asked.
"It's just that I know you're a veteran and everything, but this is still a big deal right? This is going to open up a whole new fan base for you."
"I've got plenty of fans," Rachelle replied between sips. "This partnership with Jamie is mutually beneficial. I was the first mainstreamer to shoot for him. Even brought Lexis on board. His memberships have jumped way up and I'm putting out good scenes. Win-win."
"Speaking of the scene, that reminds me. Your co-star needs to know if there are any do's or don'ts he needs to be aware of ... finger in the ass, hair pulling, spanking ... mild slapping. I told him you're pretty much cool, but like he said, every girl's different."
"Really?" Rachelle scoffed. "Kerry knows me and my body like a book. I'm surprised he would even ask that after all the times we've teamed up."
"Oh." Nisa's eyes widened. "I thought Jamie had already told you."
"Told me what?"
"Kerry had to cancel," Nisa said. "You're shooting with Ares today."
Rachelle choked back a swallow of champagne. "No. He didn't tell me. And he knows I don't do blind shoots!" Angered, she set her glass on the table hard enough for some of the champagne to spill. "And who in the FUCK is Ares?"
"That would be me," said a deep voice from behind them.
Rachelle turned around. A tall, athletic black man stood posed in the doorway to the kitchen wearing red briefs. About nine inches of curled cockmeat bulged through the fabric. He was dangerously handsome, with amazing ab definition and a cocky smile. In any other circumstance, her panties would have been soaked. But Rachelle was notorious in the business for not doing interracial scenes.
"Oh fuck no," Rachelle said. "This ain't happening."
"Don't worry," Nisa said. "His tests are up to date."
Rachelle glared. "Fuck his tests. I don't shoot with black guys!"
She bolted off the couch and stormed toward the kitchen, heels clacking on the hardwood floor. Ares remained in the doorway, grinning and blocking her path.
"Move," she said.
"What's the matter, baby?" he asked, admiring her curves.
"I'm not your fuckin' baby. Now move. I need to talk to that prick Jamie."
Ares smirked and slid his hand inside the waistband of his briefs, retrieving his semi-hard cock. He stroked the thick shaft and stared into Rachelle's eyes. "If you're looking for a prick, I've got all you need right here."
Rachelle's mouth opened involuntary, as she found herself gawking at the size of the monster pole in his hands. A thick vein split the girth leading to a swollen mushroom at the top. With each stroke, it appeared to grow another inch. Her pussy clinched with a mix of desire and fear. When she realized she was starting to salivate, she closed her mouth and flashed him a defiant glare.
"Stick that up your ass and get out of my way."
"I'd rather stick it up yours."
He reached around her waist and palmed one half of her famous bubble-butt. His hand felt like polished stone as it slid over the thin fabric of her dress and gave her juicy ass a firm squeeze.
When he lifted the hem of her dress, Rachelle slapped his hand away.
"Hey!" she said. "Keep your fuckin' hands off me. I'm not playing."
Ares grinned and stepped away with his hands raised. "Didn't mean to offend you, Princess."
Rachelle rolled her eyes.
"Heyyy." Jamie appeared behind Ares, with a handheld camera. "Rachelle. My muse. You look amazing, Babe."
He was wearing cargo shorts and no shirt or shoes. His brown eyes were sort of glazed and there was a faint whiff of marijuana in the air.
"Cut the shit, Jamie," she said. "We need to talk."
"Sure. Sure." He patted Ares on the shoulder. "I'll be right back, dude. Just gonna talk shop with Rachelle for a minute. Make yourself comfortable."
"Alright," Ares replied. "I can do that."
"You good?" Jamie asked. "You need anything? Drink? Smoke? Bagel?"
"Nah, I'm good." Ares stared at Rachelle, licking his lips while he tucked his mammoth cock back into his briefs. "I'll just hang out with Miss Nisa, until the princess is ready to shoot."
"I'm not—" Frustrated, Rachelle scoffed and took a step forward. "Just get out of my way.
Ares stepped aside. "Sure thing, Your Majesty."
Rachelle marched past him into the spacious kitchen to confront Jamie. The young director backed away, pointing the camera at her chest.
"Seriously?" Rachelle said. "You're fuckin' filming?"
"Just getting some establishing shots for the BTS," he said.
Rachelle folded her arms across her chest and glared down at him. She was already a couple of inches taller than Jamie without heels. With them, she towered over the director.
"Put that fuckin' camera away."
She reached for his arm, but he was able to avoid her.
"Calm down," he said, grinning. "Why so stressed?"
"Stressed? I'm fucking pissed. What the hell are you trying to pull? You know I don't do interracial."
"Honestly, didn't think it would be a problem. Ares is a good performer. You saw his cock. Let's go make this money."
"You couldn't pay me enough."
"Seriously though, what's the deal with you and black guys?"
"That's none of your business," Rachelle said. "Now since you're new to the game, I'm gonna explain something to you that I shouldn't have to. You don't pull this kind of crap on your performers if you wanna stick around."
"I may be new," he said, "but I understand the way this business is trending. If you wanna stick around, you need to catch up."
"I'm doing just fine," Rachelle said. "And my fans aren't complaining."
"Well my followers expect groundbreaking content. They can stream you fuckin' white guys anywhere. This is your chance to break the internet." He glanced at her body. "And the timing is right. You're still hot. Don't wait until you're chunked up with cellulite and no one wants to see it."
"Listen to me." Rachelle jammed a finger against his chest. "Who I fuck and when I decide to fuck them, is my decision. Not yours!"
"I get it," Jamie said. "You're feeling ambushed. Why don't you have a snack ... another glass of champagne? I've got a kick-ass spread out in the dining area. Let's just take a minute to cool off and then we reset."
"Fuck your spread. Just pay me so I can go."
"What's the hold up?" asked a burly, black man who'd just made his way into the kitchen from the dining area. "Why ain't she out there takin' cock?"
Rachelle faced him. "And who the hell are you?"
"People call me J.T."
J.T. was 6' 5" and barrel-chested, with tree trunks for arms and covered in tattoos and jewelry. He stuffed a cracker and a square of cheese into his large mouth. The room filled with the sound of crunching and his smacking lips, while he stared at Rachelle like he owned her.
Rachelle composed herself and cleared her throat. "Well nice to meet you ... J.T., but you can go back to setting up the lights or guarding the food or whatever Jamie pays you to do around here. This is a business conversation."
J.T. grunted. "Any business you got with him, you got with me."
Rachelle placed her hands on her hips. "Is that right?"
"Uh ... Rachelle," Jamie said. "J.T. is sort of like a silent partner in the company."
"That's right," J.T. added. "But seeing as how this production ain't moving along on schedule, I think this is one of those times where I don't need to be so silent."
Rachelle felt the tension building in the room. Jamie looked nervous. J.T. looked like he wanted to stuff her in his mouth and swallow her whole.
"Look," she said, "whatever arrangement the two of you have, has nothing to do with—"
J.T.'s nostrils flared. "The arrangement is ... I'm the one who loaned him the money to get this thang started. And you messin' with my investment right now."
"I'm not messing with anybody. Once he pays me what he owes me, I'll be out the way."
"You'll get your money after you get some dick," J.T. said. "Now I was told you was a professional. So bounce your professional ass in there and get to work."
His glare was evil as he took a step forward, breathing heavily through his nostrils.
"You know what?" Rachelle said, stepping backwards. "Keep the money. I-I'm just gonna leave."
J.T. shook his head. "Nah. You on the clock, bitch. Time to get to work."
Rachelle turned and walked out of the kitchen. Once in the living room, she looked toward the couch. Ares was sitting with his legs wide and a death grip on the back of Nisa's head as she slurped on his glistening cock. When he noticed her, he flashed a sly grin. Rachelle shook her head in disgust and headed for the front door.
She'd made it halfway across the room, when she heard J.T. shout, "Get that bitch!"
She picked up her pace, almost tripping in her heels. She reached for the door handle. A hand locked around her arm and pulled her back. She turned around and Jamie was staring her in the face.
"Let me go!" she said, struggling to free herself.
"You need to calm down," he said. "You're just gonna make things worse."
"I'm leaving. Let go of me!"
"You can't leave, Rachelle. Not until you shoot the scene."
"I'm not shooting any—"
Jamie grabbed both of her arms and shoved her against the door. "Calm ... down."
He wasn't the Jamie she knew. His eyes reflected a sinister gaze and he held her in his grip as if she were a prisoner.
Maybe she was.
J.T. snapped his fingers at Ares. "You ready, man?"
Ares grabbed a fistful of Nisa's hair and yanked her off his cock. "Always."
He shot off the couch and bounded across the room, his stiff pole bobbing in front of him like a steel beam. Rachelle recoiled against the door.
"What the hell's going on?" She stared into Jamie's eyes. "What are you doing?"
"It's gonna be great," he said. "You'll see."
Ares appeared in front of her, stroking ten plus inches of shimmering black cock. "You're about to shoot your first interracial, Princess."
J.T. handed the back camera to Jamie. "Let's get to work."
Jamie released her. Rachelle tried to go for the door, but Ares slid his arms around her waist and lifted her off the floor. She flailed, kicking, screaming, begging him to put her down. He carried her to back to the living room and dropped her on the couch. She landed on her stomach and tried to scurry away, but he dropped a knee on the center of her back, pinning her in place.
"Stop!" she said. "You can't do this!"
Ares grinned and lifted her dress, exposing the black thong splitting the center of her lovely ass. He massaged her cheeks, molding her shapely butt with his strong fingers. Rachelle twitched under his touch.
"Nice," he said.
"Get your hands off m—"
Ares smacked her ass. She gasped. He smacked it again.
Again.
Again.
And again.
Rachelle screamed. Ares continued striking her cheeks while she twisted and contorted under him, with one of her long legs dangling off the couch. She reached up and grabbed the top of the couch, trying to pull herself away from him. Ares pressed her face into the sofa cushion with his free hand and loaded up another vicious ass slap.
"Aghhh!!"
Rachelle's cheeks crackled with fire. Ares was relentless with his assault. Jamie moved into position with the camera, zooming in on her tear-stained face.
"Please," she said, sobbing. "Please stop. Please. No more."
"You gonna get plenty more," Ares said.
He grabbed the neckline of her dress and yanked it away from her body until it began ripping apart. Rachelle clutched as much of her garment as she could, but the threads continued popping until there was nothing left but torn fabric and her nakedness. Ares snatched what was left of the torn dress out from under her body, balled it up and tossed it over to Nisa.
Rachelle tried to get up and run. Ares grabbed her at the throat, holding her in place. She clawed at his hands, but his grip was airtight. He guided her back to the couch and pushed her down. She looked up at him, raining tears.
"Don't do this to me," she said.
He fisted his cock and presented it to her. "Suck it."
Rachelle shook her head. "No. I won't do it."
Ares cupped the back of her head and slapped her face with his meat. "Suck."
Rachelle glared defiance. "Fuck you."



Ares jammed her face into his crotch, grinding his hips rhythmically in a tight circle. Rachelle struggled to breath, pushing his massive thighs with her hands to no avail. On the verge of suffocation, she did the only thing she could think of.
She reached up and grabbed his balls, squeezing as hard as she could. Ares bellowed out in pain.
"Aghhh!! Dammit!"
He yanked her hair, angling her face at the perfect angle for him to deliver a hellacious slap. Rachelle released his package and fell back to the couch. While Ares winced in pain, she brought her hand up to her stinging face and flashed a devilish grin.
"You like that, fucker?" she asked. "Huh?"
Jamie walked around with the camera, aiming at her face. She looked up at him annoyed. Ares took advantage of the distraction by bolting over and scooping up her legs.
"I see you need to be broken in," he said.
Rachelle fought to get free, kicking and screaming, but Ares was just as determined to keep her under his control. He flipped her over so that her reddened ass jutted in the air. In an instant, he was on top of her, his full weight pressing her into the couch.
"Get ... off me," Rachelle said.
His hand clamped the base of her neck and drove her face back into the cushion. "I'm through playing with you, Princess."
She felt his probing fingers slide between her cheeks and dig out her thong, sliding it to the side. She gasped in anticipation. She knew what was coming next. It didn't take long for her to feel the head of his massive cock burrowing inside her. After a couple of false starts, her traitorous pussy lips slid apart to accommodate him. He pushed a couple of inches of his pole inside then gave her a hard thrust, bottoming out at the deepest regions of her womb.
"Agh-ahhh!" Rachelle cried out from the sudden invasion.
Ares rested on top of her, his muscular hips flattening her ass under his weight, as he leaned in close to her ear. "You're mine now, Princess."
He withdrew a little and pumped another deep stroke inside her. Rachelle shuddered and released a low groan. Again Ares lifted his hips and drove more of his cock inside her, jerking her body forward. He continued working her back and forth until her walls opened up for him. Soon her short gasps synced with his strokes as he picked up his pace, slamming as much of his thickness into her as possible.
She bucked wildly underneath him, screaming and pleading for him to stop. Her cries were answered with more of his punishing cock strokes. Jamie dropped on one knee beside the couch and filmed a close-up shot of her assault, panning the camera over her face and along the length of her tortured body.
Sweat coated her skin as she clawed the sofa and tried to angle her body out of her predicament. However, a subtle shift of her ass led to a deep moan from Ares and his red hot cock penetrated a few inches deeper inside her.
"Hell yeah," he said. "Hold it just like that. I'm all the way in there now."
Her desperate maneuvering had only made things worse. She tried to shimmy back into her original position, but Ares locked an iron grip on her hips and held her in place.
"Nah, Princess," he said. "I like this angle. I'm gonna break you in gooood now. Thanks for the assist."
The black stud continued his mission without missing a stroke. Her bubble-butt rippled every time his hips slammed into her. Rachelle loved rough sex, but Ares was savagely piston-fucking her beyond any scenario she'd ever experienced or imagined. Her sore ass cheeks combined with the fullness of his girth and length had started a small fire in the depths of her most taboo desires. Rachelle's pussy was definitely on board for the ride, drenching his relentless black pole with a tidal wave of warm juices. Her body's betrayal was magnified by the sloshy noises escaping her cunt as Ares pounded her into submission.
Submission.
He was fucking the will to resist right out of her. She'd made a career decision to not do interracial scenes, but that choice had been taken out of her hands. She was being filmed taking black cock deep in her pussy. Worse than that, her nipples were hardening and her pussy was quivering.
"You like this big black dick don't ya, Princess?"
"No. No. N-N-ooo."
Ares kept humping her at a frenzied pace.
"I feel that pussy warming up for me. He slapped her ass, causing her walls to clinch around his rod. "Look at how easy I'm sliding in and out. Yeah. You're loving it. I can see it in your eyes."
And without warning, without any of the usual buildup, she quaked. The ripple began in the center of her sex and radiated outward like a shockwave. She gritted her teeth, trying her best not to give him the satisfaction of even a whimper, but her climax raged, jolting through her spine, forcing her mouth open.
"Uhhnh! Uhhnh! Ahh ... fuuuuckkk!"
Ares slapped her ass. "There we go. Coming ain't ya? Don't fight it. I knew you were loving it."
He slowed his assault, allowing his cock to settle into a gentle back and forth motion. This gave Rachelle a chance to ride down easy from her crest and catch her breath. Jamie moved the camera in to capture the shock and ecstasy written across her face.
This wasn't supposed to happen. Men usually had to bring out the whole bag of tricks to take her over the edge. But she'd just quivered through the most violent orgasm she'd ever experienced and there was no kissing. No fingerbanging. No pussy eating. No foreplay of any kind. Just a raw, brutal, primal fuck. She'd fought. She'd tried not to succumb. But there was no denying the truth.
Ares pounded her pussy like a jackhammer.
And she came like a freight train.
It took a while for her to realize that her pussy was empty. Ares had removed his cock and to her surprise, her pussy felt hollow, incomplete and abandoned. Further to her shock, she was grinding her hips into the sofa, eyes closed and moaning like a wanton slut. He'd promised to break her and all signs indicated that he was succeeding. For all her tough talk, she'd been no match. More tears welled in her eyes.
"Guess you ready to suck now, huh?"
She opened her eyes to the sight of Ares stroking his black snake a few inches from her face.
"No," she said, panting. "I can't."
"Yes you can," he said. "All you gotta do is open wide for me."
His barrel cock glistened with her juices and she could smell her musk all over him. He'd taken too much. She couldn't allow him to take whatever was left of her pride.
"I won't," she said.
J.T. reached over the couch and slapped her ass ten times harder than the worst she'd received from Ares. Rachelle screamed. Jamie angled the camera toward her sizzling cheeks.
"It sure as hell ain't gonna suck itself," J.T. said. "Get to work, slut."
Slut.
That word usually turned her on when she was shooting. Coming from J.T.'s mouth however, she finally felt the weight of the slur. She felt dehumanized and owned. She found herself wishing that Nisa would come to her rescue with some of that feminist support she planned to bring to the business.
No such luck. All she received was a hand at the back of her head pulling her mouth towards a giant black cock. She could bite him, but he'd nearly slapped her into another plane of existence after her ball squeeze stunt. She feared she might not live to tell the story if she went as far as to clamp her teeth around his pole.
"Please stop," Rachelle said. "You've had your fun okay? I ... I won't press charges."
Ares broke out with laughter. "Press charges? Bitch, you're on a porn set. You're getting paid to get laid. Now open up."
He pressed the head against her lips. More tears flowed down her cheeks. Ares didn't care. He just stared down at her with a deranged lust. Jamie held the camera steady. Even Nisa had gotten off the couch and moved in for a closer look.
Rachelle closed her eyes and parted her lips.
Ares moaned. "There we go."
The head slid over her slippery tongue, stretching the corners of her warm mouth to the limit. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head forward, stuffing her face with more of his thick meat. She struggled not to gag and accepted that the sooner she made him blow his wad, the sooner her nightmare would be over.
She reached up and gripped his shaft, slurping as much of his length as she could handle. Ares grabbed her other hand and brought it to his cock, so she could double stroke it. She obliged, a little too eagerly for her liking. She tasted her pussy's juices and savored the taboo of what she'd allowed to happen to her. She was slurping black cock like her life depended on it. Maybe it did. Didn't matter.
The dick was hard.
The dick was in her mouth.
No point in turning back.
Ares rocked his hips in a circle, exploring her mouth at all angles. Then he pulled out and presented his nut sack.
"Kiss 'em and make 'em better," he said. "You owe me that much."
She did as she was told, licking over and around his balls, sucking them between her lips, kissing and caressing them with her mouth. He stroked his cock over her forehead and pushed her head further down until she figured out what he really wanted. She flicked her tongue over his anus and he howled like a coyote.
"Damn, Princess. You've got some real skills with that tongue."
Rachelle responded to the compliment by inserting her tongue into his anal cavity and swirling around until she felt him buckle. He was close. She cupped his balls and stuck her tongue as far into his asshole as she could.
Suddenly he yanked her up by the hair and she was staring directly at the head of his trembling cock. His fist became a blur as he stroked his black meat with reckless fury and let out a deep grunt. Her porn instincts having kicked in, Rachelle opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue.
"Here ya go, Princess." He aimed the swollen head at her face. "Ugh ... ugh ... uh—Uhhhhhhh!"
A jet of white lava painted her face, with a humongous clump landing in her eye. She squinted just as another glob smacked her forehead. The third stream landed in her hair. Ares kept pumping pipe until the last spurt coated her neck and drizzled down between her breasts.
Ares stepped forward and tapped out the last few drops on her tongue. She licked and lavished his cock like the professional slut she was, cleaning the head until it sparkled. She hated herself for doing that, especially when she caught a glimpse of his satisfied grin, but her ordeal was over. Once she got out of there, she could figure out how to make them pay for it. One thing she knew for certain, was that they would regret what they'd done to her.
Jamie moved in with the camera and flashed her a 'thumbs up'.
"Fuck you, Jamie" Rachelle said. "Give me my fuckin' money so I can get the hell out of here. And get me a towel."
"You get your money when the shoot is over," J.T. said.
She turned around and there was J.T.—sweatpants down around his ankles and massaging his chubby cock. It may have been only four or five inches in length, but it made up for it in ungodly thickness. He might as well have been stroking a beer can.
"Oh hell no," Rachelle said. "That ain't happening."
"It's gonna happen, slut." He stepped closer. "You gonna suck my dick just like you sucked his."
"Like hell I am!"
Rachelle jumped up off the couch.
"Grab that bitch," J.T. said.
Ares snatched one of her arms. Nisa secured the other. Jamie stepped backwards and kept filming.
Rachelle kicked and struggled, twisting side to side, but they pulled her back to the couch. She couldn't believe Nisa was helping them.
"Let me go! Let me go you motherfuckers!"
J.T. gripped one of her legs and positioned himself between her thighs. "I done had about enough of your bullshit for one day," he said, lining up his thick sausage with her swollen cunt lips. "See I was cool wit' just getting' some head, but since you actin' all bitchy about it, I'm gonna sample me some of that hot slut pussy."
"No!"
Rachelle kicked at him with her free leg. J.T. caught her calf in mid-air and drove her shapely limb all the way back, pinning it next to her ear. Luckily she was extremely flexible or her hip might have popped out of socket. He used his other hand to peel his tank top off, revealing his hairy beer gut. The man disgusted her.
At least Ares was a physical specimen. J.T. was an overweight brute with stretch marks and scars instead of a six-pack. But he was about to fuck her. Once again, her thong panties were pulled to the side. Once again, a cock she hadn't agreed to accept was about to enter her.
"Fuck yeah." The rotund man exhaled a grunt as he eased inside her.
Eased wasn't exactly the word Rachelle would have used. His wide cock was only an inch of the way in and already stressing her pussy walls. She clinched her jaw, trying her best not to scream while channeling her Kegel techniques, hoping to expel the torpedo breaching her opening. Undeterred by the tight fit, J.T. pressed onward, squeezing another inch of his cock into her sore pussy.
"Shit!" Rachelle cried. "It's too big!"
"It'll fit if you stop fightin'," J.T. replied with a sneer. "Easy way or the hard way. Up to you, slut."
J.T. kept pushing until Rachelle realized there was no use pretending it wasn't going to happen. He was going to find his way inside her. Defeated, she relaxed as much as she could, and surrendered to his probing. Three-quarters of the way inside, he flopped down on top of her, pushing the air from her lungs. His sweaty stomach jiggled against her toned torso as he began humping her mound like a grizzly bear in heat.
"Uhhnh ... please ... uhhnh ... stop!"
Rachelle's cries only seemed to spur him on, as he yanked her one of her bra cups down and slurped a pink nipple into his mouth.
"Fuck yeah," he muttered. "You lovin' you some black dick now ain't you?"
How could anyone love what he was doing? Stroke after stroke, he was tearing her pussy apart at the seams.
"No! No! Please stop! I'll suck it! Just get off me and I'll suck your cock!"
"Too late for that, slut," J.T. said, before devouring her other tit.
Meanwhile Jamie was capturing everything, moving in and out of angles like he was filming a high-concept art flick. He even brushed a lock of her hair away from her face so that he could zoom in on the splattering of cum caked on her face and the helpless anguish in her eyes.
By that time, J.T.'s stubby cock was plugging away and her pussy was starting to respond. Though his girth was near impossible to accommodate, there was no denying that he was hitting erogenous spots that no one before him had ever found. She'd never felt so totally full, explored and ravaged. While disgusted by the sight of him on top of her, she lusted for his strokes. Each time his flabby stomach slapped against her abs, it meant his cock was forcing another guttural moan from her lips. She couldn't hide it anymore. Her body had relented long before then. All that was left was her will. Rachelle accepted her new reality.
She not only loved ... she wanted ... needed his black cock inside her.
His sweat became her sweat as it rained from his chest and face. He raised up, pinning a leg on one of his broad shoulders and licked her ankle. Electric current flowed from her foot, to her thighs, right to the heart of her pussy. She spasmed underneath him, tossing her head side to side with pure lust. Her leg trembled. Her eyes rolled upward and she convulsed into a full on body quake.
Her mouth flew open. "Oh fuck! Fuck! You're fucking the shit out of me!"
J.T. grunted and worked her steamy cunt like a full time job. Her body continued shuddering. What she assumed was one long prolonged orgasm, was actually several mini-eruptions one after the other. Another first.
She watched her tits jiggle as his fat fingers slid over her chest and pinched her nipples. She stared into the camera lens, moaning like a whore and more than willing to give Jamie whatever footage he desired.
Suddenly she felt something move above her. She looked up into a dripping snatch. Nisa had squatted over Rachelle's face, rubbing her swollen clitoris with a circular motion. Her honey blond public hairs were glistening with droplets of her juices. Overwhelmed, consumed with urges she couldn't explain, Rachelle reached up, clasped Nisa's thighs and lowered the girl's hot pussy onto her face.
Nisa moaned as Rachelle inserted her tongue and hungrily devoured her. Meanwhile, J.T.'s strokes had become more violent, making it hard to keep Nisa's pussy aligned with her tongue. Jamie kept alternating camera shots between the brutal fucking taking place between her thighs and the hot tongue lashing she was delivering to Nisa. She also noticed that only one hand was on his camera. The other was groping the growing bulge beneath his cargo shorts.
Ares stood off to the side, stroking his manhood back to full mast. They were using her body like a piece of meat, and all she could do was hang on for the ride. She lapped Nisa's juices like a madwoman until the girl shrieked and flooded her face with appreciation. While Nisa moaned through the aftermath, a hard cock slid under the girl's pussy and above Rachelle's greedy tongue. She licked the length of Jamie's pole before engulfing him with her mouth. He was average compared to the other cocks in the room, but rock hard. It felt like she was sucking a broom handle.
Jamie pulled his cock out of her mouth and slid a few inches inside Nisa's pussy. She humped him for a few seconds before Jamie pulled out and jammed his pole back in Rachelle's mouth. He alternated between their holes for a while before finally, his body stiffened.
"Ah ... ahhh!"
After a couple of quick jerks on his cock, his face tightened and he hosed a stream of jizz across Rachelle's face. He stumbled back a few steps before catching his balance.
"Holy fuck," he said, as Rachelle cleaned him off.
She was surprised to see he still had a firm grip on the camera after spewing his load so hard. But he stood above her, back in director mode and capturing everything. By that time, both of Rachelle's legs were on J.T.'s shoulders and he'd lifted her ass off the couch. This caused her cheeks to jiggle wildly, as his hips slapped against her raised bubble-butt with a rapid-fire frenzy. She moaned and thrashed on the couch, clutching one of Nisa's ankles as J.T. abused her cunt. She threw her head back just in time to take a milky cum shot from Ares. He didn't shoot nearly as much as he did the first time, but it was still an impressive load.
Seeing Jamie and Ares super-soaking her face with spunk must have pushed J.T. over the edge. He dropped her back to the couch and climbed over her upper body until he was straddling her chest, his chubby cock inches from her chin. He lined up, pumped his thick sausage a couple of times and threw his head back.
"Fu-fuck yeah ... here we go, slut. Uhh-uhhhhh!!"
He unloaded thick ropes of goo over her tits, neck and face. Spurt after spurt streamed across her field of vision. Rachelle was sure one of his sticky blasts had to have shot completely over her and landed on Nisa.
Her face and upper body drenched with cum, Rachelle scooped as much she could with her fingers and licked them clean. Nisa surprised her by leaning down for a jizz kiss. They sucked each other's tongues passionately as Jamie moved in tight for the shot. She was right. J.T.'s load had reached Nisa's face. Rachelle wasted no time licking it off like a kitten lapping a bowl of milk. They continued kissing and caressing each other, while the men watched. Rachelle had never been more turned on in her life.



"Cut!" Jamie yelled. "Good job."
Rachelle had almost forgotten that she was shooting a scene.
"Oh my god," Nisa said, smiling. "That was like, so fuckin' intense."
Rachelle turned to Jamie. "You can't use that."
He sat on the floor, panting. "Are you kidding? That was by far the best scene of your career. I can't wait to upload it."
Rachelle noticed he was still filming. "You planned this didn't you? All of it. Even now. All of this footage is going in, isn't it?"
Jamie smiled. "It's for my new series—'Make Her Break Her: Pornstar Taboos'."
Again Rachelle's tears flowed. "Why? Why would you do this to me?"
"Because when I started in this business, I looked around and saw a lot of girls with a bunch of silly hang ups about what they won't do. I can understand not wanting to be urinated on, defecation or something crazy like bestiality, but some of you won't even do anal. Hell, you wouldn't even fuck a black guy. Can't you see how absurd that is? You're a porn star."
"It's my business!" Rachelle cried.
"Your business is arousal," he said. "And your consumer base wants this. Supply has to answer demand in order to survive."
Rachelle stood. "Fuck you. I swear, if you post that footage, I will sue you and file criminal charges for kidnapping and rape. All you'll be doing is providing the prosecution with evidence."
Jamie laughed. The others joined in.
"Listen to yourself, slut," J.T. said. "Who you think gon' believe you? You do this shit for a living."
"And you were screaming fuck me," Nisa added. "Not to mention the way you ate me out."
Rachelle flashed her a red glare. "Shut the fuck up, bitch. I can't believe you participated in this."
"We all participated, Rachelle. You included."
Rachelle sobbed. "It was against my will! You made me do it!"
J.T. tucked his cock back into his pants and faced Jamie. "Make sure you blur my face out of that shit, dog. I ain't no actor."
Rachelle faced him. "I'm going to the police. They'll still know it's you with all those tattoos."
J.T. glared at Jamie. "Turn off that camera, dog."
Jamie powered down. J.T. approached Rachelle. Frightened, she fell down and scooted backward on the couch.
"Look at me, slut," he said.
Rachelle couldn't look away.
"Do I look like the kind of person you wanna threaten?" he asked.
She shook her head.
"Then remember that before you go running them dick-suckin' lips," he said. "That plump ass of yours belongs to Backshotz now. And that's just the way it is. You fly straight, you get paid. You cross me, you gon' pay. You understand?"
Rachelle nodded. "I think I do."
"You think you do?" His face tightened. "You gon' have to do better than that."
"I-I understand. I won't say anything. I promise."
"Good." He reached in his pocket and retrieved a couple of stacks of hundred dollar bills. He tossed them at her as he walked away. "Go buy yourself a new dress."
Rachelle lifted the money from her cum-stained chest. There had to be at least three times the amount Jamie promised her. The gold-digger in her appreciated the tip, but the businesswoman focused on J.T.'s words.
Belonged.
He said she belonged to Backshotz Studios. She feared what he meant by that. She hadn't signed anything, but J.T. didn't seem like the kind of guy that relied on contracts to get what he wanted. She had to get out of there and clear her mind.
After a long, hot shower and some loner clothes from Nisa, Rachelle walked to her car. The sun was setting, but the humidity clung to her like a second skin. No way she was going near that pool. That was out. All she wanted to do was get as far away from that house as possible.
She sat in her car, trying to compose herself before driving away. Her phone chirped. It was a text from Kendrah.
KENDRAH: Hey babe. How'd the shoot go?
Tears flowed.
Rachelle tossed the phone on the passenger seat, shifted into drive and burned rubber in the driveway. She exited the gate, turned into the street and gunned the engine. Even as traffic whizzed past her windows, she understood that she couldn't run from what happened to her that day.
They'd taken her will.
She wondered what they'd try to take next.
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When my husband Rick suggested hosting a key party, I can't say I was 100% enthusiastic. In fact, I was quite nervous. We'd talked about the swinging lifestyle before, even explored a few couple's profiles online, but it all seemed too risky. It wasn't until my married best friend brought it up during after-dinner drinks at my home, that we saw a real opening.
"Are you telling me you guys never thought about it?" Donna asked.
Rick and I looked at each other. I wasn't sure he was going to spill the beans so I spoke up. "We thought about it, but there are some weird people out there."
It was at that moment that I noticed the smile on Donna's face and the devilish way she kept glancing at my husband. Her husband Mark was apparently in the same mindset, as I caught him staring at my chest a few times. I almost thought I caught him winking, but it could have been my imagination.
Eventually, Donna mentioned that they'd discussed the possibility of swinging with another couple we hung out with—Byron and Tiffany. As soon as she mentioned Byron, I have to admit, I felt a little tingle in my panties. He was a tall slice of man with smoldering eyes and a toned physique. I'd rubbed out more than a few while fantasizing of him climbing between my legs and plowing me through the mattress. While Mark wasn't too bad to look at and I was sure I could do him if I had to, I'd tackle Byron before he could undo the first loop on his belt.
"So it's all set then?" Donna's voice startled me out of my daydream.
"What?" I asked. "What's all set?"
She rolled her eyes and grinned. "Jesus Nicole! Haven't you been paying attention? The key party! Rick said you guys would host it next Friday."
I looked at Rick. He shrugged and reached over to pat me on the leg. "It'll be fine," he said.
"So what do you do at key parties?" I asked. "How does it work?"
"From my understanding, it's just like a regular dinner party or gathering," Donna said. "Except afterwards, the men put their car keys in a bowl and the women reach in. Whoever's key the woman picks, that's who she goes home with."
"Well what if I pick Rick's?" I asked.
"Then I guess you stay with your husband."
"Oh no," Mark said. "We're not having that. If we're really doing this, we have to employ the 'No Wife' rule. You pick your spouse, you go again."
"So it's the four of us, plus Byron and Tiff?" I asked.
"That's the plan," Rick said.
"That's all it better be," Donna said while taking a sip of wine. "Whatever you do, don't tell fuckin' Sandra and Gerry. If I pulled that asshole's keys out of the bowl, I think I'd kill myself."
"He's not that bad," Mark said.
"Then you can fuck' him and I'll go home with the woman who pulls your keys."
"Seriously?" I said. "You'd rather 'lez out' than fuck Gerry?"
"Not only would I make out with a chick, I'd spend the weekend as community property in a Serbian woman's prison before I let that creep touch me."
We all laughed. I understood where she was coming from. Gerry was a slimy, balding, pot-bellied salesman, yet in his mind, he was the second coming of George Clooney. He was always flirting or making lewd comments toward me or Donna whenever his wife wasn't looking. The way he looked at me, those creepy eyes scanning my entire body, made my skin crawl.
"Now wait a minute," Mark said. "Sandra's not too bad on the eyes. I don't think it's fair to exclude her because her husband's an asshole. I mean, no disrespect, but Tiffany's put on a little weight, yet I know both of you wouldn't mind giving Byron a go."
"And how do you know?" Donna asked.
"I see the way the two of you act around him. Admit it, you'd tag team him if you could."
Maybe it was the wine, but an image of me and Donna taking turns slurping Byron's cock flashed through my mind. It didn't help that Donna had already planted the seed that she might be down to hook up with a woman. I tried not to tip my hand, folding my legs in an attempt to calm the growing heat between my thighs. My movement brought Mark's eyes to my legs. His lips parted slightly. Aware of the cock-daggers shooting out of his eyes, I raised my glass and angled away from his line of sight.
"Well, Rick?" Donna asked. "What say you? Gerry and Sandra? In or out?"
I wanted so desperately to hear him say, 'fuck no', but I knew he wouldn't want to miss out on a chance to fuck Sandra. Even if she hadn't been a sex-kitten brunette with a delicious rack, the woman had a way of carrying herself that made you want to fuck her. Hell, there were times when I caught myself daydreaming about hooking up with her. I couldn't pin-point it. I think it was the contrast in personality. She had just enough vulnerability to make you think she'd feel everything you did to her and just enough arrogance to make you want to tame her.
"I'm sort of a 'the more the merrier' kind of guy," Rick said. "More choices, more variety. Otherwise, we could just pair off tonight."
I caught a bit of twinkle in Mark's eyes as he flashed a grin behind Rick's comment. There was no way I was getting into anything that night. Yet, without trying to, my gaze went to his crotch. I wondered what level of stiffness was stirring underneath those slacks. I could almost see the blood being sucked out of his brain and re-directed to his lower regions.
"What about you Nicole? You okay with Gerry and Sandra?"
I rolled my eyes. "No." Everyone burst out in laughter. "But, if everyone else is in ... I guess I can endure one night of anything ... ugh ... even Gerry."
"That's the spirit." Donna mocked me with a fake cheerleader smile and a less than enthusiastic fist-pump.
I realized that I'd just agreed to fuck another man besides my husband. I did the math. Three choices. My first choice would be Byron. Next would be Mark. Although I wasn't sure sleeping with my best friend's husband would be ideal, I'd much rather risk a little awkwardness with Donna than have to end up with Gerry. So all told, I had a 33.3% chance of being really pleased with the outcome. A 33.3% chance of being somewhat pleased, but a little uneasy. And a 33.3% chance of being utterly disgusted. I decided I would have to be a big girl and live with the outcome. Unless I got Gerry. If I ended up with his keys, I'd have to weasel out of it somehow.
At the end of the night, we walked our guests to the door. Donna gave me a peck on the cheek then moved over to Rick. Mark slid in for what I thought was an innocent hug. He wrapped his arms around my waist and as he kissed the most sensitive area of my neck, his right hand slid down to my ass and gave my cheek a subtle squeeze. I looked over to see if Rick had noticed, but he was too busy letting Donna hump and grind his leg. It was official. If we were up for it, our friends would have fucked us that night.
Thankfully, Rick didn't take the bait and we waved goodbye to them from our doorway. As they pulled away into the street, I felt Rick's fingers crawling up my abdomen. In a second, his tongue was in my ear, my breasts were being mauled and my dress was being unzipped from behind. I reached behind me, surprised to feel his naked cock, hard as a steel beam and ready to play.
My dress hit the floor. I closed the door as Rick slid my panties to the side and pushed his way inside my wet slit. It wasn't long before my body was jerking forward with each pump. I felt the jiggle in my ass every time he pulled back and slammed back inside me, each thrust a little harder than before. My mouth fell open and a moan escaped. This seemed to encourage him to drill deeper. His cock felt larger and more rigid than ever, no doubt a result of our discussion with Donna and Mark.
He held me tight at the waist, his breath streaming across my neck each time he rammed into me and I felt a quivering little precursor to an orgasm building between my thighs. I bit my wrist and closed my eyes, wondering where Rick had been hiding this type of passion. We were a long way from our usual missionary session after watching Jimmy Fallon. This was violent, almost hate-fucking and I loved every second of the intrusion. He was nailing me like property and my suspicion was confirmed when he whispered "slut" in my ear.
That was all the encouragement my pussy needed. I locked into a frozen 'fuck-me' pose and rode the wave all the way to shore. The 'smack' sound of his thighs slapping against my ass was so primal, so reckless, I wanted to be his in that way for the rest of my days. I felt owned and even the feminist within me didn't object to my husband's claim on my body.
Rick grunted with every thrust. I thought he was going to drive me through the door and out on the front lawn. The way he was pounding me, he probably would have just mounted me from behind and continued power-fucking me on the grass while our neighbors cheered him on. He was an animal, a side I hadn't seen ... ever. He picked up steam and my moans became screams. I clawed the surface of the door. Rick lifted my leg and my body became one taut, clinched muscle. I yelled his name. Again, he replied with the word 'slut'. I coated his cock with my juices and he blasted a year's worth of cum inside me.
He held me against the door, pressing his softening cock as far up inside me as he could, while his seed mixed with my wetness and trickled down the inside of my thigh. He kissed my neck. "How was that?"
"How do you think?" I whispered. We were both panting like puppies.
"You were asking for it," he said, sliding his cock out of me and releasing my leg. I could barely stand. I lost my balance and fell back against his chest.
"Is that why you were calling me a slut?" I asked. I spun around and he cradled the back of my neck, bringing me in for the deepest, most passionate kiss we'd shared in years.
When our lips parted, he held me close. "You liked it?"
I smiled. "Loved it."
"I figured you would. I saw the way you were letting Mark grope your ass."
"Hey!" I punched his chest. "He caught me off guard. I was expecting a simple hug and next thing I knew, he had a handful." I raised my brow. "I noticed you didn't step in to do anything about it."
He grinned. "You seemed to be enjoying yourself."
I gave his cock a gentle squeeze. "I think there was another reason. I saw what Donna was doing."
"Okay," he said with a chuckle. "Then I guess we're both sluts."
The rest of the week went by in a blur—a blur of Rick's cock entering me from every angle we could think of. We were like two teenagers sneaking around while the parents were out of town. Every chance we got to go after each other, we did. I didn't matter whether it was the bedroom, the shower or the kitchen. It was clear that the thought of swinging had rejuvenated our love life. In fact, I wasn't even sure 'rejuvenated' was the right word. We weren't recapturing passion that we'd somehow allowed to fade. We were discovering our sexual bond for the first time—making an honest brand of love, with no inhibition or reservation. We talked, communicated what we needed and we didn't fear judgment. As the week went on, I began to wonder if we really needed to go through with the key party at all. The whole point was to kick-start our sex life. We'd done that and then some.
Yet, Friday loomed and that morning, Rick reminded me of our commitment as he playfully flicked his tongue over my clit.
"You remember what tonight is?" He asked between my moans.
"You ... you really wanna ... oooh ... go through with it?" I purred like a naughty kitten.
He slurped my flowing juices. "We promised."
"I know," I replied, gasping at his attentiveness. "But things ... are so good now. Maybe ... maybe ..."
He lifted his head from my snatch and cradled his meat in his hand. The head was deep purple and appeared to be trembling with hardness. "Maybe?"
"I just think—ahh ... aaahhh..."
He plowed into me with blatant disregard for my reply. Before I knew it, my legs were resting on his shoulders and my ankles crossed behind his neck. His hips flexed and drove downward faster and faster, each time reaching depths within me that had gone neglected for years. He leaned down to kiss me, pinning my legs over my head and I reached up, wrapping my arms around his neck. My pussy was wide open, prone for entry and he took full advantage, plowing straight down into my hole. After each entry, my ass bounced off the mattress, meeting his relentless thrusts each time. My head bobbled as if I had no neck. I was in fuck heaven.
Rick sped up his rhythm, grunted and I knew he was close to release. I clutched him tighter, clawing the base of his skull, urging him to go deeper. The headboard was on the verge of knocking out our bedroom wall as he rode me like bucking horse. I felt my own climax stirring and prayed that Rick would hold back long enough to bring me over. No such luck. He tensed, stiffening out like a board and spewing his cum inside me. To my surprise, his release triggered a spasm of my own.
"Aghhh!" I arched my back and shivered through a pussy-quaking orgasm. As he lay on top of me, panting, I fought to catch my bearings. We'd never come together before. In fact, I thought the whole idea of it was just a myth fueled by romance novels and those soft core porn movies on Cinemax. I was pleasantly surprised to learn I'd been mistaken.
My legs spread apart and flopped to the mattress. Rick rested on top of me, breathing heavily in my ear. "So about tonight?"
It was clear we'd reached a point of no return. In that moment, I was willing to grant any request. If we were in a biker bar and he told me to fuck every man in the room, I would have stripped down and laid flat out on the pool table. If we were in church and he asked me for a blowjob, I would have been on my knees before first sermon. The key party was a given. I'd had reservations about jealousies and awkwardness afterwards, but I was convinced that nothing could come between the sexual bond we'd found. We were on a runaway train, blazing across tracks of uninhibited discovery. If the next station stop was in the arms of other partners, so be it.
I pulled him close and whispered in his ear. "Tonight, your slut wife is throwing a party. Don't be late."
"Wouldn't miss it," he said.
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That night, our guests arrived as scheduled. There was an unmistakable anxiety in the air and a mischievous twinkle in every eye. The butterflies were doing jumping jacks in my stomach as I greeted each couple at the door. Donna strode in wearing a form-fitting, tan mini-dress. The first thing I noticed after she pecked my cheek and walked by, was the faint outline of a dark colored thong splitting the middle of her perfect bubble of an ass. Rick seemed to notice it as well, as he gave her a hug and scanned her backside with a raised eyebrow.
I'd chosen to go somewhat conservative, sporting an earth green tank which left a little midriff exposed and my favorite pair of curve-flattering denims. The top was cut low enough to expose my cleavage without putting too much on display, as I'd decided to go for more of a 'sex-kitten' look as opposed to 'slut puppy'. Judging by the glazed lust in Mark's eyes, I'd picked well.
Byron and Tiffany arrived next. I was surprised to see she'd chosen to wear a school girl uniform, complete with a short plaid skirt, knee-high white socks, buttoned up white blouse and black tie. Topping off the look, was a red, candy blow-pop, which she sucked between her lips and slowly removed to the delight of the guys.
"Well look at you," Donna remarked, toasting her with a glass of wine.
"Well, I thought I'd go all out and get into character," Tiffany replied then did a quick spin. "You like?"
Mark and Rick looked at each other with devilish grins.
"Uhh ... that would be a 'definite' on the 'like'," Rick said.
Mark stuck two thumbs in the air. "Three thumbs up!"
"Where's the third thumb?" Tiffany asked, probably full aware of the answer.
Mark glanced at his crotch. "It's coming." He flashed her a wicked smile which she returned.
Though chubby, Tiffany had a knack for wearing clothing that complimented her figure and her uniform was hitting all the right marks. Her impressive rack jutted out from under her tight shirt, with the buttons desperately clinging for dear life. Her thick legs propped her ass up nicely under the skirt, which I was sure hid a naughty pair of panties underneath.
But I'd moved on, focusing my attention on her husband Byron. His tight black shirt showed off his muscled chest and flat abs. I'd wanted to take a bite out of him from the moment he entered the living room and his musky cologne wafted under my nose. He leaned in for a hug, and placed a kiss on the base of my neck, sending a current directly between my thighs. It took everything within me to keep from reaching in his pocket, fishing around for his keys and bounding off to his car right then.
Last to arrive was Gerry and Sandra. For the guys, it was the moment they were waiting for. For me and the other women, it was pure dread.
"Well, well, well." Gerry walked in with a cocky stride and an unlit cigar clenched in his teeth. "The gang's all here I see."
Double fuck me. It appeared that he'd taken extra steps to appear more gross than usual. Gerry stepped inside wearing a faded t-shirt which looked one spaghetti stain away from being a Jackson Pollack painting. A pair of slouchy jean shorts over his stubby, hairy legs completed the ensemble. As he walked toward me, his beer gut jiggled over his belt and my own stomach churned with queasiness. He reached behind me and yanked me into a bear hug, rubbing his thick fingers up and down the small of my back. If it weren't for the prospect of Byron, I would have called the whole thing off then and there.
When he leaned in, bringing his fat, balding head close to mine, I thought he was going for a kiss, so I angled my face to the side.
He clutched me tighter and whispered into my ear. "I can't wait to see where you end up."
I smiled nervously and twisted out of his grip. His hand grazed the top of my ass as he slid away and went over to greet the others. That left me face-to-face with the prize of the night. How that slime-ball managed to land a woman as hot as Sandra, was a mystery beyond rational theory. Mark suspected she was in it for the money, as Gerry owned several successful car dealerships and a real estate office, but there had to be something more. Sandra was a certified fox—six feet tall in heels, perfect cheekbones, full lips, 'fuck-me' hazel eyes and treacherous curves from every angle.
That night, she'd chosen a wicked pair of heeled, black leather boots, dark blue jeans that looked like they'd been painted on her voluptuous thighs and a V-neck, sleeveless leather top, with her milky, double-D tits threatening to spill out over the 'V'. I hadn't been with a chick since junior year in college, but on a dare, I would have strapped on a dildo, put her ankles in the air and pounded her sexy ass right through my living room carpet.
Earlier that day, Rick and I had moved the sofa and loveseat from the den into our spacious living room. That gave us a total of two sofas and two love seats for seating. More than enough room for all four couples to get comfortable and cozy. Everyone took their seats and my first 'Key Party' was officially on.
After some appetizers, a little wine and off-color comments, Rick suggested that we establish the rules for the night's big event.
"First of all, I think we need to make sure that everyone's comfortable with this before we get started," he said. "If anyone is having second thoughts, now's the time."
Naturally, Gerry was the first one to speak up. "I'm all in," he said, smiling in my direction. "All the way in."
Sandra nodded, followed by everyone else. I was the last to speak and all eyes were on me.
I swallowed a sip of wine and cleared my throat. "Rick and I have talked about it, and as long as it's okay with everyone else, I'm good."
"Then I propose a toast." Gerry held up his glass. "To good friends ... becoming good fucks."
As everyone else laughed and held up their glasses, Gerry winked at me and guzzled his wine. I watched his Adam's apple flex under his fat neck and cringed.
"Guys," Donna placed her glass on the coffee table and adjusted the hem of her mini. "I just wanted to throw out a suggestion if I may."
"By all means," Rick said, his eyes brimming with curiosity.
"Well, I was wondering if it would be okay to start things off here before we leave with our guys. I mean, it's always been a fantasy of mine to watch Mark with another woman and I think it might put some of my more insecure thoughts at ease."
"Yeah, but what if he doesn't want to watch you getting it on with another guy?" Byron added.
"We discussed it," Mark said. "I'm comfortable as long as she is."
"I totally get it," Tiffany said. "It would probably feel less like infidelity if I have a real image instead of having to imagine what Byron was doing."
Rick surprised me by saying, "I'm okay with whatever everyone else wants to do."
Gerry grinned. "You sure you're okay with seeing another man's fat cock drilling your pretty little wife silly?" He turned his head toward me with a sinister glare.
"She's getting another man's cock tonight whether he sees it or not," Sandra said. "Besides, the whole point of this is to let go of inhibition right?"
"As long as none of you guys are trying to punch me in the face while I'm doing my thing, I'm game." Byron said.
"So we're all in agreement?" Donna stared around the room. "We have an appetizer here before heading off for the main course?"
Everyone nodded in unison, except for me of course. Once again, all eyes were on me. Rick reached over and placed his hand on my thigh. As my heart thumped in my chest, I found the strength after a gulp of wine to give a weak nod.
While they continued with the small talk and finished the rest of my finger food entrees, I slipped off to the kitchen to get a fresh bottle of wine. As I worked the corkscrew to no avail, Donna came up behind me and grabbed the bottle.
"Let me help you with that," she said.
I snatched it back. "I think you've helped enough," I said, finally managing to make a groove and pry the cork loose.
"Geez. What's up your ass?"
I faced her. "What were you thinking? Suggesting an orgy at my house? That wasn't part of the deal."
"Believe it or not, I was thinking about us," she said.
"I find that hard to believe." I glanced at the door to make sure no one was coming. "It's one thing to know Rick and I are sleeping with other partners tonight. It's another to have to watch it."
She placed her hands on her hips. "Kiddo, let me break it down for you. Out of the four women here, one of us is gonna end up with Gerry. No way around that. And thanks to that fuckin' 'No Wife' rule"—she rolled her eyes—"there's a two out of three chance it's gonna be me or you that craps out tonight. So I figure, it makes sense to see what kind of slimy, repugnant mess we might be getting into before we go home with the bastard."
"I still don't see your logic."
"Think about it," she said. "If he whips out a three-inch chubby and can't get it up or you just can't go through with it because he's too disgusting, you can call it off in the safety of your own home. Maybe things get too awkward and everyone realizes it was a bad idea. No harm no foul. But if you're already at his house ..."
"Shit could get really awkward."
"Exactly. You'd probably feel obligated to at least spend the night and he'd be pestering you for a sympathy blowjob. Fuckin' nightmare scenario if you ask me. I know guys like Gerry. All talk. Chances are, once he sees all the other stiff cocks he has to compete with, he'll be too ashamed of his own nub to make wood."
"I see you've given this a lot of thought."
"You know me," she said, with a pronounced wink. "I'm always planning ahead."
That was true. Donna rarely left anything to chance. Still, there was one thing left bothering me.
"Donna, suppose you end up with Rick or I end up with Mark. Are you seriously okay with that?"
She placed her hands on my shoulders. "Look at me. I think it's clear we're both hoping for Byron. But if that doesn't happen for you, I want you to get Mark. Not just because Gerry's fuckin' disgusting, but because I know he's a great lover. You're my friend and I just wanna be sure you're going to have a good time tonight regardless."
"Thanks," I said. "And I know Rick would love to get under your dress tonight."
She scoffed. "Oh please. We both know the guys have already painted a target on Sandra's pussy. I'll be surprised if she isn't spread eagle on the coffee table taking cock at both ends when we go back in there."
"Could you blame them?" I said. "Hell, I'd probably get in line."
She tilted her head back in mock surprise. "Are you serious?"
I chuckled. "What can I say? The girl can work a pair of jeans."
"See, it hurts my feelings to think that out of all of us, Sandra would be your first choice to go 'dyke-night' with."
She followed her remark by reaching around and giving my ass a playful squeeze. As we stood there, our faces inches apart, there was a look of unspoken invitation in her eyes, but I was prepared to dismiss it as harmless flirtation between old friends. To the best of my knowledge, Donna had never been with a woman before, though she often joked about it. Yet, I couldn't deny the effect the urgency in her eyes was having on my imagination or the fact that her hand was still holding a firm chunk of my ass.
Overwhelmed with awkwardness, I took a step backwards. She responded with two bold steps forward.
"Donna I ... ummph ..." My words were cut off by her lips pressing against my own. Though caught off guard, I didn't resist when her tongue skillfully licked my lips apart, wedging an opening before darting inside my mouth. Under assault, I balanced the open wine bottle on the counter making sure I didn't send it crashing to the floor. Donna slipped a hand between my thighs, rubbing my rapidly warming mound and I gasped, opening my thighs to allow her access. Her kisses devoured my neck and as I positioned myself to reciprocate, I caught a glimpse of someone standing to my right.
"I was just checking to see if you needed some help," Rick said with a lusty smile. "But I see you're in good hands."
Donna giggled like a kid with a hand in the cookie jar, but that didn't stop her from massaging my hot pussy through the denim fabric. "We were just having some ole-fashioned girl talk," she said, continuing to work her hand back and forth. "Right, Nicole?"
I could only manage a faint whimper and a nod in my husband's direction.
His gaze fixed on Donna's hand probing between my thighs. "Well one day, you'll have to bring me up to speed on that conversation," he said. "But for now, we've got guests. I think everyone's ready to start."
Donna relented in her attack and I managed to catch a breath. "Okay," I said. "We'll be right in."
Rick left the kitchen and I turned to Donna. She bit her lip with a grin. "You okay?" she asked.
"Yeah," I said. "What was that about?"
"Ummm ... curiosity gone wild I guess. Or maybe I'm just caught up in the spirit of the evening."
I turned around and grabbed the wine bottle. "Well, I guess we should get out there before they all come looking for us."
"Yeah," she said. "Let's get this over with."
As I headed for the living room, she gave my ass another quick squeeze. I glanced over my shoulder and was met with a lusty grin.
Once in the living room, I saw Rick standing in the center of the floor, holding one of my leftover Macy's shopping bags. He smiled when he saw me and Donna enter the room.
"Good," he said. "Guess we're ready to begin. Ladies, each of your husbands have placed their car keys in this bag. I have attached a string with a paper name tag to each key. When you reach inside, you are to grab the tag and pull out a key. Whatever name is on the tag, that's the person you'll be spending the evening with. Any questions?"
"What if I pull my husband's key?" Tiffany asked.
"Way ahead of you. When each of you take a turn, your husband's key, if it hasn't already been picked, will be removed from the bag ahead of time."
"It's called the 'No Wife' rule," Mark said, rubbing his hands together with anticipation. "The only way to really do this, is if everybody's doing it. No escape clauses."
"Easy now, Cowboy," Donna replied. "You're sounding a little too enthusiastic about not having to go home with your wife."
Mark grinned and offered a weak shrug. "Just going with the flow, babe."
"Uh huh." Donna held two fingers up to her eyes then turned them around, pointing them toward her husband, and mouthing the words, "I'm watching you."
Rick peered around the room. "Okay ladies, who's first?"
Tiffany bounded to the middle of the room. "Let's do this!"
The others cheered as Rick removed Byron's key and held out the bag for Tiffany. With one hand over her eyes, she reached inside and fished out a key. She spread her fingers a little to sneak a peek as Rick leaned over to read the name.
Please be Gerry. Please be Gerry. Please be—
"And the winner is ... Mark!" Rick said, with theatrical flair. "Step up my man and claim your prize."
Dammit!
Tiffany was officially out of the Gerry sweepstakes. That meant either me or Donna would end up with that fat slob for the night. We glanced at each other. She shook her head slightly and gave a weak chuckle of defeat. I on the other hand, was on the verge of a panic attack.
Mark walked over and embraced Tiffany, treating us all to an impromptu 'bump and grind' dance as she brought her hand to her mouth and giggled sheepishly. She looked like a naughty teenaged girl about to bend over for a paddling in the principal's office—perfectly playing the role her suggestive little prep-school outfit warranted. Mark dragged her back to his seat and she sat across his lap, sucking and swirling her tongue around her shiny red lollipop. I had to hand it to her. The woman was in full character.
"Well, that leaves three," Rick said. "Who's next?"
Sandra, Donna and I stared at each other, waiting to see who would jump up first.
"Oh, now. Don't be shy," Gerry said. "Plenty of cock to go around."
I shuddered at his comment. As much as I wanted to get it over with, I dreaded reaching in that bag and picking his name. If I was to end up with him, so be it, but it couldn't be by my own hand. Somehow, that would be worse.
"Fuck it. I'll go." Sandra stood and walked over to Rick. Mark was already picked, so that left Byron, Gerry and Rick. She couldn't pick her husband, so Rick removed Gerry's key and held out the bag. If she picked Byron, the suspense would be over. That would leave only Rick and Gerry. Since Rick was my husband, I'd be stuck with Gerry by default.
Sandra dove inside the bag and handed the key to Rick without looking. Rick looked at the tag then glanced in my direction. I felt an uneasy twinge in my gut as soon as his eyes met mine.
"And the winner is ... me!" he said.
I exhaled in relief and choked down the rest of my wine before re-filling it to the top. At that point, I was ready to ditch the glass and turn up the bottle.
Sandra wrapped her arms around Rick and turned to Gerry. "Sorry baby," she said, and proceeded to lock lips with my husband for what felt like two decades. He reached around and groped her ass as she probed his mouth. I felt pangs of jealousy, but wasn't sure which of them was the target. Part of me wanted my ass to be the one getting mauled by my husband's fingers. However, after having been primed by Donna earlier, I was feeling a tad intrigued about some girl-girl action. Watching Sandra tongue my husband, I wouldn't have minded trading places with him. I sighed as I remembered that option wasn't on the table—not that night anyway.
All I could do was focus on the silver lining. By process of elimination, my odds of landing Byron had gone from 33.3% to 50%. Of course that also meant I had a 50% chance of landing Gerry. I swallowed another gulp of wine and waited for Rick to untangle himself from his new lover, long enough to continue.
"Hey!" Gerry said. "Enough of that. Get back to the program!"
Again I shuddered. Fifty-fifty. Either I was getting the man I'd had serious 'fuck-fantasies' about for years or I was getting a one-way ticket to a nightmare of legendary proportions. I looked at Donna and shrugged. As much as I loved the girl, I was hoping she picked Gerry. At that point, it wasn't about friendship. It was about being able to stomach the rest of the night. Normally I wouldn't wish that bastard on anybody, but better her than me.
She stared blankly in my direction for a few seconds. We both knew what was at stake. One of us was getting lucky. The other was getting fucked—and not in a good way.
"Two ladies left," Rick said, as Sandra stood behind him and slid her hands over his chest.
Donna looked at me and nodded for me to go. I shook my head. I still couldn't face the prospect of actually picking Gerry's key.
"Well?" Rick asked. "Who's it gonna be?"
"It's your party, Nicole," Donna said. "I'll let you pick."
"You're my guest," I replied. "You go ahead."
"For the love of ..." Mark said. "Just get it over with, Donna."
Donna stood. "Very well."
She walked over to Rick and he presented the bag.
"Shake it up first," Donna said.
Rick smiled and tossed the bag around for a few seconds then offered it to her again.
"Here goes nothing," she said and reached inside the bag.
My heart was thumping like a bass drum in a marching band. She didn't help by slowly pulling the key out of the bag, drawing out the suspense. After what seemed like an eternity, she removed the key and tossed it to Rick. He fumbled before dropping it to the floor.



Fuck. More drama.
When Rick reached over to pick up the key, Sandra gave him a hard smack on his ass and licked her lips, causing Rick to again drop the key.
"C'mon dude!" Mark said.
As much as I was dreading the outcome, I agreed. I needed to know my fate and Rick was pissing me off. Finally, my husband stood up and examined the key. I couldn't remember ever being more nervous in my entire life.
"And the winner is ... Byron!"
Shit.
Donna let out a quick sigh of relief then caught herself when she saw me watching. I couldn't blame her. I would have done the exact same thing if I'd won. Hell, I probably would have done a cartwheel into a somersault right in the living room. But it wasn't to be. She got her prize stud, which of course left me with ...
Gerry.
"Oh God no." Though I'd planned to only think those words, before I knew it, I'd actually allowed them to escape my lips. Maybe low enough so that no one heard, but I was sure the disgust was written on my face.
"Okay," Rick said. "I guess we're all set."
I searched his eyes for any sign of sympathy for my situation, but before I could get a read, his head tilted back and he moaned with pleasure. I looked down and found the source. Sandra's hand was inside his pants, massaging his cock.
Meanwhile, Tiffany sat on Mark's lap, her ample ass writhing back and forth as his fingers had found their way under her skirt. In addition, his mouth was clamped down over her exposed right breast as she cupped the back of his head, pressing him flush against her cleavage.
Damn.
They weren't waiting for a starter pistol. The horses were out of the gates. As Donna strutted over to Byron in catwalk fashion and sat next to him, I slowly turned toward Gerry. He was sitting there after having lit his cigar, his fat thighs spread wide with glee.
"I'm waiting for ya' darling," he said, patting his leg. "Come have a seat with ole' Gerry."
Damn. If it wasn't bad enough to have to think about sleeping with him, that 'ole Gerry' comment raised his 'creep' level to new heights.
I stood, despite my buckling knees and nausea. As I summoned the courage to take a step in his direction, he blew out a circle of smoke which settled over his comb-over like a halo before fading away.
I thought back to Donna's remarks about him not being able to get it up and hoped like hell she was on to something. I peeked back to see if she was watching out of her own curiosity but she had other things to attend to—mainly, sliding her hands over Byron's chiseled abs as they hungrily sucked each other's mouths like teenagers after prom.
After a few more shaky steps, I was standing in front of Gerry. He scanned my body up and down with devious intent in his eyes. Avoiding the unwelcome invitation of his lap, I slid on the couch next to him. Not surprisingly, my ass landed on his open palm.
"That Rick is a lucky man," he said, as I shifted my weight off of his wiggling fingers.
He leaned in for a kiss and I turned slightly so that his lips landed on my cheek.
"I understand," he said. "You need a little warming up, that's all."
Warming up? I would have taken a flamethrower to the face if it meant getting away from him. I still couldn't believe that I ended up with stuck with that jerk. I turned to my husband and saw him sliding his pants to the floor. If his bobbing cock was any indication, I'd say he was pretty happy with the way things turned out.
Meanwhile, I had to deal with octopus hands crawling over my tits and between my thighs. No matter how I squirmed, he managed to find a suitable angle to reward his determination.
Fine. If this is what it is, I figured there was no sense wasting time. Eventually, it was gonna come to the moment of truth. Better to get it over with. Maybe I can give him a hand job for now and fake a headache when we got to his house.
I reached for his belt, but he pushed my hand away.
"Oh, not yet," he said with a suspect grin. "Save the best for later."
Ha. What a crock. Donna was probably right. He was intimidated by the cocks in the room. It was probably a three-inch chubby just like she said. That made me feel a little better, knowing he probably wouldn't be looking to take things too far for the time being.
While Gerry continued groping me, I did a quick weapons check around the room. Sandra was on her knees in front of my husband, her head bobbing up and down. Tiffany had straddled Mark's cock, riding him as he assaulted her tits. I couldn't get a clear picture of what Mark was packing as Tiffany still had on her little shirt, but judging by how far she was able to lift off of his thighs and still remain attached to his cock, I suspected he brought a nice piece of wood to the party.
That left me with Donna and Byron. I couldn't wait to see what that man had to offer. In my fantasies, it was always nine or ten, thick and juicy with a fat mushroom head. Imagine my surprise when I saw Donna's hand stroking up and down around a slender four inches. Five at best.
When she noticed me staring, she flashed me a quick eye roll of disappointment. Don't get me wrong. A solid five can do the job—if there's some girth and the guy knows how to use it, but we'd expected so much more. I saw the disappointment on her face as she lowered her head in his lap, probably hoping she could suck another two out of him.
"Don't judge a book by its cover eh?" Gerry whispered in my ear then nibbled the lobe. I recoiled in horror.
"What are you talking about?" I said, keeping my voice low.
"Don't pretend you weren't just checking out Byron's package. I know all of you girls wanted to go home with him."
"You don't know anyth—ah ... ahhh!"
The bastard pinched my nipple. After gently rubbing the pain away between his fingers, he leaned in close again. "Don't lie. You thought he was packing a foot-long. Fucker can barely fit on a bun."
Maybe it was the wine, but I couldn't help but release a slight chuckle at his comment. He was right. Byron wasn't at all what we were expecting. Donna was deep-throating him with ease and honestly, she looked bored.
No such problems with Rick. Sandra had stripped down to a black bra with matching thong panties, lying on her stomach with her ass jutting off my loveseat while my husband licked her out from behind. When I say 'licked her out', I'm not talking about some gentle flicking and teasing either. His tongue was flattened wide, gliding along her slit like he was savoring an ice-cream cone on a summer afternoon. With each taste, he went from the tip of her clit to top of her perfect rosebud of an anus. He'd never given me that much attention before.
Yet I found it hard to justify jealousy as I was being manhandled by Gerry's roaming fingers. By this time, my blouse was pulled up over my breasts. His fingers crawled behind me until he found my bra clasp, releasing it so fast, you would have thought he used scissors. With my tits free, he went to work massaging and kneading them with surprising skill. He bent low to take one nipple in his mouth then moved to the other one, kissing, licking, nibbling and leaving trails of hot saliva behind.
Again, maybe it was the wine or the sights and sounds taking place elsewhere in the room, but I found myself a little less repulsed by the thought of him each time he pressed his lips against my chest. I leaned back on the couch and he picked up on the subtle encouragement, sliding a hand under the waistband of my jeans.
"Mmm ... kinda warm in there," he said.
No shit. I wanted to tell him that it was Donna who'd revved me up and left the moisture behind, but he'd probably blurt it out to the room. He continued kissing my breasts then made his way downward, until I felt his breath blow across my stomach. Not the worst outcome. If he was half as decent at eating pussy as he was at sucking tit, I might be able to suffer through the night after all.
He unfastened my jeans and carefully tugged my zipper down, exposing the top of my red lace panties. His eyes glazed over as he licked his lips. I'd worn them in anticipation of Byron giving me that look, but that ship had sailed.
Speaking of Byron, I turned in Donna's direction to see what they were up to. Byron's head moved in a tight circle between her legs. Her head swayed from side to side as her hips rose off the couch. Well if nothing else, it seemed Byron could eat a good snatch.
"Pffft. Amateur," Gerry said, as he slid my jeans down my thighs.
He seemed eager and I had to admit to being curious. After throwing my jeans to the floor, he left my panties on and moved in for the kill. He had the look of a fat man grabbing his first plate at an all-you-can-eat buffet. I heard a yelp. I looked across from us and saw my husband entering Sandra from behind. Seconds later, her ass cheeks rippled from Rick's thunderous assault. The sound of his thighs slapping against hers in rapid fashion, made me a little sad that I didn't have a power-fucking of my own to look forward to that night.
"Give it to her, Rick!" Gerry said, sneaking a finger inside my cunt and producing a soft moan from my lips. "Thatta' boy! Ride her good!"
I was surprised he was that into seeing his wife get drilled by another man, but he seemed to not care at all. Even Mark paused his missionary pile-driver attack on Tiffany to shout out encouragement for my husband.
Meanwhile, Gerry had two fingers inside me and I was involuntarily riding his hand like a mechanical bull. Gerry noticed and smoothly added a third finger, while using his thumb to work my clit. I gasped. Damn that Donna. It was because of her that my body was begging for release. Gerry was just reaping the benefits. And he took full advantage, invading me at will, with no regard for what I may or may not have wanted. Instead, he reacted to my body, which had moved far beyond betrayal. My involuntary quivering and writhing gave all the consent that was needed.
Donna.
What was that bitch up to? I angled my head in her direction, catching a glimpse of her breasts pressed together under Byron's grip as she rode him reverse cowgirl. Her expression was somewhere between dutiful and annoyed. For Donna, sex was either spectacular or a waste of time. The dispassionate, basic, back and forth motion of her hips told a story echoed in the vacancy of her eyes. She was on auto-pilot.
She noticed me gawking and shook her head slightly. I could only respond with a silent, open mouth gasp, as Gerry's fingers hit a spot I wasn't ready for. Taking my attention away from my friend, I focused on the fat bastard kneeling between my thighs, flashing the wide, whiteness of a shit-eating grin.
Bastard.
I hated being under his control, but my body obviously disagreed with my futile efforts to rationalize the situation. No denying ... I was indeed under his control. And 'control' was obviously his mission. He leaned forward just enough for me to get a slight huff of his cigar-laden breath against my opening. Though a small thing, in a flash of a moment, it actually felt sort of nice. It was as if he knew exactly what to do and what effect it would have on my body. As much as that thought unnerved me, in a weird way, it also electrified me.
Gerry let out a grunt over his smile and inched forward, which of course meant his probing fingers eased deeper inside me. Before that night, I would have never thought a man's fingers could do so much to bring my pussy to the verge of detonation, but Gerry was obviously well skilled in the art of pussy play. It was an aspect I'd often wished Rick was more attentive to and with each deft wiggle, curl and twist of his fat knuckles, Gerry seemed to know he was taking me closer and closer to a point of sexual submission .
Submission. That was the one thing that prior to his handling of me, I would have found deplorable. Just the thought of it would have made me cringe. But at that point, the only thing the thought was doing was making me squirm.
Gerry's face moved closer. His hand slid over my thigh. I watched him, anticipating his next move, loathing the fact that I wanted him to continue, to be bolder. He seemed content to tease, as if his tongue was a privilege I hadn't earned.
"Oh, yes!"
I searched for the source of that cry of pleasure and saw Tiff in doggy-style position, clutching one of my throw pillows as her head jerked forward over and over. Mark stood behind her, two fistfuls of her plaid skirt bunched in his fingers, ramming his cock between her jiggling ass cheeks with violent force.
"Yes Mark! Ahh! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Mark obliged with a faster pace, driving deeper until her knees gave out and she flattened on the couch. Mark dropped on top of her and continued his attack. Tiff's eyes bulged, her mouth dropped open and she trembled with a full body spasm.
"Oh God!" She twisted out from under him, closing her eyes in the aftermath of her rippling orgasm.
Mark smiled and wiped the sweat from his brow, his impressive cock twitching at full attention. As I suspected, it was a true nine inches of man-meat. I felt even worse for Donna, seeing just how far she'd traded down for Byron. After her climax subsided, Tiff looked up with greedy eyes and reached for Mark's cock. She sucked him into her mouth and took the full length to the base before removing it and wrapping her plump tits around her new saliva coated blow-pop.
Mark pushed her back on the couch and straddled her chest, pumping away like a madman. His head tilted back and his eyes closed. I knew it wouldn't be long. With a groan and a gasp, he fired a rope of cum into the air, which landed as a sticky white line, perfectly dividing Tiff's naughty face in two halves. He followed that by grabbing his rod and jerking a series of rapid spurts over her tits, face and hair.
While I was busy thinking of ways to remove cum from the upholstery, I spotted Donna, observing from a distance as she lay on her side, with Byron spooning her from behind. Despite Byron's best efforts to get a reaction from her, she seemed more focused on her husband's cock and the glistening shower of cum Tiffany was licking off her lips.
Meanwhile, Gerry had built up a nice rhythm with his fingers and thumb, producing sloshy noises in my wet hole I'd never heard before. I wanted to grab the back of his fat head and push his face into my clit, but I couldn't give him the satisfaction. I knew what he was up to. He wanted me to give in. To want him. Despite the effect he was having on me, I was determined to hold on to some measure of dignity, even if it meant delaying the orgasm my body ached for.
I decided to get a progress report on my husband. I found him with his mouth pressed under Sandra's as she rode him chest to chest, rotating her lovely ass as he lifted his hips to slide his shimmering cock in and out of her. Gerry turned around and grinned at his wife.
"That's my girl," he said, wiggling his fingers and causing me to arch my back.
Sandra removed her tongue from Rick's mouth. "How am I looking, Honey?"
"Like you're one slice of bread from being a sandwich."
I guess I should have known what he was getting at, but I was too busy shifting and squirming in my seat to really allow his words to sink in. Being the fat slob he was, I wasn't surprised that he would describe sex with a food reference.
"Why don't you come over here and complete me?" she replied, reaching behind her and sinking a finger between her cheeks.
"I think that's against the rules, Honey," he said. "Plus, I've sorta got my hands full."
Sandra smiled and scanned the room. Mark was sitting next to Tiffany, as she stroked his softened cock.
"Don't look at me," he said with an exhausted sigh. "I'm gonna need a time out before I'm any good. Tiff wore me out."
"No offense," Tiff added, patting her swollen pussy lips. "But he's booked for the night."
Sandra turned to Donna, who at that point was lying on her back, with Byron preparing to enter her again.
"Mind if I borrow Byron for a second?" Sandra asked.
"Be my guest," Donna rolled to a sitting position so fast, I thought she was going to get dressed and leave.
Byron shrugged and looked at Donna. "You sure it's okay?"
"Absolutely," she said, quickly reaching for her wine glass.
Byron stood and walked over to Sandra. She grabbed his modest cock, her hand nearly hiding it from view, and placed it in her mouth. She pulled off and asked, "Got any lube in the house?"
Then it hit me. Gerry's 'sandwich' comment. Sandra was getting ready to take them both at the same time. One in her pussy. One in her ass. I'd seen double penetration in porn videos but I never imagined I'd ever get to see one up close. I was beyond intrigued.
"Bedroom, nightstand drawer," I managed between moans.
Donna shot up and bounded out of the living room as Sandra went back to working Byron's cock and riding my husband.
Gerry smiled. "This is gonna be good."
When Donna returned, she handed the small bottle of lube to Sandra and went back to her seat. Sandra poured a little in the palm of her hand and rubbed it up and down the short length of Byron's cock. He moaned. She then poured some on her fingers and worked them into the opening of her ass. She slapped Byron on the thigh and nodded. He walked around and climbed on the couch behind her. She flattened out on Rick's chest and arched her bubbly ass into the air. Byron lined up his cock at her anus and moved forward.
"Slow," Sandra said. Then she clutched Rick's neck and waited for the entry.
Byron inched forward, his cock slowly disappearing between the woman's cheeks. It was such an erotic sight, watching all of them react to every inch of the intrusion. Byron tucked his lips and sank into her ass. Sandra gripped Rick tighter and moaned. Even Rick seemed to react to having another cock added to the action, his eyes widening slightly as he slid his cock upward as well.
Once inside, Byron began a gentle rocking motion, working back and forth in unison with my husband. Sandra moaned deeply then bit Rick's shoulder.
"You okay, Honey?" Gerry's grin was ear to ear.
"Yes. God yes," she replied. "It feels ... amazing."
All eyes were glued. Whatever failings Byron had with Donna, he seemed to be more than making up for it with Sandra. He grabbed her hips and developed a nice pace, causing Sandra's cheeks to jiggle with each thrust.
She clawed the fabric of my sofa. "Ah ... ahhh ... faster, Byron. Don't hold back. Please. Fuck my tight ass. Please fuck it! Please!"
Byron obliged, drilling faster and harder. He may not have done any wonders for Donna's pussy, but Byron seemed to be the perfect size for Sandra's ass. With each pound and slap of his thighs against her bottom, he seemed to gain more confidence. He reached forward and grabbed Sandra's hair, fucking her faster and deeper.
"Oh yeah!" she said. "I love it! Pull my hair! Yeah! That's what I like! Just like that!"
Rick reached up and massaged her tits, as Sandra bucked back against the poles splitting her in half. I couldn't believe she was taking two cocks with such ease and enthusiasm. I allowed myself to become lost in her lust. Parts of me, wanted to be her. I wanted to know exactly what she was feeling.
Tiff walked past, on her way to the bathroom to clean the cum off her body. "Mind if I use the shower?" she asked.
"All yours," I replied, my eyes locked on Sandra's bucking ass.
Taking advantage of my distracted state, Gerry chose that moment to make his move. His tongue flicked over my clit and sent a lightning strike through my spine. I gasped, looking down to see his wide smile between my thighs. He did it again and my hips rose to meet him, only he pulled away. I was sick of his teasing. The scene across the room had me envious and starving for attention. The only option I had was Gerry. At that point, it wasn't about the way I felt about him. He would still disgust me in the morning, but that night, he had a job to do. And I was determined to see that he completed it.



I grabbed the back of his neck and threw my hips into his face, grinding my pussy into his mouth. His face glistening with my juices, he looked up and gave me a slow nod.
"Thatta girl," he said, then dove into my mound. His tongue was everywhere at once, flicking, swirling, pressing inside me. He kept one finger inside me, twisting it around as he devoured me with more hunger than I'd ever known from a man. I threw my head back and showered him with a flood of warm juice. He lapped away, enjoying the spoils of his mental victory over my will.
Meanwhile, Tiff's exit to the shower left Mark the opening to walk over and present his semi-hard cock to Sandra's open mouth.
Her eyes widened with lust. "Oh yeah, baby. You read my mind. Put that big, fat dick in my mouth. I wanna suck it. Let me suck that cock, baby."
Mark cupped the back of her head and guided his pole to her lips. She yanked his hand away from his cock and replaced it with her own, sliding her lips over the head and sucking him off like she was born to do it. She was now serving three cocks and giving a performance that would put the most seasoned porn starlet to shame.
As Gerry continued licking me through my quakes and spasms, I felt Donna slide into position next to me on the sofa. I turned toward her and locked eyes on her erect nipples. I wanted one, but still felt too reserved to make a move. I also wasn't sure I was ready to put my lesbian tendencies on full display for the others.
Donna didn't help when she cradled my head and moved my face closer to her tits. I was a flick of the tongue away from tasting her tanned skin. I wanted to so bad, but couldn't muster the courage. If only I could be as free and liberated as Sandra. I would have sucked my best friend's inviting nipples into my mouth and worked them over with my tongue, not giving a shit what others might think. But that wasn't me. I needed ... encouragement.
"Ahhh ..." My lips parted involuntarily and released a moan as Gerry took his clit-work to another level. He sucked it in his mouth, gently bracing the head within his teeth and flipping his tongue back and forth. I felt the tide rising and in response, raked my hand over, around and through the strands of his comb-over, grinding my hips upward in preparation for another release.
"I'm gonna cum ... oh shit ... I'm gonna cum."
Donna stroked my hair and pulled me closer. "It's okay," she said. "Ride it. Let it happen."
Her free hand slid over my torso and ventured up to cup the underside of my right breast. She gave my nipple a pinch and I took that as an open invitation. I pulled her tighter against me and opened my mouth. She smiled and lifted her tit to my lips. In seconds, my mouth was locked on her nipple. I licked and swirled my tongue around it, causing her to moan. Gerry picked up his speed with his clit-licking and my pussy overheated. I shook with a sudden wave of climax and locked my legs over his shoulders. I thought I was going to pass out.
Meanwhile, Donna shoved more tit in my mouth and I devoured her. As my orgasm slowed, I moved from one breast to the other, determined to have as much of her as she would offer.
Gerry removed his face from my snatch, his face sticky with my juices. I almost felt bad for him, until I remembered that he'd accomplished what he wanted. I'd given in. I'd desired his mouth, his tongue, his touch. In other words ... him.
In between kissing and licking Donna, I took a moment to catch up on Sandra's exploits. Byron had that faraway look in his eye and I could tell he was on the verge. Rick seemed to be content let Sandra ride his cock for as long as she needed to. His staying power was impressive. I didn't have a cock, but I couldn't imagine lasting more than a few minutes with a minx like Sandra on top of me.
Just as I'd anticipated, Byron's motions slowed. "Ughh ... I'm gonna cum."
"No!" Sandra released Mark's now rock hard cock. "Just a little more."
"I can't ..." Byron stiffened. "It's ... it's too ... good ... ahhh!"
Byron pulled out and jerked forward, emptying his sack on Sandra's bubbly cheeks. After a few seconds of heavy panting, he tapped his limp cock on her ass a few times and tumbled off the couch to the floor.
"Whew!" he said. "Sorry, but I couldn't hold off."
Sandra's lusty gaze flipped up to Mark. "Please. Please give it to me. I'm right there."
"You better hurry up before Tiffany comes back," Gerry added.
Mark grinned and strutted around to Sandra's upturned and prone rear end. He stepped around Byron and climbed on the couch, taking time to stroke his stiff cock and ease it up to Sandra's pouting hole.
"Please," Sandra said. "I need it. I need those two fat dicks in me, double-fuckin' me like a slut. Finish me off."
Mark shrugged and eased his pole inside her ass. It must have been quite an adjustment compared to Byron, as Sandra closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. Mark sank inside her inch by inch until his cock reached maximum depth.
"Yessss ..." Sandra purred and started rocking back and forth. "Fuck me. Give me what a cockslut like me deserves. Please fuck my tight little ass, baby. I neeeed it."
Mark didn't waste any time. He grabbed a clump of her hair, drove her head into Rick's chest and went to work. I thought his thrusts were going to send her airborne as he tore into her reddening ass. Sandra screamed his name over and over and his cock hit the spot time and time again. His grunts echoed through the room as he brutally fucked her from behind with no remorse until finally, she quivered and let out a deep guttural moan.
"Yesss ... ahhhh ... that's it ... that's it. I'm a slut, baby! Fuck this slut. C'mon. Fuck this slut! Fuck! This! Slut! Ahhh!"
Not only was she an expert fuck, Sandra was proving to be a certified pro at dirty talk. I would have been beyond embarrassed to utter the things she was saying in the privacy of my own bedroom, let alone in front of an audience. I both feared and envied her uninhibited brand of lust. She owned her desires in a way that made her appear more empowered each time those cocks entered her. Moaning with primal disregard of being judged, she eventually flattened onto Rick's chest, savagely clawing and pounding the arm of the sofa, lost in orgasmic fuck-lust. By that point, it was difficult to separate one body from the next. They'd somehow melded into one amorphous mound of rippling flesh and dangling limbs. Sandra's eyes glazed over as both men continued bucking her, working toward their own reward. After a few more minutes of double-fuck delight, my husband released a deep groan, finally giving out to his long-awaited release.
"Ugh! Ohhhh shiiiit!"
Rick shuddered and emptied his load up into her pussy. He threw his head back and exhaled, completely spent. I watched his cock twitch a few times before sliding out of Sandra's slick twat.
Mark slowed to a stop to allow Rick to crawl out from under Sandra. Once my husband joined Byron on the floor, Mark spread Sandra's legs apart, locked his forearm around her neck and jack-hammered her ass again, grunting like a feral beast.
Sandra's screams of pleasure were setting off car alarms. "Oh shit yeah! Pound my ass! I want your cum! Please cum on my face!"
Suddenly, Mark stiffened. He yanked his cock out and staggered around to Sandra's face.
She surprised me by grabbing the shaft and pumping out his sticky load. He groaned as she milked his balls empty. Though not as impressive as the shower he'd given Tiffany earlier, he still managed to give her face a decent coating.
At that moment, Tiffany walked in fresh from the shower. "Mark," she said, hands on hips. "Are you cheating on me?"
"Sorry," he replied with a sheepish grin. "The lady was in need."
Exhausted, the three men and Sandra each collapsed where they were and turned their attention toward me.
"Looks like there's still one cock left to blow," Sandra remarked.
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"Oh don't worry about me," Gerry said. "The night's still young."
"But it's not fair that we don't get to see you perform," Donna added, probably hoping to shame him into producing his small package for full display.
"Oh, I'm saving that for the little lady. But it looks like the two of you might have some unfinished business. You wanna take a seat down here and have a taste?"
Donna reacted as if someone had lit a fire under her ass. Before I knew it, she was on the floor, between my thighs and licking her lips while Gerry massaged her breasts from behind.
"You seem like a tough act to follow," she said, moving her face closer to my snatch.
"I'm sure you'll give her a good go," he said with a wink.
Donna glanced at me then descended. Her wet tongue entered my slit and I gasped. She braced my writhing hips with her hands and pleasured me with savage laps at my pussy. I ran my fingers through her hair and bit my lip. I squeezed a breast allowing myself to bask in the fulfilled promise of our earlier encounter in the kitchen. After my bucking hips trembled through another orgasm, I came to one conclusion—there was no way Donna hadn't eaten pussy before.
After she was done, she crawled on top of me. Gerry took advantage by moving behind her and treating her to his magic tongue and finger skills. She moaned into my mouth before her lips settled over mine. My hands moved behind her and I held her close while she ground her pussy into mine. Gerry then started moving from one exposed pussy to the other, taking turns licking both of us. Cheers exploded in the background as the others encouraged us. I looked over Donna's shoulder and spotted Tiffany kissing and licking the dried cum from Sandra's face. We were in full orgy mode and there was no turning back.
Eventually, Donna lifted my leg and we ended up in a scissor lock position, our pussies mashing together and a finger from Gerry in each one. I watched Donna's hips rotate and smash against my mound as if she possessed a cock. It was so erotic I couldn't help but shudder. That set off a ripple in her and she came on top of me. After a few minutes to catch her breath, she sank between my legs and ran her tongue over my clit while Gerry worked his fingers inside me. Together they pulled me over the edge and I came again, almost passing out from the force of my climax.
Finally spent, we all sat huffing and puffing as the others stared at us. They gave us a round of applause. If my legs weren't essentially jelly, I would have stood and taken a bow.
The next part of the evening, if you can believe it, was actually more surreal than the wanton acts of depravity we'd committed. We took turns in the showers, and I loaded the washer. Of course, halfway into the first load, I caught inspiration for a kick-ass laundry detergent commercial. It was something about two sluts folding clothes, and the first slut lamenting how she just couldn't seem to get those awful cum stains out. The second slut, of course, smiles and asks, "Well have you tried '______'?" while holding the bottle up for the camera. Then they cut to a side-by-side and we see two huge cocks jerk off on identical shirts, producing equally sized jizz stains. Then one is washed with—ah fuck it. You see where I was going. I thought it was pretty funny so fuck you, for not laughing.
Back to the 'surreal' part. It was weird not knowing how we should feel. Mark and Sandra chose to walk around stark naked as if there was nothing abnormal about it, but I wasn't buying it. It was a presentation. Normal isn't something you have to pretend to not be aware of. When shit is what it should be, you're focused on the conversations and interactions—not sneaking peeks around the room to see if someone is going to comment on how abnormal the normal is.
Me, I felt anything but normal. I felt way outside the natural orbit of my comfort zone. Jettisoned along my way into deep space, was my sense of appropriate/inappropriate and my cool/not cool sensors. If there were boundaries, what were they? Would it be out of bounds to just reach over and jerk Mark's cock? Inbounds to slip a couple of digits into Sandra's delightful little honey basket and work them around until I got the reaction I wanted?
Rick was no source for answers. Every time I managed to make eye contact with him, I got a shrug, or a distracted grin, or the sense that I was interrupting his thoughts about what he had planned for Sandra after everyone left.
Oh shit. In all that happened, did I really forget that the night wasn't over? Of course I didn't. Gerry had made it clear that I had still had his cock to look forward to once he got me back to his place. Hooray me. Can't wait to feel his beer gut whapping the air from my lungs ... his flab smacking my rib cage like a snapping towel in a men's locker room and him trying to shove his cubby little worm inside me.
No, the part that skipped my mind, was Sandra being alone in my house with my husband, free to raid my fridge and leak womb juice all over my sheets. Wasn't quite sure how I felt about all that. Then again, I was basically doing the same thing with her husband. But it was Gerry. While she and Rick would be going from room to room, trying to figure out which piece of my furniture to desecrate next, I'd be on the run, fighting for my fugitive pussy's survival as Warden Stumpdick led chase through the woods.
A soft finger on my shoulder startled me out of my thoughts. It was Donna, rocking jean shorts and a pink tank. Since it was her idea to start things off at my place, she'd prepared for the possibility with a change of clothes. I noticed a seductive twinkle in her eyes. Were we about to go at it in my laundry room? Might be a good story for later, but honesty, my pussy was tender-lickin' dry. I needed a break and though Donna had a nice little 'sexpot aura' glowing around her toned body and pouty lips, the prospect of some down time seemed much more appealing.
Donna's intentions seemed pure however. She held up her hand. Dangling at the end of her index finger, was the pair of black thong panties I'd noticed earlier through the fabric of her dress.
"Forgot to throw these in for the wash," she said. "Not exactly stained though."
"Yeah ..." I whipped around to make sure no one was within earshot. "So Byron, what was that about?"
"About six inches less than I was expecting," she whispered.
We both laughed, trying to keep as quiet as possible.
"You should have seen your face," I said. "You looked like you wanted to be anywhere else."
"I did. He is seriously clueless. He fucks like a robot." I covered a giggle with my hand, while she did a little herk-jerk mechanical fucking motion with her hips. "Time. To. Fuck. You. Now. Rhy-thm? What's. Rhy-thm? Does. Not. Com-pute."
I gave her a playful punch on the shoulder. "You're crazy. Stop that."
"Seriously, it was like watching paint dry, grass grow and waiting for a pot of water to boil—all at the same time." She rolled her eyes. "I'm starting to wish I'd ended up with Gerry."
"Pump ya brakes. I wouldn't go that far."
"Hell, at least he got me off." Her gaze narrowed a little, flashing a hint of naughty. "I noticed he seemed to be doing a pretty decent job on your little kitty-kat as well."
When I didn't respond right away, she raised a brow and craned her neck forward.
"Fine," I said. "I'll admit ..." I sighed. "He surprised me ..."
"And?"
"And ... he wasn't as ... gross ... as I was expecting. I was able to get into it."
"Get into it?" She took a step away, smiling, her head flipping down then back up, scanning me top to bottom for having the nerve to understate the obvious. "Uh ... not only were you into it, it was like you were under some type of hypnotic, slut trance. It was animalistic."
"Let's not get carried away. I was no worse than anyone else."
"Excuse me?" She grabbed the bottom of her tank and lifted it up, revealing her bare breasts and the red welts I'd left around both. My mouth dropped open.
"Did ... did I do that?"
"Uh ... yeah," she said. "You, my dear, were not fucking around."
"I'm so sorry," I said, leaning forward to inspect further. "Do they hurt?"
"Nah. A little painful at the time though."
"Well," I replied, reaching out to cup both tits. "I will have to make sure to be a little more delicate next time.
"Oooh, naughty girl," she remarked as my wet tongue found her skin.
I licked slow and soft, savoring the texture of her skin, retracing the damage I'd done earlier. Each red mark was a sign of what I was capable of, scaring and exciting me at the same time. I kissed a nipple and Donna's hand reached my shoulder, pulling me forward. I hadn't intended to start anything, I just wanted to apologize. But given the nature of the night, actions would definitely say more than words.
Donna's lips met my temple. Her kiss felt soft yet urgent. She planted another ... then another ... making her way down the side of my face. On a collision course, I blazed a trail from her breasts to her neckline, leaving a line of wetness from my tongue as a reminder of where I'd been. Donna cradled my face and angled it to meet hers. I locked on to her eyes, her gaze warm and persistent. I wanted to be so much more than her friend and with my face in her hands, my lips aching for her kiss, her mouth inching toward my own ... I was certain we'd agreed to something without speaking on the terms.
I drew in a breath, a mere instant before her mouth crashed over mine. Her tongue searched and I welcomed, tangling and twisting toward more warmth, more sweetness. I devoured her, fueling more hunger the deeper I explored. My body quaked with electricity and suddenly there was nothing taboo about what we were doing. I trailed a finger down her spine and she moaned, throwing her head back. I dove for her exposed neck, kissing, licking her jawline until I found my way back to her soft lips. She tasted divine, the absolute essence of 'mmmmm'.
Overwhelmed by what I was feeling for her, I broke the kiss, pulling her into an embrace, resting my head over her shoulder.
"You okay?" Her arms slid around me.
"Yeah." I sniffled.
Fuck. Was I crying?
"Hey, hey ..." Donna kissed my cheek over the trickled line. She then used her tongue to capture my sadness, trailing all the way back to my eye before kissing my face again. "It's okay. It's okay."
"I know." I pulled back, in order to face her straight on. "It's just that, I wish I could be with you tonight ... that's all."
"Not looking forward to Gerry and his 'big' reveal?"
"Not just that," I said. "It's scary, but I'll say it. I don't think there's anyone I'd rather be with tonight. Not even Rick."
She smiled and pulled me toward her, kissing my forehead. "And vice versa," she said. "No matter how tonight goes, I'll be thinking of you."
One more hug, a couple of brushes along the cheek to wipe tears and we headed back to the living room. Tiffany and Mark were getting ready to leave. She'd ditched her jizz-soaked schoolgirl uniform for a pair of my workout sweats and one of Rick's XXL t-shirts, which even oversized, barely contained her massive breasts.
"There you two are," Tiff said. "I thought we were gonna have to go find you."
"I can only imagine what you would have found them doing," Mark replied, rubbing his chin under an upturned grin.
I felt the red rushing to my face.
"You just better make sure you save something for me when I get home, Mister," Donna said, walking over and kissing his cheek. She turned to Tiff. "Take good care of him ... he may be an idiot, but he's the only idiot I've got."
Tiff smiled. "Trust me, he's in good hands."
She followed with a quick tug of Mark's crotch. Within seconds, the bulge in his jeans seemed to double in size. After Tiff gave Byron a kiss goodbye, she and Mark walked out to his car, arm in arm. Donna watched them pull away and blew a kiss as her husband accelerated into the darkness.
"Guess we'd better get going too," Byron said, rising from the couch.
Donna turned to me, crossing her eyes so wildly, I nearly lost the sip of wine in my mouth.
"Yeah ... guess so," she said, holding a finger near her mouth pretending to be gagging.
As funny as her little bit was, she was at least going home with a man who was well-groomed, athletic and handsome. He may have been a lousy lay with a less-than-impressive cock, but he wasn't the fat, slimy sack of goo I was about to be stuck with for the night. For all the goodwill Gerry managed to foster with his masterful pussy-play, he was still a tubby asshole.
Donna leaned in to hug me. "Great party, kiddo."
She went for a kiss on the cheek, but I reached for her chin and guided her to my lips. I tasted her sweet tongue as she slid her hands around my waist and over my ass.
"Hey!" Gerry shouted. "Save some of that for me!"
Lost in our kiss, I'd almost forgotten that I wasn't leaving with Donna. My Prince not-so Charming was standing next to my husband, cigar crooked to one side of his mouth and a can of beer wrapped in his hairy knuckles. Donna and I ended our embrace with one last kiss. She smiled, gave me a smack on the ass and headed for the door.
Byron hugged me next. "Thanks for everything, Nicole. This was fun."
"Fun's just beginning," Gerry added, with another cocky smirk and wink.
He was seriously starting to get on my nerves.
After Donna and Byron drove away, it was time to face the music. Gerry and I would be leaving next. I stood frozen in my summer tee and tight denim skirt while he just stared at me, licking his lips in anticipation. I trembled with anxiety. Yes, he ate the hell out of my pussy, but I was in the safety and comfort of my home. Being alone with him at his house was an unnerving proposition. There would be no Donna to distract me with her antics, no Sandra taking three cocks at once, no Tiffany slurping a red, candy blow-pop between her full, luscious lips. There would only be that flabby caveman, climbing on top of me, grinning and huffing hot cigar breath over my face as I struggled to breath underneath him.
Best case scenario, was him suffering a heart attack in bed. He gets whisked away to the hospital and I get to make out with a hot paramedic in the back of the ambulance. Hmmm. Speaking of hospitals, I bet Donna would look hot in a little nurse's outfit. Red heels, white stockings, stethoscope draped over her neck and centered between the crease in her cleavage.
"Hey darling," Gerry said, jarring me out of my fantasy. "You 'bout ready to hit the road?"
Fuck my life.
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I stared out of my doorway at Gerry's black Mercedes. It was top of the line and fully loaded, but in my situation, it might as well have been a hearse. Every minute that passed, it seemed his slimy grin grew wider. Soon I'd be sitting next to him, riding to his house so he could have his way with me. Meanwhile, my husband, Rick would be banging Gerry's slut of a wife all over our house. I wanted nothing more than to call it off, but Rick was glued to Sandra. Their hands were everywhere, groping each other, giggling and whispering. The longer I stood there hesitating, the more it felt like I was cock-blocking my own husband.
Gerry walked into our kitchen to throw away his empty beer can. I looked at Rick, half hoping he could see the anxiety and fear in my eyes and decide to call it off. I knew we agreed to go through with it, but how could a man allow his wife to leave with a warthog like Gerry? He knew the way I felt about the man, yet all he did was stand there with a nervous smirk while Sandra's hand snaked under his T-shirt and massaged his chest.
Gerry came back with a fresh beer and turned it up for a swig. After a short belch, he wiped his mouth with his forearm and motioned for Sandra to come over to him. She untangled from Rick and walked over to give her husband a goodbye kiss. While still watching Sandra's ass, Rick walked over and stood in front of me.
"You okay?" he asked.
Great. So now he cares?
"I'm fine," I said, looking away.
If he wasn't so busy fantasizing about what he was going to be doing to Gerry's wife in a few minutes, he might have picked up on the tone in my voice and my body language. No such luck. My husband was lost in fuck-lust, and it wasn't for me.
He leaned in for a kiss. I barely parted my lips. Rick backed away awkwardly, but didn't ask me what was bothering me. He was actually pretending that he couldn't tell I didn't want to go through with it. The crime of it all was if he'd asked me if I wanted to call it off, I wouldn't have. I could tell that he really wanted to spend the night with Sandra and I'd already agreed to everything. Even if I couldn't bring myself to actually sleep with Gerry, I wouldn't have spoiled the night for Rick.
All I wanted was just the slightest acknowledgment that I was still his wife. The other husbands were at least smart enough to show their wives a little genuine affection before they sent them off to fuck another man. Rick seemed to only come over to offer his half-hearted goodbye out of obligation once Gerry had crowbarred Sandra out of his arms.
After one last beer-soaked kiss, Gerry presented his wife to my husband. "She's all yours buddy," he said, smacking Sandra's ass on her way to Rick. "Hope you can keep up."
"I'll ... I'll do my best," Rick said. He glanced toward me as Gerry's wife cozied up to him.
"It was a great party," Sandra said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "Hope it becomes a tradition."
"We'll see," I replied, doing my best not to roll my eyes.
Gerry hitched up his belt and snorted. "Well, I guess we'll be going." He shook Rick's hand and slapped him on the back. "Enjoy yourself, buddy."
Gerry grabbed my arm and guided me toward the door. I decided to give my husband a little payback. Instead of recoiling from Gerry, I slid my arm around his wide back and tucked my hand in his back pocket. He crooked his arm around my neck and I leaned in, resting my head on his shoulder. That wasn't flirty or sexy. That was a show of affection.
Gerry grinned and stroked my hair as he opened our front door. If any of our neighbors were still awake, they'd see me leaving in the arms of another man, while my husband stood in the doorway. It was a surefire gossip starter, but I didn't care how it looked. If Rick wanted his wife to be a slut, that's what he was going to see.
"Bye, honey," Rick said, as I walked around to the passenger side of Gerry's car.
I looked back and gave him a soft wave.
"Hey now," Gerry said, as he pressed the button to unlock the doors. "Be a good girl and blow him a kiss goodnight."
I played along and sent my husband an exaggerated mock kiss, holding my 'puckered lip' pose for a few extra seconds to rub it in. In that moment, I wanted him to think I would do whatever Gerry asked without hesitation. I wanted him to see his loving, faithful wife submitting to the will of another man. Served him right.
I opened the door of the sleek Mercedes and climbed inside, while my husband stood in our doorway with Sandra draped all over him. Gerry started the car. I waited for him to back out of our driveway so I could watch the look on Rick's face. Instead of putting the car in reverse, Gerry tuned the radio then reached for his belt.
He unbuckled and unzipped in a flash. What the hell? Was he really gonna pull out his cock in my driveway? I figured he must have been angling for a handjob on the way to his house. Might not be such a bad idea. If I could get him to blow his little load in the car, he might be done for the night and I wouldn't have to actually fuck him.
"You're mad at him ain't ya?" he said.
"N-no," I replied. "I just—"
"You really wanna piss him off?" He glared at me with a devilish glint in his eyes.
"What did you ... have in mind?"
He reached for my hand and guided it to his crotch. Though startled, I was also a little curious. Plus, it would add a nice touch to the show I was putting on for Rick. I reached inside his jean shorts and fished around under his boxers until I felt warm meat. I locked my fingers around his cock and pulled it out.
Something was wrong.
My jaw dropped open in shock. Donna had predicted three inches and we'd both shared a laugh at the thought. The joke was on us. I'd gone in searching for a worm. Instead, I came out holding a coiled python. Even semi-erect, my grip only went halfway around the girth. And lengthwise, I had to be holding at least eight inches.
He grinned and leaned back in the seat. "Not what you were expecting, huh?"
I sat mesmerized, unable to look away from the impressive specimen in my fingers. He took my wrist and started moving my hand up and down on his shaft. While I stroked him off, I looked back at the house. Rick stood in the doorway, staring at me with a curious gaze frozen on his face.
I turned my attention back to the rapidly swelling dick in my hand, jerking it softly.
"This thing is fuckin' huge," I said. "How does Sandra take this?"
"You'd be surprised what you can do ..." He gripped the back of my head with his fat fingers and pushed down, guiding my face to his dick. "... if you put your mind to it."
I panicked as his cock came closer to my mouth. I'd wanted to get back at Rick, but I wasn't sure I wanted to go as far as sucking Gerry off in the driveway.
"Gerry, wait," I said. "My neighbors might be—ummph."
The massive head invaded my mouth. Gerry kept the pressure on the back of my skull as he fucked my face. My lips were stretched to the limit trying to take him in. I should have been afraid and embarrassed, but something about the way he'd owned my mouth in front of my husband turned me on. I took a little more of him inside, lubing him with my swirling tongue. He pushed even more of his meat into my mouth, groaning.
"That's it, baby. Give the hubby a show."
Whether he knew it or not, that was the perfect thing to say to me at that moment. The fantasy of making Rick jealous, maybe even mad, was exactly what I wanted to live out. I pulled off and licked the sides of Gerry's shaft, rising up far enough to catch a glimpse of Rick still in the doorway. Just twenty minutes earlier, he couldn't wait to get me out of the house. Now he was standing there like a lost puppy, watching his slut wife blow a gargantuan cock.
I slurped Gerry back into my mouth and he moaned deeply, caressing his fingers through my hair and guiding me up and down on his dick. The more he pressed my head down on his shaft, the more I swallowed in.
Soon I was taking two thirds of the length with ease, bobbing up and down like a machine. I massaged his fat ball sack, while I tongued his length. Then I wrapped one hand around his cock and took the head in my mouth. From there I went in to my patented 'Three-Headed-Tiger-Exploding-Cock' technique—rotating my head while swirling my tongue on the way down, pumping his shaft with a firm 'milking' motion, and gently working his balls with my fingers.
Full disclosure: it's not really 'patented'. I actually picked it up from one of those vintage pornos from the 80's—the kind with all the cheesy background music and untamed bush. Yeah, I was pretty inexperienced back in high school, so I surfed a lot of porn. I was tired of being clueless about sex and decided to do my own research. Well, it began as research, but it wasn't long before I was rubbing out and deleting my search history like everyone else. For a while, I even thought I might be addicted.
The point is, the chick in the porno was very good at it. What I learned is that the suction from your mouth, combined with the milking of the shaft and the squeezing of the balls, builds up the pressure in the guy's cock to such a high level that when he finally climaxes, it's like a volcano erupting. I thought it looked interesting and theatric so I decided to try it out. The first guy I used it on actually proposed. We were 17.
Ryan Hathaway. Hmmm ... I wonder whatever happened to ... oh yeah. That's right.
The accident. The chemical plant explosion.
Both legs.
Poor guy.
Heard he got a good settlement though.
Anyway, I practiced the technique, added my own spin on it and over time it sort of became my 'go-to' move. So instead of patented, let's just say I perfected it. Rick certainly never complained and judging by the way Gerry was gripping my head and flexing his hips, I was about to get another rave review.
It didn't take long for Gerry to tense up.
"Here I go!" he said, clamping the back of my head with a death grip. "Ugh. Ugh. Uggghhh!"
Molten lava exploded out and filled my mouth. I pulled off to keep from choking and cum poured out of my lips, cascading down the sides of his cock. He twitched and fired another jet right into my eye. I tried to back away, but he held me in place.
"Take it all," he said. "Be a good little slut for me."
Thick ropes landed on my face, hair and the front of my shirt. Every time I thought he was finished, another stream blasted me. By the time he was done spurting, I was coated with goo.
"Fuck," I said.
"Woooo!" Sweating and out of breath, he patted the back of my head like I was his pet. "That damn Rick is one lucky son-of-a-gun."
I rested in his lap, trying to catch my bearings. I'd seen my share of violent loads, but I'd never witnessed a cock erupt with as much force as Gerry's. I found myself marveling at the thick slab of meat leaking its last dribbles of cum, inches from my face.
"Show him," Gerry said, grinning and wiping the sweat from his brow.
I brushed sticky strands of hair out of my face and rose out of his crotch until I was sitting straight up and staring out the windshield. My husband glared at me in disbelief. There I was, his precious little wife, parked in our driveway, my face plastered with gobs of another man's seed.
I saw Rick's chest rising and the heat radiating from his skull. I'd made him angry. Good. As far as I was concerned, it was fair play. I didn't say anything when he fucked Sandra right on our couch. All of the other husbands were good sports, including Gerry. Now it was his turn.
However, I doubted he was thinking about the logic. He and Sandra committed their acts in our house. But by allowing Gerry to take our show public, I'd crossed a line. He looked like he wanted to charge the car, pull Gerry out and kick the shit out of him. Gerry didn't help things by flashing that wide, shit-eating grin. Thankfully, Sandra reached for Rick's arm and pulled him inside the house before anything could escalate. Shaking his head, Rick turned away from the sight of me and closed the door behind him.
"Guess you showed him," Gerry said, shifting the gear in reverse.
"Yeah," I said. "Guess I did."
He pulled out of my driveway and eased into the street. I spotted Rick's silhouette in the window as Gerry sped off into the night. I almost felt sorry for him until I remembered that Sandra was probably on her knees at that very second, working his dick with her mouth. Soon, he'd forget all about my little stunt, focusing instead on the juicy pair of lips sucking him off. All that mattered was that I got a little payback. You have to savor the small victories.
"I need something to ... to wipe my face," I said.
"Nah," Gerry said, "You've never looked more beautiful to me than right now."
Beautiful? I'd heard the urban myths about how sperm was supposedly good for the skin, but I don't think that means you should wear it as makeup.
Gerry's cock was still out as he drove through our neighborhood. I wondered if anyone who knew me could ever imagine that the quiet, reserved woman with the awkward smile, could be the same woman riding off in middle of the night to get fucked by another man—with her husband's permission.
We rode in silence for a while. Gerry was content to occasionally swig his beer and bob along with the radio. I was still shell-shocked by what happened, wondering if I'd taken it too far with my little show for Rick. This was the type of shit couples worry about when they think about swinging.
What if it hurts our marriage?
Great. Rick comes up with a wild idea to spice things up, and I end up with the blame when it blows up in our face.
Speaking of shit 'blowing up in the face', I hadn't wiped Gerry's cum and it had started to dry. I could feel it caked on my skin and matted in my hair. Gerry glanced over at me with a smirk. I must have looked like the ultimate fuck slut. I'd spent half the night remarking on how much he repulsed me. Yet somehow I'd allowed myself to get into a position where he could look down on me.
How the hell did that happen?
Even worse, I was enjoying him. I enjoyed the way he made my pussy feel when he made me cum all over my loveseat. And I enjoyed swallowing his fat cock in front of my husband and letting him hose my face with goo. What was the appeal? Was it the taboo of submitting to someone I found disgusting? Was that the type of shit I was really into? Had the suburban wife and corporate Human Resources Manager actually been hiding a secret all this time—the desire to be sexually humiliated?
"Gotdammit," Gerry said, slowing the car and pulling up to a curb.
Blue lights flashed in the rearview mirror.
My stomach clinched into a knot.
"Shit Gerry. What did you do?"
"Think I ran a red light back there."
"You think?" I did a quick assessment of our situation and panic set in. "You've got an open beer ... shit. Zip up your—"
"Relax," he said. "I've got friends in PD. Just don't make any sudden moves."
"Sudden moves? The only sudden thing I'm likely to do right now is piss myself!"
He tugged his shorts until his soft cock slipped back inside, but he didn't zip up.
"It's gonna be fine." Gerry reached inside the armrest for his registration and insurance info. "Just let me handle it."
The officer appeared at Gerry's window—tall, middle-aged, brick jawline and serious eyes. He looked like one of those hardcore, 'by-the-book' types. If Gerry really did have friends on the force, I doubted it would matter to 'Officer Kick-Ass'.
"In a hurry?" he asked.
Gerry glanced at me then handed the officer his license and documents.
"Just giving a friend a ride home," he said.
The officer shined his flashlight over the interior of the car, eventually waving it over my cum-stained face. I squinted and looked away.
He flashed the light around the rest of the car, checking the back seats. "Just giving her a ride, huh?"
"She's a good friend," Gerry replied.
"Uh huh." The officer focused the light on Gerry's open crotch and unbuckled belt. "I'd say she was a ... very ... good friend."
"Well ... I won't disagree with you there," Gerry replied with a grin.
"Uh huh." The officer glared at me. "Ma'am, are you working?"
"Working?" I replied, confused. "Are you asking if I ... if I have a job ... or—"
"He wants to know if you're a prostitute," Gerry said.
"Yeah." The officer shined the light in my face again. "What he said."
I was halfway between flabbergast and indignant rage, before I remembered the reality of my situation. With my cum-crusted face, short skirt and disheveled hair, I probably did look like a hooker. Hopefully, I was giving off more of a 'call girl' vibe than 'streetwalker', but at the end of the day, the implied skill set was the same.
"No. No. I work at a software firm." Reflexively, I held up my hand to show him my ring. "I'm ... I'm married."
"To him?"
I felt the blood rushing to my cheeks. I could only look away and shake my head. "No."
"I see," he said. "So I guess we're talking lude, public acts, while operating a vehicle. Alcohol consumption while operating a vehicle. A possible DUI for your friend over here and least of all, failure to stop at a red light. Did I get all that, or am I missing something?"
"Well, if you did miss something, I don't think it would be too bright of us to point it out," Gerry said.
The officer's gaze tightened. "What's not bright Sir, is reckless, distracted driving. You're lucky you didn't lose control of this car and kill someone tonight."
"Well Officer, we promise to be more careful the rest of the way. We're just going a few more blocks up the r—"
"Sir, I'm gonna need you to step outside. And please buckle your pants first."
Gerry sighed, zipped his shorts and fastened his belt. "Be right back," he said.
He and the officer walked to the back of the car. I sat in my seat holding back tears. What if we were about to be arrested? Shit. It was the weekend. We might not get out until Monday! Out of all the perfectly valid reasons I didn't want to have that fuckin' 'key party' in the first place, none of them included the possibility of me ending up in a holding cell, fighting off dykes for two days.
Would Rick even post bail? As mad as I'd left him, he might decide to let me sit in there a while to teach me a lesson. Even if he did get me out, he'd never let me live it down.
Fuck. I'd have to call Donna, and she'd be asking me more questions than I'd want to answer. How the fuck did I end up in this situation? All I'd wanted to do was spice up my marriage—do something daring.
'Live a little.'
'Throw caution to the wind.'
'Walk on the wild side.'
'Some other bullshit cliché.'
Fuck my life.
I turned around slightly to see what was going on with Gerry and the cop. They were standing in front of the officer's car, talking. What if Gerry was about to be arrested and I was let off with a warning? Better than going to jail, but where would I go? Could I drive back to my house, to let Sandra know what happened? I'm sure Rick would love having me show up just when he was balls deep in Sandra's perfect, heart-shaped ass.
Geez. Was I actually rationalizing why I should be able to enter my own house? Sandra would want to know that her husband was in jail. Of course I would have to go home and tell her what hap—
Gerry startled me out of my thoughts by entering the car.
"All taken care of," he said.



"What?" I wiped moisture from the corner of my eye. "What do you mean? He's letting us go?"
"Yep."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"What did you say to him?"
"I know his Lieutenant. Actually sold him his last car." He started the engine. "And I might have also let it slip that I'm a huge contributor to their annual fundraiser for the families of fallen officers."
"And that did it?" I asked.
"Pretty much," he said. "After a little bit of back and forth, we came to an understanding."
He put the car in drive, waved back to the officer and drove away. I exhaled a heavy sigh of relief. No jail. Though I was still pissed at Gerry for even putting us in that situation, I was glad he had connections. I started to see a glimmer of a reason why someone as gorgeous as Sandra would choose to be with a loudmouth, fat ass like him.
His confidence.
While I'd been reduced to a panicky little crybaby, he'd remained calm through the whole ordeal. He never flinched. He just told me to relax and he would take care of it. And he did. What woman wouldn't find that sexy on some level? That was his secret.
Outwardly, he had every reason to not feel confident—short, fat, balding. But instead, he oozed self-esteem, to the point of delusion. I'm sure that having a mammoth cock didn't hurt either, but there was something more to him. He was the type of guy that never doubted his ability to handle any situation. The type of man who wouldn't flinch.
I'd watched Rick almost fall apart at the sight of me giving another man a blowjob. Gerry had watched Sandra get basically gangbanged right in front of him and didn't blink an eye. In fact, he cheered it on. And it wasn't because he didn't care. It was because he knew that when it was all said and done, she'd still choose him. No matter what happened, she'd come running back to that fat cock every time.
We'd driven a few blocks when Gerry slowed down and turned into a park.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Just stopping here for a bit," he said.
He drove along a bike path for a while before coasting to a stop in the middle of the park, far from street view. After putting the car in park, he cut the engine and faced me with a cornered grin.
"Oh hell no," I said. "If you're thinking what I think you're thinking, stop thinking it."
"Nobody's gonna see us," he said. "All these trees."
"Are you nuts? After what we just went through, you're gonna take a chance like this?"
"Just relax."
Suddenly, a pair of headlights flashed in the rearview mirror.
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Part 5
"What the fuck, Gerry?"
He reached for my knee. I scooted away.
"Just relax, darling," he said.
"Relax? Somebody just parked behind us! We could get robbed out here!"
"No one's gonna rob us," he said. "Lots of people park out here."
The driver behind us turned off their headlights. I looked back, trying to see what was going on, but it was too dark to make out much.
"I don't like this, Gerry. Let's just get out of here. Start the car."
"Everything's gonna be fine," he said.
I stared at him. He was suspiciously calm.
"How do you know everything's going to be fine?" I asked.
He rubbed his chin. "So yeah, remember when I told you that me and that officer came to an understanding?"
"What kind of a—"
(( Tap! Tap! Tap! ))
I nearly jumped out of my seat. Someone was knocking at my window. I clutched my chest and slowly turned around, gasping in shock. There was Officer 'Kick-Ass', wearing a smirk and waving hello.
Gerry lowered my window. The cop stared down, glaring at me as if I was the lowest piece of trash on the planet.
"We weren't doing anything, Officer," I said. "I swear. I don't even know why—."
He cut me off by yanking down the zipper of his uniform pants and fishing out his cock. He took a step forward, bringing his meat to within inches of my face. Ice crawled over my skin.
"Wh-what are you doing?" I asked.
The cop just stood silent, offering his seven inches through the window.
Gerry broke the silence. "During my conversation with the good Officer Cobb over there, I might have let it slip that you give an amazing blowjob," he said. "Looks like he wants a sample."
I turned to Gerry. "Is he fuckin' joking?"
He raised his brow. "Does Officer Cobb seem like the kind of man who jokes around?"
No. He didn't. He seemed like the kind of man that would put a gun to my head, choke his cock down my throat and skull-fuck me until I passed out.
So I tried to reason with him.
"Officer ... Cobb is it?" It felt weird addressing him when I couldn't see his face, but I tried to keep my composure." I ... uh ... don't know what he told you back there, but I didn't agree to it."
He responded by thrusting his hips forward and bringing his cock closer to my face.
"I ... I can't do this," I said
I turned to Gerry. He shrugged. I wanted to slap the smirk right off his face. I couldn't believe he'd set me up like that. Then again, I could believe it. He was an asshole, doing the type of shit that assholes do.
I knew that all local arrests were posted on the PD website. Even if no one did see me going down on Gerry in my driveway, I had no doubt one of my neighbors would eventually run across my mugshot online.
Fuck. A mugshot.
From now until the end of the internet, my arrest and charges would be available to anyone with a WiFi connection. My neighbors. Friends. Family. My parents.
Oh shit.
My co-workers.
A Human Resources Manager arrested for public cocksucking. Pretty sure that wouldn't play too well. Not only could I lose my job, it would be a red flag for future employers. Even if I beat the charges, I'd probably never pass the background check for another HR position again.
How could I have been so stupid and reckless? In trying to get a little payback at my husband, I'd jeopardized both my marriage and my career. This wasn't the way the night was supposed to play out. We were just trying to change things up and add a little risqué passion. Now Rick was probably infuriated with me and I was being asked to suck my way out of an arrest record. We were in over our heads.
Speaking of which, there was still the matter of the bobbing cock in my passenger side window. It had become clear that I didn't have any good options. I had to decide which was the lesser of two terrifying outcomes.
"Fine," I said, turning back to Officer Cobb and speaking to his hardening cock as if it were a microphone. "Whatever."
For the second time that night, I took a penis into my mouth that wasn't my husband's. Officer Cobb grabbed the back of my neck and fed me his length. He was about half as thick as Gerry, so there was no problem fitting my lips around it. He tasted salty, perhaps a hint of sweat after a long night of protecting and serving. Now he was serving up hot cock and I was gobbling it up like my life depended on it.
In a way it did. I couldn't risk details about that night getting out. If that meant I had to whore out my mouth to a cop, so be it. Still better than spending a couple of nights in a cell. I heard they serve peanut butter sandwiches. Yuck.
Cobb was groaning so I figured I must have been giving him a good sample. Out of nowhere, I felt Gerry's hand on my left breast, squeezing my nipple. Though I was annoyed, I decided to let him have at it and focus my attention on the rock hard dick humping my mouth. The sooner I got Cobb to blow his load, the sooner we could get the hell out of that park.
But no 'Three-Headed-Tiger' technique. For one, the angle was all fucked up. I wouldn't have been able to apply the torque necessary to get the full effect. And second, fuck Officer Cobb.
Showing off my skills with Gerry was the reason I was in my predicament in the first place. I wasn't looking to make things worse by putting on another show. The plan was to do just enough to get him off. He zips up and goes on his way. I don't go to jail.
While Officer Cobb groaned, jamming his cock down my throat like a runaway jackhammer, Gerry was enjoying free access to my body like he owned it.
Bastard.
He'd used me as currency to bribe a cop. Now I was sucking the cock of a man I didn't even know, in the middle of a park at 2AM. Not exactly how I envisioned my first key party would turn out. Then again, I hadn't exactly gone in with high expectations.
My best case scenario was Gerry falling asleep after not being able to get it up, and me texting pics of his three-incher to Donna, giggling my ass off the entire time. But I'd walked into no laughing matter. I was putting in some serious slut-work for my trouble. My update to Donna was going to blow her mind. I was having trouble believing it myself.
Gerry on the other hand seemed to be reveling in the way things were playing out, as if he couldn't have seen it going any other way. I wondered what Rick was thinking at that very moment. If he wasn't busy deep sea diving in Sandra's cunt, maybe he was trying to imagine what his newly-turned slut wife was up to. If he couldn't handle seeing me give Gerry a blowjob, the sight of me getting used by two men would have fried his circuits. Part of me wished he was there, just so he could see what his wild idea had led to.
Saliva pooled and oozed from my lips as Officer Cobb held my head in place with both hands. The sound of his wet cock sloshing in and out of my mouth was both scary and savagely erotic. Just when I thought he was on the verge of release, he pulled his cock away and began stroking it in front of me.
Great. Another sticky load to the face. Let's get it over with.
I closed my eyes and prepared to be doused with my second cum bath of the night. Instead, I heard my door being pulled open. My gaze caught his as he slid his pants down around his thighs and stepped forward, dick bobbing in the air. I reached out to grab his glistening rod, but he clutched my arms. He forcefully spun me around so that I was facing Gerry then guided my torso forward. It wasn't until he'd scooped up my legs and planted my knees on the seat, that I knew what he was up to. Before I could protest, my skirt was bunched up around my waist and the crotch of my thong panties had been slid to one side.
I was about to get fucked.
Suddenly, I heard the crinkle of a condom wrapper being torn open. I tried to look back, but Gerry guided my head to his crotch. Meanwhile, Officer Cobb locked his granite hands around my hips.
Panic shot through me. I rose out of Gerry's lap and twisted out of Cobb's grip. "Stop!" I said. "I can't do this."
"You sure about that?" Officer Cobb asked, gripping his shaft.
Tears welled in my eyes. "This is going too far. Just take me to jail or whatever. I don't care."
Cobb sighed in frustration. "Fine. I'm close enough."
He pulled the condom off, held his cock in front of my face and began fisting it back and forth. He was going to jerk himself to climax right in front of me. I'd probably still take a load to the face, but at least my pussy was safe.
And I had to admit that as scary as the situation had become, there was something weirdly sensual about seeing a strange man pleasure himself in front of me with such urgency. He angrily glared down at me as his cock swelled. I knew he was thinking of fucking me and treating me like his personal slut while he stroked his meat. I should have felt unsafe, degraded, objectified, but I didn't. Instead, I felt like forbidden fruit, like I would forever be remembered as the hot piece of married ass he almost banged on his shift one night. And every time he thought of that night, he'd jerk off to the thought of mounting me from behind and fucking me silly.
Most of all, I felt desired.
As Gerry felt me up, I could only stare straight ahead as Cobb's stone hands became a rapid fire blur. He grunted and grabbed my wrist, bringing my hand under his sack.
"Work my balls," he muttered.
I did as instructed, gently molding and massaging his scrotum with my fingers. While he grunted encouragement, I felt heat rising between my thighs. Gerry must have sensed it too. He slid his rough fingers under my skirt and began rubbing my mound. If only he knew the extent of what he was doing to me. In all the shenanigans of that night, I still hadn't been fucked. It scared me to find myself envisioning what would have happened if Officer Cobb suddenly decided to take another run at my pussy. Would I have relented? Rick hadn't agreed to anything like that. But then again, I didn't have his permission to suck Officer Cobb's cock either. I wondered just how far I was capable of going. What was truly out of bounds?
Suddenly, Cobb grabbed my neck and released a husky groan. He was about to blow. I leaned forward just in time to catch a hot jet of semen in my right eye. The sight of his glistening pole being pumped right in front of me was so erotic, my pussy clinched around Gerry's probing fingers. Cobb kept stroking, firing jizz like an automatic sprinkler. I took it like a good slut as he yanked me by the hair and pulled me forward. Suddenly fueled by hunger, I climbed out of the car and dropped to my knees in the cool grass. Cobb continued hosing me off, until finally spent, he slipped his softening cock inside my mouth so I could clean him off.
While I swirled my tongue around him, I heard the driver's side door open. In a flash, Gerry appeared from around the back of the car and walked forward with his thick meat in his hand and shorts bunched at his ankles. In a slut-trance, I reached out and pulled him close enough for me to engulf him. He gripped the back of my head while I fingered my pussy and gobbled his dick like an obedient cockslut.
Gerry grinned down at me. "Damn girl. You're really enjoying this ain't ya?"
With my mouth packed full of dick, "Umm-hmmph," was the only reply I could manage.
"You come across like a bit of a prude, but I knew there was a slut hiding inside you."
Was he right? Was this who I really was? A fraud? Going about my days wearing the mask of the dutiful, loving wife while my true desires lay dormant, waiting to be unleashed? I had to admit, for someone who was supposedly so disgusted by Gerry, I took to becoming his personal whore for the night pretty quickly.
Gerry pumped his thick slab down my throat until his grunts filled the park. A dark grin carved across his face and he took a step back. Just as I fingered myself to orgasm, his cock popped out of my lips, leaving the swollen head centered between my eyes. He stroked his length back and forth, aided by a slick coating of my saliva. I braced for impact.
Gerry threw his head back and bellowed into the early AM darkness. "Uhh-ughhhhh!"
Hot cum rained over me from multiple angles. I held out my tongue to catch as many snowflakes of his hot lava as I could. It was a lighter load than his first, but still far more than I was used to. His goo hung heavy on my face, cascading down my features like a mudslide. I blinked through the stickiness, to see him standing in front of me, totally satisfied in what he'd done to me. He had changed me. No denying it. No matter how I would try to rationalize it later, I knew that from that point on, I'd never be the same person I had been before.
Cobb's zipper sounded off behind me. I turned around in time to see him buckling up and tucking his shirt.
"You might not be a pro," he said, "but I feel like I oughtta be paying you for that."
"What?"
"I'm just saying. If you ever get tired of that day job, there's other ways you can make good money."
I didn't know whether to feel insulted or proud. "This ... isn't me. I-I don't do things like this."
"Well ..." He winked and flashed a grin. "You sure did tonight."
And with that, Officer Cobb told us to be safe and bid us farewell. I was so exhausted, Gerry had to help me stand up and crawl back into the car. As I tumbled into the seat, he closed my door for me then walked around the front of the car, staring at me the entire time. I wanted to survey the area to make sure no one else had seen us, but I could barely see out past the goo in my right eye. Covered in two fresh coats, I wondered if Gerry still thought I looked 'beautiful'.
Knowing him ... yeah. He probably did.
Keep in mind that as wild as the night had been up to that point, it wasn't over. I still had to spend the night at his house. All I wanted was to take a shower and go to sleep. Judging by the glint in Gerry's eye, that wasn't what he had in mind.
He started the car and put it in drive. "Buckle up, baby."
I wasn't sure if he was talking about for the ride to his house or the ride to come once we got there.
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Part 6
Gerry coasted the car into his garage and cut the engine.
"Interesting night huh?"
"Yeah," I replied without looking at him.
After all that had taken place, I wasn't sure how to feel. The night hadn't gone anywhere close to script. Nothing I'd predicted had come true. At every turn, there was some new wrinkle, some unexpected consequence. Somehow I'd survived my naivety and stupidity to arrive at the last challenge. Would I actually be able to go through with it and let Gerry fuck me? Was I actually going to give that bastard the satisfaction of owning my body after he set me up for that cop? I should have been pissed. I had more than enough reason to call it off. But up to that moment, I hadn't. While he drove us to his home, bobbing his fat head to the radio, I rode in silence, trying to understand what the fuck I was becoming.
We exited the car. After unlocking the door to the kitchen entrance, Gerry ushered me inside. I entered the darkened interior with his hand at the small of my back. My heart thumped at his touch. I felt like a prisoner being led to execution. I'd spent the night lamenting my fate, being the victim, wondering why I had to be the unlucky one to get paired off with him. After mocking and belittling him for so long behind his back, it was only fitting that I'd experience a karmic fate.
Gerry flicked on the lights and I was met with the sight of their gorgeous kitchen with the marble island in the center of the floor and the matching bar.
"How 'bout a drink?" Gerry remarked, reaching for a bottle of bourbon.
"I ... I just wanna take a shower," I said.
He grinned. "I guess you would. You know where it is. Help yourself."
While he poured himself a shot of liquor, I headed off to the bathroom. Once inside, I stared at my defeated expression in the mirror and ran my fingers through my hair. Dried flakes of cum fell off into the sink like dandruff. Meanwhile, my face was essentially covered in a mask of caked-on jizz. I flashed back to Officer Cobb hosing me off while I sat on my knees and thought about how close I'd come to letting him fuck me. Even though we didn't go that far, by sucking him off, I did go far enough to feel like shit. Rick was going to be furious and I couldn't blame him. Gerry may have set me up, but I was the one that did the deed.
Maybe I shouldn't tell Rick.
As if that was even a viable option. Eventually it would get back to him. Gerry would tell Sandra, and once more than two people know a secret, it's just a matter of time before it's no longer a secret. Maybe that would be Gerry's insurance plan to make sure he got his way. If I tried to back out of fucking him, he'd threaten to tell Rick everything that happened that night. It wouldn't have been beyond him to have set everything in motion for just that very reason. Fuck.
I stepped in the shower and turned it on. The water warmed quickly and soon I felt slightly, if not completely relaxed. My only real fear was that Gerry would come in to join me. That scenario would have seriously freaked me out. Thankfully that didn't happen, and I was allowed to be alone with my thoughts. The water running over my face felt nice, as if it was renewing me little by little. I used the perfumed lather to try to wash away the memory of my whorish escapade in the park. Maybe if I scrubbed hard enough, I could walk away from the night of the infamous 'Key Party' unscathed. Hell, if I somehow managed to walk away with my marriage intact, I'd consider it a win.
By the time I turned off the shower, the bathroom was cloaked in steam. Figuring I was as clean as I was going to get, I stepped out and wrapped myself in a towel. The first thing I noticed was a black satin bathrobe neatly folded at the corner of the sink. It had to be one of Sandra's. Gerry must have slipped in while I was lost in thought and left it for me. Was the bastard actually trying to be nice? No. He was enjoying himself. Fucking me was a foregone conclusion in his mind. He was just trying to get in my head somehow. I couldn't let him. That said, it was a nice robe.
After toweling off, I pulled my panties back on, fastened my bra, and then reached for the robe. I ran my fingers over the soft material and imagined Sandra's voluptuous curves filling it out while Gerry sat back and admired her. She probably would've danced for him, stripping it off seductively. He could forget that. I could barely stomach the idea of fucking him, let alone giving him a show to go with it.
I slid inside the garment and tied it, but couldn't help feeling weird as I caught my reflection. The shimmering outfit barely covered my ass, making me look like a seductive little temptress. And somehow, even though it wasn't my robe, my house or my husband who was waiting out there for me, I felt sexier, more desirable than I had in a while. Although I owned a few pieces of lingerie, for some reason I always felt less confident when I wore them for Rick. It was like I was actually ashamed of having the nerve to desire him, for putting conscious effort into seducing him in order to get what I wanted. But the woman staring back at me from the mirror owned her sexuality and I found myself wanting to be more like her, able to explore my desires guilt-free and owing apology to no one.
I could lie and say that I wished Rick was the one waiting for me, but the idea of presenting myself in that way to someone new, appealed to a part of me that before that night, I wasn't sure existed. Yeah, I'd rather it was anyone other than Gerry, but I couldn't deny what I was experiencing. It was almost like I was channeling Sandra simply by wearing something that she would slip on in anticipation of getting fucked.
I walked out into the hallway and was met with the smell of one of Gerry's cigars. Ugh. Why did he also have to smoke? Of course he probably considered it a victory cigar. From the moment he stepped in my house, he'd made it clear that out of all the other women, I was the one he really wanted. By luck of the draw and general unfairness of the universe, he'd won his prize and at some point I'd given in to the inevitability of it all. There was no sense trying to chicken out. Rick wanted to partner swap and I agreed to do it as a way to spice up our marriage. We hosted the party and I ended up with Gerry. Despite my reservations, I'd already sucked the bastard off two times. It was time to quit whining and finish the deal.
Gerry sat on the couch in his den, puffing smoke and sipping his drink. There was another glass of dark liquor on the table for me and I was sure I would need more than one. Hopefully he hadn't spiked it.
"You like bourbon?" he asked. "I can get ya something else."
"It's fine," I said.
"Just wanted to be sure. I know you're more of a wine and cheese type."
I sighed. "Let's just get this over with, Gerry."
He cocked an eyebrow. "Just get it over with? Damn, girl. You sound like you're about to get a root canal or something."
"I just don't see any point in dragging this out," I said. "We both know why I'm here. I agreed to host the party. I pulled your key. We're supposed to fuck. So are we doing this or what?"
"First of all, you didn't pull my key," he said. "You ended up with it."
"Whatever. I just wanna do this, and go home and try to forget this night ever happened."
He chuckled. "You're so full of shit."
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me," he said. "You might be able to fool the hubby, but I see right through you."
"Is that right?"
He nodded.
"And just what is it you think you see?" I asked.
He took a sip of his liquor. "A fuckin' fraud."
Hands on hips, I glared at him. "You don't know the first fuckin' thing about me, Gerry."
"I know you gave a cop a blowjob tonight and you were a cat's hair away from letting him fuck you."
"Hey!" I said. "You're the one that put me in that position. You promised him I'd have sex with him if he let us go!"
He grinned. "Did I say that's what happened or is that what you assumed?"
"You fuckin' jackass! You explicitly said that you told him—"
"I told him you give a good blowjob. That's it. Truth is, he'd already agreed to let me go home before the subject of your pretty little mouth even came up."
"You're lying," I said.
"You're lying to yourself," he replied. "And doing a half-ass job at it too."
My stomach clinched with anxiety. Was there a chance he was telling the truth? Is that really the way it went down? Did I just assume that I had no choice? I thought I was about to be arrested and have my whole life ruined. Sucking off Cobb couldn't have been own my fault. Could it?
"No," I replied, shaking my head. "You heard him. He rattled off the charges—Committing lude acts while operating a vehicle. I remember he said that!"
"Were you operating the vehicle?" Gerry asked. "What specific charge did he threaten you with? Did he ask you to get out of the car? Did he even ask you for your name?"
"No, but he ... he came over to the window and—"
"And offered you his dick. That's all. He didn't threaten you with jail. He never said you had to do anything."
"It was implied. I mean ... I thought ..."
"Right. You thought. Not him. Not me. You."
My jaw dropped open as the reality of his words hit me. "Oh God."
"Sinkin' in now ain't it?" He chuckled, swirling his liquor around in his glass. "You can try to play innocent all you want, but the bottom line is you sucked that man's cock because you wanted to suck that man's cock."
"It's not that simple," I said, on the verge of tears.
"It's not?"
"Even ... even if I was mistaken, it doesn't mean I wanted to do it. And you still set me up! I don't care about the ... the fuckin' ... technicalities of what you did and didn't say. You knew what you were doing."
"And so did you," he replied with a smirk.
"You fat bastard. I hate you."
"Call me what you want. At least I know who I am."
"I know who the fuck I am."
"No you don't," he said. "You've been playing that victim role from the moment we showed up at your house. Tell me something, why did you even throw this fuckin' party in the first place?"
I folded my arms over my chest and glared. "Why do you care?"
"It's a simple question," he said. "Should be easy enough to answer. Why'd you do it?"
"I hosted the party because Rick wanted to ... and ..."
"And?"
"And I wanted to show him that I loved him and would do whatever it took to help our marriage."
"See? Now that there is about the dumbest fuckin' reason there is do something like this."
"Shut up, Gerry. You don't know what you're talking about."
"Well, I happen to know a little something about this lifestyle, so let me break something down for you, Princess." He took a sip of his drink. "You don't get into swingin' out of obligation to your spouse or because you're trying to trying to inject some passion into a dull marriage. I've seen a lot of couples make that mistake and it almost always ends up tragic."
"That's not what we were doing," I said. "Our marriage isn't ... dull!"
"Save that B.S. for your couples therapy sessions," he said. "I saw the way Rick acted when he saw his precious little wife going down on me. And you?"
"What about me?" I asked.
"You ... were hot jealous watching him getting it on with Sandra. Both of you acting like a couple of pathetic, heartbroken teenagers. Admit it. Emotions got the best of y'all tonight. Neither of you were ready to do this."
I wanted to slap that smug expression right off his face. Despite my anger, there was a real chance he could have been right. My ordeal started with me seeking payback because I felt Rick had forgotten about me. He was paying Sandra all of his attention while sending me off to get fucked by a man he knew I didn't want to leave with. It didn't seem natural. The whole sales pitch was that we were going to be exploring our sexual boundaries and mixing things up. Somewhere along the way, we got mixed up ourselves.
Even so, Gerry didn't have the right to be calling me out on anything. Rick and I weren't seasoned veterans of the 'lifestyle'. It was a new experience for us and it didn't go exactly to plan. You live and learn.
"Fine," I said. "Maybe Rick and I aren't cut out to be swingers. It's not the worst thing in the world to not be any good at."
He laughed and placed his glass on the table. "You just got your mind set on playing this little game don't ya?"
"I'm not the one playing games," I said. "And exactly what are you getting out of talking to me this way? Huh? It's not enough to fuck me, you have to mess with my head too?"
He leaned forward and rubbed his hands together. "Who said I was gonna fuck you?"
"Oh please," I said. "And you accused me of being a fraud?"
"I admit, I might come on a little strong," he said. "But I've got no interest in fuckin' anyone that don't want me to fuck 'em."

Was he actually pretending he wasn't a sleazy horndog that would fuck anything breathing and on two legs? I was convinced Gerry was lying through his teeth and I'd had enough.
"Stop it," I said. "Seriously, cut the mind game bullshit. You've had a target on my pussy since the moment you walked in my house and you expect me to believe you're okay if nothing happens here tonight?"
He sighed. "For fuck's sake woman, have you seen my wife? She's the hottest piece of ass this side of creation. When I've got something like that to come home to every night, why in holy hell would I be obsessed with a wishy-washy, spoiled little cock-tease like you?"
My nostrils flared. "You don't have any fuckin' right to talk to me like that!"
"Yeah I do," he said. "Somebody should have talked to you like this a long time ago. Maybe then you'd know what the hell to do with yourself."
"Go fuck yourself, Gerry," I said. "I don't need this."
"Yeah. We both know what you need." He reached between his legs and groped the bulge in his shorts. "You're just too chickenshit to admit it."
I scoffed. "You think I want ... you? Keep dreaming fat boy."
"Yet, five minutes ago you were ready to jump on this fat boy's cock."
"That was only because of the party," I replied, flustered. "I was just ... I agreed to—"
"Look at you." He shook his head, grinning. "A grown woman who doesn't even know what she wants."
"I know what I—"
"No you don't," he said. "You need to believe that you went into this night kickin' and screaming. That way you don't have to take any responsibility for your actions. You blame Rick for talking you into hosting the party. You blame me for the blowjob you gave that cop and now you're trying to fool me into thinking that you're standing there in my wife's robe because you didn't have a choice?"
"I didn't."
"Bull-horse-fuckin-shit," he said. "You had a choice at every turn. Everything you did tonight, everything you participated in was because deep down, it was ... what ... you ... wanted."
"No. That's not true. You don't know what you're talking about."
"I know you don't swap with other couples just because you wanna please your other half. It don't work that way, Princess. I don't care how much you think you love your hubby. It has to be what you want, what you need. Otherwise, you're just wastin' everyone else's time. So instead of standing there all self-righteous, try being a big girl for once and figure out why the hell you're really here. Because it ain't to help your marriage and I ain't letting you get away with that 'poor-little-ole-me' act."
"I'm not acting," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm not pretending. I ... I ... didn't want to ... I ..."
"Whatever." He downed the last of the liquor, sat the glass on the table and got up off the couch.
"Where are you going?" I asked.
"To bed," he said, walking up the stairs. "You can take the guest room. Goodnight, Princess."
And with that, he lumbered up the stairs to the master bedroom, leaving me standing in his living room pondering everything he'd said to me. I wanted to believe that he was just messing with my head, but there was too much truth in his words. I had been playing the victim, so willing to blame my situation on someone else. So willing to hide the things I couldn't admit. That was the difference between Sandra and me. She owned her sexuality. She didn't make excuses for anything she wanted to do. I enjoyed sucking Officer Cobb's cock, my pulse racing and pussy throbbing, but I couldn't go through with it without painting myself into a corner first. I had to believe I was at their mercy, being used and pressured. At the end of the day, part of me craved the attention. It was time I acknowledged that.
Gerry hit it on the head.

I was a fraud.
I picked up the glass he'd left for me and threw it back until the last of the liquor burned down my throat. I placed the glass back on the table and stared up at the second floor of the house, knowing I'd reached the point where I had to make my final decision. One foot in front of the other, I took soft footsteps across the carpet until I reached the base of the stairs. After taking a moment to collect myself, I exhaled a heavy breath and began my ascent.
When I reached the second level, I noticed the door to the master bedroom was ajar. I took careful steps through the hallway hoping the floor wouldn't creak and give me away. There was still a faint chance of backing out, though odds were diminishing with each passing second. The girl who would have turned around wasn't in control. I didn't quite recognize the woman who was, but I wasn't going to fight her. I'd suppressed her for too long.
I reached the door and gave it a soft push. The room was dark, but I could make out Gerry lying on his back and slowly tugging his cock up and down. I wondered if he was jerking off to thoughts of fucking me into submission. Or maybe he was truly done with the idea of me. He'd said as much and there was no reason to doubt him at that point.
I boldly walked inside. He released a short groan as I approached the side of his bed.
"Finally figured out why you're here?" he asked.
I responded by untying the robe and allowing it to drop to the floor. My eyes adjusted to the darkness, allowing me to see his full erection enveloped in his fist. I climbed on the mattress and slowly crawled between his legs until his thick cock was literally inches from my face.
"I love my husband," I said.
"And I love my wife," he replied.
I leaned forward and kissed the tip of his cock while he continued stroking. It wasn't long before my tongue joined the action. I licked the head, swirling around until it was coated with my saliva. I then trailed my way down and flicked my tongue over his scrotum. He moaned. While he continued fisting his length, I kissed his fingers and licked his knuckles. He reacted by placing a finger between my lips and I allowed him to work it around inside my mouth while I held his wrist and slurped his digit like a cock. He added another finger and I obediently sucked them both.
He gently guided my face back down to his cock and I throated him, bobbing up and down, drenching him with saliva. Slurping noises mixed with his grunts filled the room and the sounds drove me wild. I couldn't believe I was being so naughty, so reckless with someone who wasn't my husband. I moved off his dick and kissed his inner thigh, moving upward until I reached his stomach. The same jiggling gut I I'd always detested became the playground of my desire. More kisses. More licking. I couldn't get enough of wanting to devour him. His chest was next. Then his neck and earlobes.



Meanwhile, his firm hands found my waist and pressed me backward until my slit was lined up with his rock hard cock. I reached back and slid the crotch of my panties to one side. It was happening.
The head pressed my opening, brushing my clit before centering and prying my lips apart. I shifted my hips and lowered myself slightly, allowing the initial invasion. Just as I suspected, it wasn't an easy fit. I started deep breathing, trying my best to relax. He pulled me down to him.
"Easy," I said. "I've never had anyone this big."
"Don't fret," he replied. "Ole Gerry's gonna take good care of ya."
He pressed me down and I gasped. He was less than halfway in and it felt like there was no space left in my pussy for him to invade. I began having doubts about my ability to accommodate all of him. Lifting myself up a little, I savored the feeling of my folds relaxing around the head. Even so, I hesitated to slide back down on his length, but he guided me into position, about an inch lower than before, then lifted me again. He repeated the process over and over until my wetness made it easier for him to fit inside. I clawed his chest, flexing my thighs to keep from taking too much of him at once. He seemed content to take his time with me and I was thankful.
Eventually we settled into a nice back and forth rhythm—my hips thrusting forward and his firm grip pressing me back on his pole. My pussy warmed up and I began taking him deeper with each descent. He gripped my waste tighter. I worked my pelvis, twisting more of his thick cock inside me as my juices started to flow. The fit was still tight, but well lubricated. Gerry started raising his hips, pushing his cock upward to meet my thrusts. I closed my eyes and moaned as our paced quickened.
His grip on my waist clamped even tighter as he fed me more of his length on every stroke. I closed my eyes, clinched my jaw and committed myself to taking every inch he had to offer. With one thrust, I pushed myself down on his rod, causing him to bottom out inside me. He released a deep groan as I flattened my ass on his pubic hair.
"Gotdamn!" he said, hanging on as I worked my hips in a tight circle.
I took his utterance as encouragement and continued impaling myself, nearly lifting completely off his cock before slamming down to the base again. By that time I could no longer contain my own cries of pleasure. What started as soft, cooing purrs became gutteral moans of lust. I lost all sense of shame and bounced on his pole like a bucking bronco. My hands went from his chest, to his shoulders, to the sides of his face, clutching his features and watching him stare at me as if he didn't know who I was. He wouldn't have been the only one.
Rick had never seen this version of me.
Neither had I.
Gerry's cock was filling every inch of my hot cunt and I loved it. I loved the sound of my dripping pussy taking his deep intrusions. I loved the way he looked up at me. I loved the rising waves of desire churning from deep inside my depths. Sweat coated my skin and droplets fell from my face onto Gerry's chest. Violent surges of heat burned throughout my frame, which I soon recognized as my impending orgasm. I'd never wanted to climax so urgently than I did at that exact moment. Riding that mammoth horsecock, I'd earned my release and was fucking determined to have it.
"Gerry," I muttered, barely able to remember his name. "Oh shit, Gerry. I'm gonna—"
"Thatta girl," he replied. "Keep going."
I did as I was told, though I wasn't in need of instruction or permission. I was going to cum on his cock regardless of what he said or did. I was too far gone to accept anything less. I went into a grinding motion with my hips and managed to find a sweet spot where the lower part of his thick meat rubbed against my hypersensitive clit. I was basically making a circle in a pool of my own juices at that point. Back and forth. Up and down. In and out. I owned his dick for as long as I could before finally, I shuddered.
"Fuck!" I cried out. "Oh fuck!"
I gripped Gerry's face and pushed his head back, as my orgasm rippled through my spine. After the initial quake subsided, my body locked and I basically melted onto his pole. Gerry flashed me a satisfied smirk. Panting, I collapsed on his chest, limbs tingling and twitching. While I shifted into recovery mode, Gerry ran his hands up and down my spine and over my ass. I could only lay still, arms locked around his neck, breathing huskily in his ear.
I was looking forward to a little more down time before going at it again, but without warning, Gerry gripped my thighs, spreading my legs wider before rolling me over on my back. He pinned me underneath him and stared down with an carnal gaze. Before I knew it, he'd braced my right leg on his shoulder, wrapped his fingers around his cock and lined it up with my opening. I'd had my fun. Now it was his turn.
His entry wasn't nearly as gentle this time. He pushed inside me with an urgent thrust, forcing the air from my lungs. He grabbed my other leg and rocked his hips forward. I contorted beneath him as he piped my juicy slit over and over, grunting in synch with each deep stroke. My gaze locked on the thick meat disappearing and reemerging from my hole with workmanlike precision. This wasn't the basic 'up-down-in-out' type of cocking. Gerry was attacking me from multiple angles, shifting, rotating his hips with agility I wouldn't have thought possible from a man his size.
His movements provoked involuntary responses from my body, causing me to twist side to side and claw the bedsheets in an animalistic display of desperate ecstasy. The more I reacted to him, the deeper he invaded me, using his cock as a tool to discipline me for all my transgressions, past and present. The savagery of his methods, in that space and reality, felt completely warranted. Everything I thought I'd known about myself had been revealed as a passive ruse, meant to disarm the truest parts of my unleashed, unacknowledged desires. Living in the lie of reluctance, I'd constructed a persona to mask a hidden thirst for the taboo of exploration. Gerry had seen through the mask, through the entire hypocrisy of my deceit. He'd known all along exactly who and what I was, even as I fought tooth and nail to conceal my dormant reality.
While he continued punishing my cunt, I struggled to contain the heat radiating from my frame. Frantically, I arched my spine and reached underneath, unhooking my bra. Seeing my tits free, Gerry dove forward, suckling a stiff nipple then alternating, devouring, lavishing each breast with rough nibbles and long, circling licks from his tongue. This time, it was his sweat raining down over my torso, mixing with my own sheen of lust. I wrapped my arms around his neck while clamping my legs over his plunging hips. At that angle, he bottomed out inside me, releasing a bourbon-soaked grunt with every thrust.
The harder I clung to him, the harder he rammed me, until eventually I found myself dangling off the edge of the mattress. He didn't relent, collecting my long legs and recklessly pounding his massive cock inside me, as I placed a hand on the floor to steady myself. Soon my limbs were too coated with sweat for him to hold me in that position and they began to slip out of his grasp. As a result, his powerful thrusts were gradually pounding me over the side the mattress, taking the sheets down with me. Gerry reacted quickly, carefully lowering me so that my shoulders were touching the floor and my torso pointing straight up. He locked an arm around my legs and used the other to snatch my soaked panties up my thighs until he'd worked them over my ankles and flung them across the room. He then spread my limbs apart and dove his tongue into my box. I yelped as he greedily lapped my juices, swirling his fat head around in a circular motion. Limbs flailing, I braced myself with my elbows and raised my pelvis up to meet his hungry mouth.
His vicious tongue-lashing sent me near to, close to and over the edge of my lust in rapid succession. My body burned with sensitivity as he licked along my slit and teased my anus with deliberate swirls of his wet tongue. When he reached around and pinched my clit between his fingers, I screamed through a second climax and flooded his face. Despite the fact that I was upside down, neck bent at an awkward angle, shoulders sore and thighs burning, I'd never shuddered through a more complete orgasm in my life.
Just as I was about to compliment him for getting me off again, Gerry clutched my abdomen. Suddenly he positioned my body a little sideways, pushed my thighs down and swung his leg over so that he was scissoring me, his cock dangling menacingly over my swollen cunt. I watched him pin my left leg to his chest and lower himself until the mushroom head of his shaft sank inside my hole, followed by the full length. Once he started bunny-hopping my pussy in that position, I absolutely fucking lost it.
"Oh shit yes!" I yelled.
From that moment on, I couldn't contain myself, screaming obscenities at the top of my lungs. That angle was fucking amazing. My pussy was completely prone, allowing for a full-on, relentless, deep drill technique. He was fucking me like a master, inducing reactions from my body best described as somewhere between ecstasy and electrocution. While convulsing on the carpet, I was fully aware of the friction at my shoulders producing what would later be pronounced rug burns, but they were the most minor of my concerns. I was seriously wondering how much more of Gerry I could take before passing out. If there was one thing to be questioned before that night, it would have been his stamina. How could someone who I would qualify as both morbid and morbidly obese keep this up for so long? How often did Sandra have to endure brutal fuck sessions like the one I was experiencing? No wonder she was able to take a double penetration with ease. Compared to Gerry, two cocks at once was probably a walk in the park.
Gerry's grunts were getting loud enough for me to hear over my desperate screams and he picked up his pace. Watching him hunched over and plowing into me like a runaway jackhammer, I began to wonder if he would ever cum. As if reading my mind, he suddenly pulled out, his bobbing cock glistening with my juices. I tumbled out of his grip and rolled over on the floor, gasping for air and expecting him to douse me with a sticky load.
Instead, I felt his hands at my waist, lifting me. I struggled to my feet, dizzy from the combination of being upside down for so long and taking a brutal cocking in the process. Before I could clear my head, he guided me onto the mattress and pushed me down on my stomach. A second later, I was mounted like a prized stallion and taking a deep drilling from behind. His thunderous strokes jerked my body forward, rocking the bed frame, while he held me in place with a firm hand at the crease between my neck and shoulder.
I cried out every time his flabby thighs slapped against my ass. He leaned down to kiss the base of my neck and flicked his tongue along my spine, while continuing to slam inside me over and over. His hand slid under my chin and lifted my head as he humped my pussy like a dog in heat. With no way to escape even if I wanted to, I grabbed the edge of the mattress and held on for dear life.
"Here I go!" Gerry yelled.
His cock twitched inside me and released a rifle shot of warm cum. My pussy locked around the shaft while the last of his offering milked out. After a couple of extra pumps to finish off, he slid out and rolled off, collapsing next to me, both of us sucking wind and completely spent. Without his fat meat inside me, my fuck-worn pussy felt unusually vacated, as if a part of it was missing. I could almost feel a draft breezing through my opening like a cavernous tunnel.
I looked over at Gerry, his huge, hairy stomach rising and falling with each breath.
"That was certainly ... intense," I said.
"Not what you were expecting?"
I offered a weak shrug. "Looking back over this night, I guess I shouldn't be surprised by anything."
He chuckled.
Neither of us could think of anything else worth saying, so we were content to lie next to each other, breathing and sharing space in the darkness. After a brief recovery nap, I somehow found the strength to stumble into the shower. I was still sticky with sweat and there were streaks of dried cum along my inner thigh. Beyond that, I'd quickly realized I wasn't going to get much accomplished in the way of sleep, given that Gerry snored like a grizzly. Once inside the bathroom, my reflection caught me again. As I suspected, a quick turn in the mirror revealed a couple of glowing red welts on my shoulders. Oh well. Couldn't say they weren't well earned.
When I reentered the bedroom after my shower, Gerry was gone. Suspicious, I gathered up Sandra's robe and slid it on, then made my way downstairs. I found Gerry in the kitchen, heating up a few slices of leftover pizza in the toaster oven.
"Pepperoni and cheese," he said. "Hungry?"
"Yeah. I could use a bite."
Over pizza and soda, Gerry and I had an actual conversation. He explained that he and Sandra had been swinging for years. He also dropped the mini-bombshell that he'd mentioned it a few times to my husband. That would explain why Rick was so eager to invite Gerry and Sandra to the party and why he was so sure they'd be up for it. Though I did experience a brief pang of anger over the revelation that my husband had hidden something from me, I really wasn't in any position to judge him. I'd obviously been holding back parts of myself from him since we first met.
"How did you two first know you wanted to get into the lifestyle?" I asked.
"Communication," he said. "We don't keep secrets. That was the promise we made to each other."
"And you both wanted to?"
He nodded. "I guess you could say that's the real key ... to a key party."
I scoffed. "Really? Couldn't resist that one?"
"Cut me some slack," he said, grinning. "I've been up all night."
"Still though," I replied. "That was super corny, even for you."
He shrugged.
"But yeah," I continued, "back to the ... lifestyle. So you guys never worried about it affecting your marriage?"
His gaze tightened. "One thing I've learned is that everything—good or bad—affects your marriage. But the one thing guaranteed to ruin a marriage, is lies. We're not doing anything any other couple ain't doing. We're just honest about it. No point in living a pretend life just to keep up appearances. Just like swingin' ain't for everyone, same can be said for monogamy."
Holy hell. When did the loudmouthed jackass I couldn't stand morph into the Yoda of couple swap? I half expected him to follow up with "Repressed you were. Another man's cock you needed."
Later that morning Gerry drove me home. It was certainly less stressful and far less eventful than our first ride together. Part of me wanted to give him another blowjob in the car, but the night was officially over and there seemed to be a protocol, a set of rules I would be violating if things continued after sunrise. Plus, the 'blowjob-in-the-car' move had already gotten me into enough trouble over the past 24 hours. I still had Rick to contend with. Hopefully, my bags wouldn't be already packed for me when I walked through the door.
Still, I couldn't help flashing back to everything that happened as a consequence of my first key party. The blow job in my driveway. The double blowjobs in the park. The brutal fucking in the bed Gerry and Sandra shared. And the incident in the kitchen—Yeah ... soooo after we finished eating, Gerry went to make us drinks. I followed him into the kitchen with our plates. When I leaned over to put them into the dishwasher, Sandra's satin robe rose up over my ass. Gerry made a comment about me not having on any panties. I replied with something about him 'enjoying the view'. Next thing I know, I'm getting pounded doggystyle over the sink and screaming like a bimbo in a B-movie slasher flick. It's also the reason I needed a third shower before heading home.
Arriving at my house, I noticed Mark and Byron's cars were also parked outside.
"What the hell?" I asked.
"Guess the gang's all here ... again," Gerry replied.
We exited the car and walked up to the front. Before I could fish my keys out of my purse, Rick opened the door. My heart skipped at the sight of him. He didn't seem upset, but he was staring at me like I was someone new. If only he knew the half. I had so much I wanted to say to him, so much I needed to confess.
While Gerry strutted in behind us, Rick reached for my hand. He pulled me close then his arms snaked around me for a hug. He felt warm and strong. I didn't want to let go of him. After closing the door, he led me into the hallway.
"You okay?" he whispered.
"Yeah," I said. "You?"
"Now that you're back. Yeah."
"Babe, last night, before I left ... I'm sorry if things got a little ... I—"
"Nothing to apologize for," he said. "After you left, Sandra and I had a long chat."
"About?"
"Just some things I hadn't considered before dragging you into this."
"You didn't drag me," I said. "We both agreed."
"I know. But long story short... I'm the one who should be sorry. I was acting like a—"
I placed my finger over his lips. "Like you said. Nothing to apologize for. I love you."
"Back at you," he replied.
We embraced again. It felt nice to feel his hands playing in my hair. We'd talk later and I'd explain everything that happened. I hoped we'd be able to move past that night with a clean slate, but even if we couldn't, the one thing I couldn't do was lie to him. Whatever fate awaited our marriage, it was going to start with honest communication. By holding back and hiding my desires, I'd been unfair to him and to myself. Being upfront about what we needed was the only we we'd have any shot of being happy together. As much as I hated to admit it, I had that fuckin' Gerry to thank for helping me see that.
Okay, okay. I guess he wasn't as much of a jackass as I thought, but still ... it's Gerry.
After Rick kissed my forehead, I turned around and we walked back into my living room. Mark, Tiffany, Byron and Sandra were seated, smiling and flashing curious gazes.
"So what's all this?" I asked. "Please tell me it's not an intervention."
"We all decided that we should have a little 'post key party' brunch," Tiffany replied. "Hope you don't mind."
I shrugged. "I could use a bite."
"Donna was nice enough to make omelettes," Byron added.
"But you might wanna go in there and give her a hand," Mark said. "She's being real disagreeable about taking requests."
"I heard that!" Donna yelled from my kitchen. "I said I was making Denver omelettes. Take it or leave it, Mister."
Mark sighed and shook his head. "Yes, Dear."
I kissed Rick on the cheek and headed into my kitchen. Donna was standing at my stove, sprinkling cheddar over her latest creation. She smiled when she spotted me.
"Hey girl." She removed the skillet from the heat and walked toward me. "Bout time you made it back. I thought we were gonna have to go looking for you."
I gave her a hug. "I see you're busy."
She lowered her voice. "Gotta do something to work off my pent up frustration after a night with Byron-the-friendly-robot."
"Went that well, huh?"
"Ugh. The word underwhelming has a new definition." She placed a hand on her hip and stared at me. "What about you? How'd it go with ole lard ass?"
I smiled. "It was ... interesting."
"Oh no," she said. "Don't even try it. You gonna have to do better than that, sister. And what's with that devilish grin?"



"Maybe I'm just happy to see you."
"Okay. I'm officially calling bullshit." She sighed in frustration. "At least tell me if I was right about him having a small cock."
"Hmmm." I pretended to be lost in thought, drawing out the suspense. "Let's just say ... it wasn't what I was expecting."
Donna's jaw dropped. "Are you telling me that fat bastard has a fat—mmmph."
Before she could finish, I covered her lips with mine, cradling her head and kissing her deeply. After a few moments of locking tongue, I pulled away, leaving her bewildered.
"Okay, chick," she said, cocking her head to one side with a suspicious gaze. "That was a nice try at distracting me, but I know I'm not getting the whole story. So just go ahead and spill it. What are you hiding?"
"Nothing," I said, leaning in for another kiss. "Not anymore."



            