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		A journey into erotic fantasy

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		It was hard to believe I was doing this. Okay, we were half way around the world from where we lived. And, admittedly, the mores here were far different from those back in Atlanta. But it still struck me as being a very risqué thing to be doing. I knew that the people here looked on sex with a very different set of values. The lifestyle being a lot freer this side of the pond. Open nudity and sex far more common. They had whole sections of the city that were devoted to… Well… Pursuits that would have gotten people arrested back home.

		

		Tonight, was MJ’s idea. In fact, all of this was. That made it seem almost dirtier somehow. My girlfriend wanted to go to a sex club. I mean, shouldn’t it have been me pushing for something like that? Wasn’t it supposed to be the guy that has the weird sexual yearnings? That wants to ‘sample’ the delights of other women? Maybe a threesome with MJ and one of her girlfriends? Not that I was complaining… It just seemed out of place. Like our relationship had suddenly been knocked slightly off axis. I’d lost the role of dominate partner and lover somehow. And, I was none too sure I liked it. Anyway, here I was.

		

		I suppose some explanation is in order, Mary Jo had gotten the opportunity to do a semester of her post grad studies overseas at the college here. It sounded like fun to me, so I came along for the ride. Since I was already out of school and my work was internet based, it wasn’t a problem. The thrill of exploring the world, seeing the different cultures and scenery too much to pass up. We’d be here for about four months while she completed her studies.

		

		It was only natural that, as an Anthropology student, she would want to learn more about the culture of the people here. MJ always said the best way to do that was to immerse yourself in their lives. I’d trekked along beside her as we walked the sex districts, awed and a little embarrassed at seeing the blatantly displayed offerings. Women and men openly posing in the windows of the shops as we passed by. Offering themselves for… Well, you know.

		

		Tonight? Well, this was a different animal entirely. This was both of us dipping our toes in the waters, so to speak. We were visiting a sex club. I just wasn’t too happy about this much immersion. MJ’s assurance that ‘We don’t have to participate, Silly,’ not really making me feel any better about it. She had a wild streak that sometimes overwhelmed any sense of reason she might have had. Leaving me feeling more than a little nervous as we stood in line waiting to get in.

		

		MJ was dressed… Well, I guess you could call it dressed? Anyway, she had on this very revealing micro mini-dress. Royal blue lace hugged her every curve. A deep plunging neckline revealing the enticing swell of her breasts. The lace even allowing a peek-a-boo view of her other assets. Needless to say, the little minx wasn’t wearing any underwear. Not tonight. Hell, I didn’t even know where she’d found a dress that revealing? Probably some sex shop in the red-light district.

		

		She certainly wasn’t alone in her choice of attire, either. There wasn’t any woman I saw in line that wasn’t blatantly putting herself on display. Anything from slits that ran all the way up to their arm pit, to ultra-sheer fabrics that didn’t even attempt to hide anything, seemed to be the order of the evening. The woman standing in front of us being an example of the latter. Her sheer dress providing an unobstructed view of her enticing behind, blonde hair cascading down her bare back. I’d never even seen a nightgown that was that revealing. Every time she’d turn a little, I could see her full breasts, nipples hardened in excitement. Her dark eyes openly appraising me. Admittedly, I was having a very difficult time controlling a certain part of my anatomy as we stood there. But, who wouldn’t?

		

		MJ had heard about this place from some girlfriend of hers at the college. Apparently, it was a type of swinger club. I guess that’s the best way to describe it? Consensual sex apparently taking place on the premises in some areas. The main floor devoted to a bar, tables and a dance floor. Naturally, MJ had stressed we weren’t required to visit the more risqué areas of the club when she told me about it. She just had a desire to learn more about it. Understand what drove people to this type of sexual abandon. See what it was like. Uh, huh… Yeah… Anybody interested in a certain bridge in Brooklyn?

		

		Not being an academic, I was having had a hard time thinking about it in that light. Especially when I saw the way she was dressed tonight. I’m just not used to seeing my girl’s body on display like that. Maybe in the bedroom, but not out in public. Weren’t her charms supposed to be reserved for me? MJ patiently explaining she needed to ‘fit’ in, to learn more about the lifestyle. To get people to open up to her. Right? I was beginning to question just what she wanted to ‘fit’ into? The number of men ogling her soft curves as we stood in line, making me think about it even more. Their pants tenting in desire as they openly stared at her lush curves.

		

		In a way, I shamefully found it exciting. Seeing the effect she was having on the other men in line. Their eyes hungrily devouring her full breasts and swollen nipples. Her partially obscured landing strip magnetically drawing their eyes to her lush nether region. Long legs openly displayed by her short dress and spike heels. All of them lusting after her. Yet, knowing I was the one taking her home tonight. The feeling was a little strange, though. Kind of foreign to me. It wasn’t the accepted way a man was supposed to feel about things like that. I was supposed to be green with jealously. Furious over MJ’s overt display. Wasn’t I? Instead, I found myself wondering whether my swelling cock was due more to the blonde in front of me or the blatantly lewd display MJ was putting on?

		

		Well… As long as all they did was look, I supposed I could tolerate it. We weren’t exactly back home anymore. A lot of things were freer here, like that nude beach she dragged me to. And, MJ certainly didn’t seem to be complaining about the open stares she was getting. The little flirt kept playing with her hair and striking one pose after another as she chatted freely with the others in line. My ability with the language was limited. Her conversations making me feel even more out of the loop, except the few times they happened to be speaking English.

		

		Thankfully, most of the people here, seemed to be able to carry on a simple conversation in English. Something that was good for me, because the best I could do was ‘hello,’ ‘goodbye’ and ‘I don’t speak…’ It didn’t make me a sterling conversationalist. Though, I suppose the intent of this place wasn’t talking so much as… Uh… Doing?

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Bill was nervous as we stood in line. Man was he. I knew I shouldn’t have let him come overseas with me. He’d have been much happier back in Atlanta. Not knowing about the kind of mischief I had heard about happening over here. The kind I wanted a chance to experience for myself. It sounded exciting, what can I say? Not that I would have ever told him… This would have been a case of what he didn’t know, wouldn’t hurt him. With him standing beside me, that option was no longer available. Darn it.

		

		But, since he was here, he was just going to have to put up with it. I had an agenda for this semester. Oh, I liked Bill. Liked him a lot. We’d been living together for over a year now. But, was he my ‘forever’ guy? The jury was still out on that one. Very out. I was still young and carefree. This was supposed to be my time to explore my wild side. I was four thousand miles from home and Mom and Dad’s restrictive views on life. Geez, they even objected to us living together. Get real. It’s the twenty-first century, you know what I mean? I guess, I just didn’t have the heart to say no when he suggested coming along. He’d sounded so excited. Like I said, I do like him.

		

		I kind of hoped that maybe I could get him to loosen up a little over here away from family and friends. Life is a lot more… Hmmm… I’m not sure what to call it? Life back home seems so constrictive about certain things. And, I’m just not a modest and demure kind of girl. Despite my folks’ best efforts, not to mention the Nuns! Snickers. After all, I was doing a table dance at a frat house the night Bill first saw me. What did he expect, a Nun?

		

		Bill had agreed to walk the city’s red-light district with me one night. That was interesting. If I’d been alone, I might have taken a chance on one or two of those guys on display. How else would I really understand what life here was all about? Damn, I might have even offered myself for sale in one of those places, just to try it. OMG, that sounds soooo naughty. If it had been legal, anyway. They have some nonsense about medical tests, licenses and stuff over here. Anyway, the place had excited me no end. Bill? Not so much. I think it kind of turned him off or embarrassed him. Honestly, I hated to admit it, but he was more geek than lothario. He’d be a good provider and was decent in bed. I liked him. Honest. His quiet and reserved attitude great when I was back home studying. Just not four thousand miles away when I was of a mind to party.

		

		He was not the least bit happy about my choice of wardrobe tonight. He let me know about it too. But, too bad. I wanted to fit in. It was going to be that kind of place, and I knew it. I just didn’t tell him. Oops. A girl in one of my classes had told me about it, she liked to come here from time to time. Just get laid without any strings attached. Sometimes she would come with a date, sometimes alone. Something about a back room and some nonsense about a grotto thingy. Anyway, it sounded extremely naughty and uber-exciting. And, that had my name written all over it.

		

		I’d stopped after class today and bought my dress. Humph. Well, it was sort of a dress. Insanely expensive, it could have doubled as a very sexy nightgown. In fact, I just might use it as one in the future. I felt practically naked in it. Damn, I was getting soooo turned on standing out here, all those guys eyeing me while we waited. Maybe it was worth the money I’d paid for it? I wasn’t the least bit out of place with the way the other women were dressed. Maybe a little more modest than several of them. I’m not sure why they’d bothered with clothes at all. Wow, they looked sexy.

		

		Surprisingly, Bill was not entirely turned off tonight. I could feel his cock getting hard as I leaned back into him. Okay, maybe I was rubbing my butt against him a little too at the time. But anyway I couldn’t wait to get inside and see what all the fuss was about. Maybe have a chance to get laid too? If I played my cards right. That wouldn’t be all bad. Kyra had told me that there was a public play area in the back where… Um… Well, where you could do it out in the open. You know, letting people watch you? Maybe I could talk Bill into that? And, maybe they’d even join in? Oooo… That sounded like fun. Better not mention that part to Billy, though.

		

		There was this tousled headed blonde guy up there that kept looking at me. His eyes running up and down my body hungrily. Fuck, that was turning me on. Back home, I’d probably be upset if somebody ogled me that openly. But, here? This is what I was here for. I wanted to experience all they had to offer. Get it all out of my system before settling down. Once I had my master’s degree I’d be saddled with a job and all the restrictive rules that being a teacher brought about. ‘You must toe the line, Mary Jo. As a teacher, you set an example for the younger generation,’ Professor Davis was always so stern. He’d die if he knew where we were.

		

		But tonight? No way was I settling for dull and proper tonight. I wanted to party. I’d even brought some ‘candy’ along in my purse. That ought to mellow Bill out. Get him horny enough he’ll at least do me in the public room. If something else happens while we’re there… Well, so be it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Inside the club, as newcomers we were given a tour. Our lovely, and very sexy, guide was named Inka. My eyes following the scantily clad hostess as she chatted. Oh, yeah, I was looking. Inka was delightful. Tiny, with pert little tits that pressed against her dress enticingly. Her nipples outlined beneath the clingy material. Damn, I think she’s pierced, too. Wow.

		

		MJ asking a multitude of questions of her as we were shown around. Thankfully, their conversation was in English. I admit, I was taken a little aback seeing the ‘play’ area. A large room with curtained partitions lining three walls. The opposite wall totally mirrored. The center of the room devoted to six large mattresses, some of them occupied. Gulp. Not exactly the kind of display I was used to. Well… Okay, a few parties in college had gotten a little wild, but not THIS wild. MJ gasping beside me as she saw a thin blonde sandwiched between two men. Spit-roasted as their hard cocks drove into her from both ends. Sweat glistening on her body, pert breasts swaying like crazy. Her muffled cries quite audible. MJ’s hand getting sweaty in mine as we watched, her breathing becoming rapid and shallow. She was practically orgasming just watching the brazen display.

		

		If I thought that was way out there, my mind was totally blown shortly afterwards. Inka showed us to a draped doorway, a lighted neon sign over the entrance declaring it the ‘Grotto of Eros.’ It was located off a hallway on the way to the restrooms. Kind of hard to miss. Our hostess drawing the drape aside, escorting us in to the room. It was painted entirely black, walls, ceiling, floor, everything. My eyes bugging out as I entered the darkened room. My cock suddenly springing to life, big time. Lined along one side of the room were four spotlighted areas occupied by… How do I explain this? I’d never seen anything like it before in my life.

		

		Four women lined the darkened wall, only their lower extremities visible. Their legs spread wide in an upright Vee. Straps fastened around their ankles holding them in place, like they were in bondage. The leather ankle cuffs holding them open, their nether regions blatantly on display. A black curtain draped down over their waistline, concealing their upper halves. And, they were naked. Their moist pussies quite visible for anyone to see. A scent of their sexual arousal hanging in the air. At first glance, I thought maybe they were meant to be some sort of decorative mannequins. Just ‘live’ erotic wall art of some sort. But, no… They were there for a reason. As I stood there dumbfounded, Inka explained that they were offering themselves for sexual release. OMG! I’d never heard of anything like that before in my life. MJ was grasping my hand tightly at the sight, her face going slightly pale. Her grip so tight it was almost painful. Eyes open wide in shock and disbelief at the display before her.

		

		Inka took MJ’s hand and asked me to wait out in the hallway a few minutes while she gave her a tour ‘behind the scene.’ I felt a little conspicuous and out of place standing there in the hallway by myself. With a line of men forming for entry into the ‘Grotto,’ I decided to people watch. Even if it did seem a little creepy. All those guys just standing there waiting to get in to… All kinds of guys too. I mean, the whole gamut. Tall, short, white, black, brown, skinny, fat you name it and they were standing there. Waiting for their chance to fuck some anonymous girl on the other side of the curtain. Just get their rocks off before going back into the club.

		

		To say I was curious about what MJ was being shown behind the scenes, is putting it mildly. As I stood there in the hall, a bell sounded and the drapes to the ‘Grotto’ were pulled aside. I watched the men coming and going from the ‘Grotto’ on a regular basis. My mind a blur. What would it be like walking through that doorway, just using some anonymous girl? Not even seeing who she was, what she looked like. Almost like using some living, breathing sex doll. And, MJ was seeing it from the other side of those curtains! When she returned about twenty minutes later, her face was bright red. Her breathing rapid, a touch of nervous sweat glistening on her forehead, her nipples were like hardened diamonds poking out through the lace of her dress. Damn, I could even detect a hint of her honeyed excitement as she came up next to me. MJ was turned on. Extremely turn on. Now, I really was curious. Just what went on back there?

		

		She held on to me through the rest of the tour. Inka pointing out the restrooms, the changing rooms (which included a shower area) for entry to the ‘play’ room, the bar and the rules of the club. Essentially, there were none. With few exceptions, an anything goes party atmosphere pervading the club. Though, she did point out that ‘no’ still means ‘no.’ And, the ‘Grotto’ was for vaginal intercourse only, staring pointedly at me as she said it.

		

		Finally, she led us to a long banquette table at the back of the club. Several couples already seated around the table. Then, motioned for the waitress to come and take our order. Leaving us to introduce ourselves around the table to the other people sitting there. Coming in last, we were seated on the end of the horseshoe shaped banquette. I was on the outside, which worked pretty well for me since my language skills were limited anyway. I had enough to think about as it was. My mind a whirl after all I’d seen.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I was excited about the tour, the hostess offering to show us around and acquaint us with the facility. Oooo… I’d get to see the whole place without having to… You know. Not, that I didn’t intend to visit some of the rooms I’d heard about from Kyra later tonight. With Bill, I mean, not by myself. Though, I thought I might have to talk Bill into it. This was all a big cultural shock to him. I had been soooo naughty not telling him. But, if I had… We probably wouldn’t be standing here.

		

		OMG! I couldn’t believe what I was seeing when she showed us into the ‘Grotto.’ It took my breath away. Kyra had mentioned it to me in passing, but that was all. I mean, this was… Wow. The hostess tugged at my hand, whispering in my ear. Asking if I’d like her to take me behind the curtains? To actually see what went on behind the scenes? Are you kidding me? I took her up on the offer in a heartbeat. Duh. I was practically bouncing off the walls at the prospect of seeing it up close and personal. Leaving Bill standing there in the hallway dumbfounded, his mouth hanging open. A bulge showing in his pants. My giving his cock a squeeze as I walked away might not have helped that situation. Snickers.

		

		She led me through a hidden door at the back of the ‘Grotto.’ I found myself trailing her along a back hallway around to where the girls were at. Each one was nestled in a small semi-private cubicle, walled on three sides and open at the back. They were lying on a padded table. The upper halves of their bodies exposed. It looked something like a massage table I suppose. Their wrists were fastened into cuffs chained against the cubicle walls as they lay there, helping hold them in place. A heavy curtain draped across their waists. They were naked. An attendant of some kind bustled around making sure they were all situated, getting them ready. Fastening their wrists into the lined cuffs, giving them a drink, adjusting their position or whatever.

		

		As we stood there talking quietly, the lights began to dim. I heard the muted sound of a bell ring somewhere. The hostess leaned over and whispered to me that the ’Grotto’ was opening. The girls now lying there in a twilight type of darkness as the lights continued to lower. A pregnant silence filling the air. I could hear their rapid breathing as they waited in nervous anticipation. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. Only a dim outline of light showing through the modesty drapes. Suddenly, the girl closest to me stiffened and gave a little gasp. Moments later her body began to shift back and forth as apparently some guy had his way with her. Low moans and whimpers coming from her lips. Her eyes fluttering as her body shook.

		

		One by one, the girls in the other three cubicles began to react the same way. One of them screaming as her body spasmed wildly, her back arched in orgasm as her wrists pulled frantically at her restraints. One after another, each of them reacted in somewhat the same way. Some more than others, naturally. A few seconds later, each lying there gasping and catching their breath. Their lover of the moment having finished with them. I could feel my own body reacting. My nipples hardening excitedly, my pussy getting wet. And, all I was doing was watching. Then, I looked on in awe as the same series of events began to repeat again a few moments later. Apparently each one with some ‘new’ lover. Er… User? Bull? Stud? Whatever! “How many men will…?” my voice failing me, as I stared in awe.

		

		“It varies, Mary Jo,” whispered Inka. “Each of the ‘Daughters’ serve for an hour. Depending on the night, it could be five or so, on up to maybe twelve or fifteen. At the end of their service, each new girl receives her mark. Officially, becoming a ‘Daughter of Eros.’ It is considered something special. Like a badge of honor. Dating a ‘Daughter of Eros,’ is quite sought-after,” she purred sensuously.

		

		“You said marked. What does that mean? Just how are they marked?” I asked in astonishment.

		

		“Each one has their right… Um… How do you say…” she asked, fumbling for the word and shyly pointing at my nipple.

		

		“Nipple?” I gulped. My voice barely audible my mouth was so dry.

		

		“Yes, ‘nipple,’ that is it. Her right nipple is pierced. It is done like a ceremony at the end of their period of service. Women are proud to serve as ‘Daughters of Eros,” she said enthusiastically. My eyes curiously dropping to her dress, seeing two slight extra protrusions framing her right nipple where the fabric clung so revealingly to her. OMG. She was a… She’d done this!

		

		“Inka? What’s it like?” I gasped, my voice barely a whisper.

		

		“It is… Oh, what is the word in English? Intense? Yes, intense,” she smiled shyly. “That would be a good description.”

		

		“Um… How are the ‘Daughters’ chosen?” I asked. Honestly, a little unsure just what to say. I had so many questions. I could write a book about this place. Damn, maybe I would?

		

		“Oh, we are all volunteers. The ‘Grotto’ is open every Saturday night. Obviously, there can’t be that many new girls each week. So, most of the ‘Daughters’ will offer themselves from time to time,” she giggled. “We are there to help out the new girls, reassure them. And, naturally, to enjoy ourselves. It is quite an experience. There are certain benefits beyond the obvious, too,” she whispered conspiratorially.

		

		“The obvious?” I croaked.

		

		“Yes, of course, it’s not just the anonymous unbridled sex. Though, that certainly does make for an exciting evening,” she giggled. “Well worth repeating, I might add.

		

		“As a ‘Daughter of Eros,’ you and your guest no longer have to pay an entrance fee for the club. There is a private entrance reserved for you, no more lines. More importantly, you become eligible for invitations to parties at other… More exclusive clubs. There, things are not so anonymous, it is all more above board. Sex is expected, no one is there to just look or because they were curious. Everything is more thrilling and exciting. I met my husband at one of those clubs,” she offered shyly.

		

		“And, he doesn’t mind that… You know?” I gulped.

		

		“Of course not. He thinks it is wonderful that men find me so desirable. I am like what you Americans call a ‘Hot Wife.’ I hear it is becoming quite popular in the US. I’m allowed to have sex with others, but I always go home to my husband. We love each other deeply. The nights I volunteer at the club, are truly special. Men can fool you sometimes, he rather likes being with me after I’ve spent an evening in the ‘Grotto.’ Besides, it keeps him on his toes, knowing that others desire me like that,” she added with a giggle.

		

		“What about him? Is he allowed to have other women?” I asked in awe.

		

		“Of course not. Well… Sometimes with my permission we might both play. But, that’s all. I mean, like with another couple if we both like them, or a threesome. But, not usually. I like to let him watch me, to tease him that way.”

		

		“Seems rather one-sided,” I mused.

		

		“Of course, it is. But, that’s the point, Mary Jo,” she giggled. “It is getting late. If you’d like to know more… Here, give me your phone and I’ll put my number in. You can call me anytime and I’ll be happy to meet you to talk more.” After that, leading me around to the hallway where Bill was waiting impatiently for us. Our interrupted tour continuing.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		After the tour, we were shown to a table at the back. The place was crowded with music pounding excitedly as people danced. The music too loud to talk easily. At least, for what I wanted to talk to MJ about. We ordered drinks and sat there, just people watching. MJ was casually talking with a man on the other side of her. His eyes drifting suggestively down the deep neckline of her dress. Dwelling teasingly on her semi-revealed nipples. Their conversation wasn’t in English, so it was a choice of helplessly watching him ogle her so blatantly or people watch. My attention diverted to watching other people. Still unsure of how I felt about her displaying herself so openly.

		

		I tried to keep my mind on the dance floor. Enjoying the view of the bodies sliding sensually against each other. Though, after what I’d seen in the ‘Grotto,’ it was hard to keep my mind on anything else. My thoughts absorbed by the luridness of what I’d seen. That, and the prurient excitement of it. I still had a hard time believing it. Even out here, anything short of actual sex seemed to be allowed, the dancers pawing each other openly. Hands cupping breasts and tracing swollen cocks as the dancers slid suggestively around each other. A few of the women ending up topless on the dance floor. Shaking their tits in some guys face.

		

		My musings were interrupted as I felt MJ suddenly stiffen next to me. I looked around to see what had gotten her attention so abruptly. She was sitting there, her eyes closed. One hand gripping the edge of the table, her other grabbing hold of my arm. Her breathing becoming fast and heavy. At first, I wasn’t sure what was going on… What she’d seen, or… Then, I noticed the man next to her had his hand up her short dress. FUCK. He was fingering her. And, she was allowing it. MJ was letting him play with her pussy. Getting off at the hands of another man.

		

		Totally in shock, I sat there stupefied. My eyes glued to the spot where his hand had boldly slid between her long legs. The lace of her dress allowing an obscured view as he fingered her swollen nether regions. My cock swelling at the lurid sight. Her eyes fluttered, a moan escaping her lips, her grip on my arm tightening as her body shuddered through an orgasm. Finally, relaxing after his hand had moved away. MJ sitting there still gasping for breath, leaning against me. I saw her attacker blatantly lick his fingers, tasting her. Tasting my girl. OMG, what kind of place was this?

		

		After a few moments, MJ looked guiltily over at me. Her face turning a very bright shade of red in embarrassment. Reaching out, she took hold of my hand. “Sorry, Honey,” she offered weakly. “It just kind of happened. It’s okay, isn’t it? We did come here to experience new things. Right?”

		

		My eyes turned away, refusing to look at her. Staring off at the dance floor. Not sure I wanted to see her right then. Honestly, rather unsure what I was feeling? I mean, I was furious, wasn’t I? MJ snuggled into me, her hand sliding along my thigh, cupping around my swollen cock. Oops. Maybe I wasn’t as furious as I thought? I knew I should be mad, disgusted even. She was my wife… Well, not my wife, but at least my steady girlfriend. I mean, we lived together. But, at the same time it had been… Okay, I admit, it had been hot watching him finger her. MJ shuddering in orgasm, her hand gripping my arm as she exploded. I’d never seen her like that. A voyeur as someone else pleasured her. Kind of seeing her from the outside, looking in. If that makes any sense? Watching the look on her face, the way her nipples hardened into stiff erasers, her breathing intensifying. Her body arching as she spasmed.

		

		When the waitress came by again, MJ signaled for another round. I just glared at her in disbelief as she did. Not sure I even wanted to be here anymore. Not sure what I wanted, period. Leaning over to me, she whispered in my ear. “I’m sorry, Bill. Really. I just got caught up in everything. It’s so exciting here. And… And… His hand started stroking my thigh as we were talking. Then, it kept getting higher. Before I even realized it, he was… You know? Are you really upset, Baby? I’ll make it up to you?” she purred seductively. “I promise, I will?” Her fingers tracing teasingly over my swollen cock.

		

		Steeling myself, I turned to her, ready to unload in fury. Her big, warm eyes pulling me into them, just like always. Damn, I was a sucker for her. “I guess not, MJ. I just… It was a shock. I’m not used to seeing you being intimate like that, with anybody else. Especially not with some guy’s hand up your…” Her finger going to my lips, stopping the beginnings of a tirade. Then, she kissed me. Sliding into my lap, her tongue twining with mine, excitedly.

		

		“It was exciting, though. Wasn’t it? Seeing it? Watching him play with me?” she asked. “Admit it. It turned you on, didn’t it? Maybe just a little, Baby?” Her fingers toying with my swollen rod, caressing it. There wasn’t much I could say. She was right. The proof of it digging into her tight ass as she sat in my lap. I settled down as our next round of drinks arrived. MJ producing a candy from her clutch purse and handing it to me. Oh yeah, that was something else that was different here than at home. Marijuana was legal. My mood mellowing as the tart candy took hold.

		

		Finding myself needing to pee, I headed towards the hallway that led to the restrooms. The journey naturally taking me past the ‘Grotto’ as I did. A musky, tangy scent of sex now hanging in the air, a line-up of men standing by the doorway. Apparently, all the ladies were… Uh… Occupied. Their soft moans muffled by the heavy drapes covering their upper halves. Pausing, I could just see inside. My eyes were drawn to the sight of one of the… Er… ‘Ladies,’ a man having just finished with her. Even from where I stood, she was close enough I could see her swollen labia. A frothy, creamy discharge oozing from inside of her and drooling down to fall into the nothingness of black beneath her. Continuing into the restroom, I dazedly took care of business. Not easy with the condition my cock was in. Seeing an attendant, I asked about the… Uh… Display? In broken English, I was informed it was exactly what I surmised. The women were freely available to any of the men that desired a quick relief of their pent-up energies. Apparently, even at a place like this not everybody hooked up and went back to the play areas. Some men just needed a release of their excitement. The ‘Daughters of Eros,’ as he termed them, provided that service.

		

		“Are they… I don’t know… Paid or something?” I asked, stunned. No doubt sounding like a total rube. This whole place was mind boggling. I really needed to talk to MJ about what she’d found out on her ‘private’ tour.

		

		“Oh, no, Sir. They are strictly volunteers,” he informed me. “Women that just like the idea of having totally anonymous sex. No strings. Not even knowing who is using them. Each one serves for an hour, taking on as many men as happen to use her services. It is considered quite an honor to serve. Being intimate with a ‘Daughter of Eros’ outside the bounds of the ‘Grotto’ is quite a privilege. They are highly sought after.”

		

		Wow! Talk about a culture shock. I’d never even heard of anything like that. Walking back along the darkened hall, the ‘Daughters’ were all still in service. Another man walked up, extracting his cock and stroking it a couple of times before sliding into a young lady. Her legs stiffening against her bonds as I heard a low moan come from behind the curtain. His hips starting to slam against her loudly as he fucked her. Hands gripping her hips tightly.

		

		Before I could get my stunned self together, one of the other men finished. A loud groan coming from him as his body spasmed, a cry sounding from inside at the same time. Then, he just pulled out of her. Cum drooling copiously from between her swollen labia. Her ‘lover’ of the moment nonchalantly zipping up and exiting the room. Making room for the next guy in line. My mind totally blown.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I sat there at our table watching the dancers. Bill was taking forever in the men’s room. Unless he was… No, Bill wouldn’t stop to use the ‘Grotto.’ At least, I didn’t think he would. That was okay, I was occupied anyway. I had somebody new next to me that was chatting me up royally. The whole would I like to go back to explore the public area with him and all that. Yeah, maybe later fella. Right now, I was just waiting for my wayward boyfriend. Wondering just where in the hell he’d gotten to?

		

		Um… Though when Mister Let’s-Go-To-The-Back started to feel my leg up and nuzzle my neck it started to get me a little turned on. What can I say? He was kind of a hunky guy. His lips started tracing a line of fire down my throat. And, I sure wasn’t getting any action from Bill right now. He still seemed miffed about earlier. I needed for him to get over it. Fast. I wanted to go in the back with somebody. I had planned on it being Bill, but if he flaked out… Well, I was sure I’d find somebody. Maybe exploring the lifestyle over here wasn’t for him? Even if I did find it rather fascinating.

		

		Oh. Um, that hand was getting awfully high on my thigh. I mean, once okay. But, getting fingered twice in the same night by two different guys? That was kind of… Wow. Okay, it was dirty and naughty and all that. But, that hand knew right where to go. He wasn’t the least bit shy about it, either. My body shuddering as he found my swollen little clit. His fingers fluttering like crazy over my little nub.

		

		Damn, Bill better not come back right now. I might explain away one guy, but two? I was whimpering as he played with me, his other hand finding my breast and toying with my nipple. Shocks racing through me as he used me like some sex toy. My hand straying to feel him up a little. Oh! Wow. Okay, I could get interested in some of that. Shit, he was big. I’ve never… You know. Come close once or twice, but I’d never really fucked somebody with a really big cock.

		

		I’d come awfully close one night with Dashawn but couldn’t quite get past the whole IR thing. I didn’t consider myself prejudiced, but it was a big step from liking somebody to fucking them. What would Sister Angela say? Snickers. Or, Dad? Yeah, did not want to face that one. Me coming home with a black boyfriend would not have set very well. My folks barely tolerated Bill, and he was about as straight laced as they came.

		

		My thoughts brought crashing back to a different part of my anatomy as an orgasm tore through me. My hand taking a strangle hold on the cock I was feeling up. The gentleman in question retreating a little while I calmed down. Then, asking again about going to the back? Uh, still no, sorry. Maybe later? I was waiting for somebody, yada, yada. Finally, he took the hint and moved on.

		

		I’d finally gotten back to people watching when I saw Bill appear from the hallway to the restrooms. There was a bulge in his crotch as he awkwardly tried to navigate to where I was sitting. Well, at least he hadn’t made use of the ‘Grotto,’ while he was back there. Not with that bulge. Though, I decided he might have stopped for a little voyeurism? That would explain the condition of a certain part of his anatomy. Hmmm… It might help my agenda a bit, too.

		

		When he got back to the table, we ordered another round as I plied him with one question after another. I wanted to know what he’d seen? My perspective of the goings on, strictly from behind the scenes.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		MJ’s eyes drilled into me as I returned. Seeing our waitress, I ordered another round of drinks before settling down beside her. She looked at me curiosity burning in her eyes. “You were gone forever. What’s it like back there? You didn’t use the…” she asked, her voice quivering excitedly?

		

		“You knew about this?” I asked in mock shock. I was rather sure she’d known at least some of what went on here. She’d just neglected to tell me any of the details.

		

		“No. Of course not. Not really, anyway. I had been told things were rather ‘free’ here? And, I’d heard about the ‘play’ room. But I had no idea anything like the ‘Grotto’ went on,” she gasped. Blushing attractively as she admitted it. “Not until the tour earlier. When the hostess took me behind the scenes. OMG! It’s… I’m not sure whether I was more shocked or excited? Honestly, maybe a little of both.”

		

		“Excited?” I asked. “You mean, the idea of doing something like that turns you on?” Her face turning a bright shade of red for the second time tonight. A shy nod answering my question, her eyes glued to the hallway leading to the ‘Grotto’ in question.

		

		“Well, I am studying to be an Anthropologist, Bill. I find different cultures very interesting,” she defended herself, a haughty expression on her face. “It’s what I want to do for a living.”

		

		I wanted to know just what she’d seen back there but decided it might be a conversation for another time. Not really wanting to get any further into that touchy of a subject tonight, especially not when we were almost having to yell to be heard. I took her hand and pulled her out onto the dance floor. The two of us dancing together, warming up to each other after what had happened at the table earlier. The up close and personal view of the other dancers becoming exciting. We even mimicked some of their antics, MJ not minding in the least as my hands slid over her swollen nipples, pinching them. Her ass grinding against me as my cock hardened. If I hadn’t been turned on earlier, I sure was getting that way now.

		

		I suggested that it might be time to head back to our apartment, nuzzling into her neck as I did. MJ appearing to mull it over before offering an alternative. One I had feeling she’d already thought out. Probably in great detail. She wanted to visit the ‘play’ room, suggesting we could maybe do it there? Kind of add a little extra kink to our fun? You know, the idea that others were surrounding us, doing the same thing?

		

		When I started to balk at going to such a public area, she reminded me that they had those curtained cubicles along the outer walls. And, we could do it right there, with the sounds of others around us. “Wouldn’t that be hot, Baby?” she purred. Well… Okay, I guess. Damn, I admit her hand caressing my rock-hard cock might have influenced my decision a wee tad bit. The sexually abandoned atmosphere of the place finally getting to me. Anyway, I followed her like a puppy as she waltzed happily towards the door to the changing area.

		

		The changing room was empty when we went in, making me feel better. A little, anyway. MJ spotting a couple of available lockers, walked over and opened one. Slipping the key and its elastic dangle around her wrist, she started to unzip her dress. Looking over at me she reminded me I needed to undress too. Giggling excitedly as she did.

		

		Torn between a natural reluctance to getting naked in a public place and a burning desire to fuck MJ, I started to undress. Naturally, she was ready first. After all, all she had on were her heels and that damn see-through lace dress. It took her all of ten seconds to strip and fold her things neatly inside the locker. I was a little slower, but when I was finally naked, I wrapped the provided towel around my waist and let her pull me into the play room.

		

		Looking around the room, all the cubicles appeared to be in use. Darn, I guess we’ll just have to go home, I thought happily. MJ pointing to a vacant mattress in the center play area instead. Um… Whoa! No way. Not right out there in public. People would be able to see us! And… And… Damn it all to hell, she just looked at me with those big eyes and dropped her towel. Standing there naked looking up at me and stroking my thickening rod beneath my towel. “Please, Baby? I need you,” she purred. “I’m so turned on right now.”

		

		But… But, didn’t the hostess say that being out there meant that others could… Oh, shit. Damn, damn, damn. MJ’s hand wrapping around my swollen rod, she pulled me towards the vacant mattress. I felt like a pull toy. My resistance crumbling as her bare ass swayed enticingly before me.

		

		As soon as we hit the mattress, she jerked my towel away completely and dropped to her knees. Her lips closing around my throbbing cock as she began to suck me off. That finished any resistance I had left. I needed some relief. Her tongue swirling under my hard rod as she pulled me deep into her throat. A few minutes later, she pulled away. Leaving my cock soggy with her saliva as she went down on all fours and wriggled her ass at me. And, it was such a cute ass, too.

		

		Damn, what’s a guy to do? Looking around furtively to see who might be watching, taking in the couple on the mattress next to us. His hard rod driving into her as she cried out. Her big breasts jiggling with every thrust. Fuck. MJ was right, it was hot. I dropped to my knees sliding between those spread thighs. My cock brushing against her swollen petals. She was drenched, I don’t think I’ve ever seen her that turned on before. My thoughts drifting to earlier, watching as a stranger fingered those sweet petals. MJ writhing excitedly as he brought her off.

		

		Taking hold of her hips, I plunged into her with one stroke. MJ screaming as my cock bottomed out against her cervix. The guy next to us turning to check her out as I fucked her. Glancing over I could see our reflection in the mirrors that lined one wall. MJ’s tits swaying like twin pendulums beneath her as my hard rod plunged into her over and over. Her head tossing wildly as her long hair flew. Sweat starting to glisten on our bodies as I fucked her mercilessly. My hand falling sharply on her pale ass, taking my revenge for her earlier wanton misbehavior.

		

		Her cries had garnered an audience, too. I saw a couple of guys watching and gesturing as she screamed through one orgasm after another. She was moaning and whimpering madly as I fucked her. Lost in each other, neither one of us caring or thinking about our surroundings anymore. I’d almost totally forgotten about that audience until… Well, until one of them slid down in front her and slapped his cock against her face. MJ jerking a little as she realized what was happening, but the little minx didn’t say ‘no.’ She just opened her mouth and started sucking him. Almost like it was a natural reaction, just like she had sucked me a few minutes earlier.

		

		I should have been outraged. But the sight of MJ’s mouth wrapped around another man’s cock as I fucked her was surreal. I could see the lewd vision of the three of us in the mirror, MJ spit-roasted between us. His hands mauling her tits as she sucked him. Her cries and whimpers now sounding muffled around his thick rod. Damn, it was so sexy. Like watching some porn movie. I was still fucking her when I saw his body jerk, as he filled her voracious mouth with spurt after spurt of his thick cream. MJ swallowing like mad, her cheeks hollowing, throat pulsing wildly. He’d blown his load in her mouth, and she’d swallowed it. Just like some…

		

		He’d no sooner vacated her mouth than somebody else took his place. The sight of her sucking like a whore on a second cock was too much. It sent me over the top as my throbbing rod exploded inside of her in a tremendous orgasm. MJ screaming as I did. Or, as much as she could under the circumstances. The sound coming out more as a muffled, “Aarrggghhhh!” Her back arching, toes curling in ecstasy. As I collapsed back onto the mattress, I could see her still sucking her other partner. Watching, somewhat in awe, as my own cum began to ooze lewdly from between her pink petals. Her body still spasming as she sucked the cock in front of her.

		

		I was startled from my reverie, seeing another guy step onto the mattress. Going to his knees behind her and rubbing his throbbing cock over her creamy labia. The mushroom shaped head of his rod getting drenched with her secretions. I wanted to stop him, to say no. I knew I should have objected, but how? We were in the public area, that made it a kind of agreed upon thing. Hell, I didn’t even know the language. Besides, a nanosecond later it didn’t matter. His thick, hard shaft had skewered her, plunging deep inside of her welcoming twat. MJ’s muffled cry sounding more like, “Oomph.” Her cum laced pussy accepting him with ease. His hips thrusting wildly as he frantically fucked her. Her cries increasing as she took her second cock of the night. Her admirer just using her, filling her with his throbbing shaft.

		

		She was still sucking on the one guy, when the one fucking her let loose inside her pussy. MJ’s body jerking as her wanton pussy was filled for the second time tonight, adding his creamy seed to my own. Pulling out without even a word. Just walking away, leaving her lewdly dripping cum. A third man rapidly taking his place. Shoving his big cock deep inside of her with one thrust, right there in front of me. Our venture into the public area turning into a gangbang. Ashamedly, my own cock starting to swell at the lewd display before me. Seeing her used like some common whore. MJ trembling with each thrust, her incoherent cries muffled. Watching her shudder through one orgasm after another. Fuck, it was so filthy... So lewd… So damn hot!

		

		Apparently, these last two knew each other. A few comments that I couldn’t understand passing between them as they used her. The two of them were still spit-roasting her when they both let out a yell and let loose at the same time. MJ screaming as her back arched and her toes curled in orgasm. Their two loads of cum filling her from both ends at once. Finished, they both pulled out laughing and giving each other a high five before moving on. MJ collapsing to the mattress a mass of limp, sweaty flesh. Coughing and gasping weakly for breath as cum oozed copiously from her at both ends.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		I was lying limply on some mattress, my face buried in what appeared to be a puddle of jizz. Kind of gasping for breath and choking on some guy’s cum when I felt hands picking me up. I started to moan a protest, until I realized it was Bill. He carried me back into the locker room, my arms wrapped weakly around his neck as I coughed and sputtered. What had I done? I mean, well… I knew what I’d done. I was just surprised at myself. I had intended to have a little bit of fun tonight, like maybe messing around with some dude, just to see what it’s like. But it had gotten out of hand. Big time.

		

		I had thought I might… Might, just give some guy a blowjob if the opportunity presented itself? Kind of an extra little thrill for me and a tease for Bill. Test the waters if you will. It would just be a BJ. That’s like hardly more than a kiss. Right? Instead I’d let myself be fucked by multiple men. Swallowing two loads of cum and taking three more in my pussy. An honest to goodness gangbang. Yeah, I knew one was Bill’s, but still. I had a feeling that I was in for a lot of trouble when the two of us got back to our apartment. Assuming there still was an ‘us.’ If he was even speaking to me? There’s learning about the mores of a society, and then there’s being a slut. Somehow, I think I passed the ‘slut’ threshold tonight. At least in Bill’s definition. Maybe mine, too.

		

		Not entirely sure myself how I felt about it. It had been kind of crazy and fun at the time. Especially when that first guy shoved his cock in my mouth. That was wild. Being spit-roasted like that woman I’d seen earlier during the tour. Wow. Okay, I could understand her moans now. I’ve never felt so stuffed before. When that first guy finished in me… Shooting his load down my throat? That was a shock. I admit it. But then some other guy took his place…

		

		That was when Bill lost it. At least, I think that was when? I was kind of occupied at the time. But when some other man took HIS place? OMG! I’ve never had two different cocks in the same week before, let alone one after the other like that. What a ride. And, then that last guy… By the time all four… No, wait… Bill. Kind of had to count him too… Five of them had finished with me, I was a drained mess. I was still coughing and sputtering, cum drooling like scalding hot lava down my thighs as Bill set me down in the dressing room.

		

		“I think I need a shower,” I coughed feebly. Bill just looking at me with a scowl on his face, tossing my dress at me. Ordering me to dress, saying he was taking me home. Right then. Okay, okay. Don’t get all huffy about it.

		

		Then, I started to giggle. Ohhh… I had a case of the giggles. Bad. Cough, giggle, cough, giggle. It was terrible, I couldn’t stop. I suppose I might have been a little hysterical. Bill roughly pulled my dress over me and zipped it up. Then, lifted one leg after the other as he pushed my heels onto my feet.

		

		Grabbing my hand, he ushered me quickly out the door. Dragging me right through the lobby… Oh, that was embarrassing. I could only imagine what I looked like. I mean, I’d been gangbanged! Right? Couples staring as he tugged me stumbling along behind him. Shoving me into the car, he stalked around and climbed in without another word. Uh oh, I think I’m in big trouble. Huge.

		

		I was silently reviewing the night in my head as he drove. Not too proudly. I’d let two men finger me. Oops. Well, Bill only knew about the first one and what he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. Not at this point. I had enough to atone for. Having sucked three different cocks, swallowing two loads of their salty cum. Then… OMG! I’d let three different men fuck me, filling my filthy little pussy with their creamy seed. Granted, one of those cocks had been Bill’s, but all the other stuff? Okay, maybe I was a slut. As much as I wanted to feel abhorred by what I’d done, I found I couldn’t. What can I say? It had been a blast. Wow, had it ever. Seriously, I’d do it again if I could.

		

		Bill still hadn’t said a word when we pulled up in front of our small walkup apartment just off campus. He got out of the car and just left me sitting there as he stalked inside. Oh, yeah. I was in trouble. Slowly, I drug myself out of the car and followed him. My muscles a little stiff and sore. Bill was in the little kitchen when I came through the door. An already half-empty glass of whiskey in his hand as he tried to calm down.

		

		I went up to him and put my arms around him, snuggling into him. “I’m sorry, Bill. I never meant for… You know. Honest, I didn’t. Someplace along the line I got the idea you might get off on seeing me suck another guy’s cock? But, that was all. I think I was slightly drunk at the time I came up with the idea, by the way. But, I never planned on doing it. Not for real. And, then… Well, once it had started, I didn’t know how to stop it. Can you ever forgive me?”

		

		“Forgive? I don’t know, MJ. I really don’t. Forgive maybe, but forget? No. I couldn’t believe my eyes watching you like that. A cock stuffed in both ends, you screaming out one orgasm after another as they used you. Like you were some two-bit whore. All that cum oozing from your cunt as you lay there afterwards. It was so filthy… So lewd… And, God forgive me. But… It was hot, too. I’ve never seen anything so obscene in my life. Watching your tits swaying like mad as they fucked you. Hearing the way you whimpered and cried out as your body trembled in orgasm. Seeing them fill you over and over. Their hot cum oozing out of you…

		

		“There’s no way I could ever forget it. I wouldn’t even want to. What that means for us? If there ever was an us? I’m not sure anymore,” he admitted softly.

		

		Tears were streaming down my face as I clung to him. But he didn’t push me away. Not even when I kissed him. I hadn’t even thought about it before I did it. I just kissed him, my tongue pushing into his mouth, demanding entrance. Not realizing what I must taste like. I mean, I’d swallowed two loads of cum tonight. Oops. Bill’s hands going around my arms roughly. I thought he was going to push me away in disgust. Then something seemed to snap inside of him. His jaw set, eyes ablaze. He picked me up and carried me into the bedroom, throwing me roughly on the bed.

		

		I lay there looking up at him. Excited, my breath coming in huge gasps again. Then, he reached down and ripped… RIPPED my dress off me. The expensive lace tearing to shreds as he did. Leaving me lying there naked. His eyes on fire as he looked down at me. He started tearing at his own clothes, shirt buttons popping across the room. Naked, he came up to the bed. Just staring down at me. His eyes burning with an unbridled lust I’d never seen there before.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		She presented such a lewd picture, lying there like that. Cum still drooling from inside of her swollen pussy. Her creamy thighs laced with damp streaks of it. Hair a tangled mess of sweaty, matted cum. Nipples like two hard diamonds, her breasts heaving. Still bearing reddened marks from where guys had played with them. Roughly twisting them as they used her. Her body reeking with that musky, damp scent that follows an intense round of sex. The pungent aroma filling the small bedroom. Her big eyes staring up at me almost defiantly.

		

		Leaning over her, I started sucking one of her nipples. MJ moaning as I suckled hungrily. My teeth tearing at her as I switched from one to the other. Her body writhing beneath me as she whimpered. I could taste the sweat on her body, the scent of others cologne still clinging to her. Dried drops of cum visible on her pale skin. MJ’s hands wrapped in my hair as I suckled. Her head tossing slowly, eyes closed. Little whimpers issuing from her lips. Lost in some world of her own. Then, slowly she pushed me down, urging me lower. My kisses tracing over her belly button, the musky, tangy scent of her betrayal filling my nostrils. She reeked of it.

		

		I resisted, not wanting to go further. Couldn’t. Not after she’d… Well, she was used, soiled! Her wanton cunt full of another man’s cum. More than one man’s if I got technical. MJ pleading softly, whimpering frantically as she urged me down. Desire consuming her. Lust? Love? Don’t ask me, I can’t answer the question as to why even now. But I let her push me down. My nose burying in her moist landing strip. The soft curls damp and matted with cum. Her legs wrapping around my head as she pushed me down. Her thighs, still damp with streaks of cum, clamping me tightly.

		

		OMG! She reeked. A profusion of cum leaking from inside of her and pooling on the bed between her whorish legs. I couldn’t, I just couldn’t. Suddenly, she forced me forward. My mouth crushed against the swollen petals of her pussy. My tongue slipping out like it had a mind of its own. MJ screaming above me as her spike heels dug sharply into my back. Her body convulsing in a tremendous orgasm, cum practically shooting out of her, filling my mouth with the salty, acrid taste of her lovers’ filth.

		

		Her body exploded over and over. Her screams echoing around the small apartment. Fingernails clawing at me, digging sharply into my shoulders. How the neighbors didn’t hear her, I have no idea. Not stopping until she frantically pushed me away. Barely able to catch her breath as she stared at me. Looking down at her, I couldn’t explain it. But I wanted her. Wanted her even after what she’d done. Wanted her more than I ever had before. My cock like a giant redwood standing proud as I met her eyes.

		

		Shoving her legs wide apart, I climbed between them. She looked so filthy lying beneath me like that. The smell of her, the taste of her. Her body covered in sweat and cum. I had no idea how many times she’d cum tonight. But I knew I was intending on one more. This one all for me. Was it a reclaiming? I don’t know, not sure if I even wanted her anymore. Not in that way. Not as in forever. Uncontrollable lust fueling my thoughts, lost completely in its control.

		

		My rock-hard shaft slammed into her ravaged nether regions. It was like sinking my cock into a scalding hot volcano as I drove into her. Her cunt still full of her lovers’ cum. MJ’s back arching for the umpteenth time as my hardened shaft crashed against her cervix. MJ crying out with every thrust, her head tossing weakly, hands clawing frantically at the bedding. My hips grinding against her, watching as she exploded. My lips crushing against hers, not caring that I had just been eating her out. Or that I tasted of her other lovers. Not after what she’d done.

		

		It was like we were animals in heat. Feral cries and grunts filling the still air. There was no love to our mating, not tonight. I was fucking her like she was a cheap slut off the street. I was some sort of madman. Consumed by her, unable to control myself. I’d never felt like that before. Not with anyone. Lost in a web of carnality as I used her. Finally, feeling my own hot cum roiling up into my shaft, jetting deep inside her. Pulse after pulse filling her, mixing with the cum of her other lovers. MJ screaming, her body spasming wildly before collapsing limply beneath me.

		

		Falling beside her, I lay there gasping for breath. Neither of us capable of movement. It seemed like hours later, but realistically it could only have been a few minutes before I felt her move. Her arm sliding over my still heaving chest as she nestled into me. “I’m sorry, Bill. Forgive me?” she whispered. Her voice sounding husky after swallowing all those cocks. Moments later her soft breathing told me she was asleep. Leaving me lying there, her question unanswered.

		

		Honestly, I wasn’t sure I could answer it. Not after everything that had happened. Finding myself torn between the love I felt for MJ and the lewdness of what she’d done. What ‘we’d’ done. Sleep an elusive balm that didn’t want to come.

		

		I finally woke from a restless night as dawn crept through the window blinds. MJ was still draped, dead to the world, across my chest. Slowly, I extracted myself and headed into the bath. Stopping to glance back, before leaving the room. Seeing the chaos left behind after last night. MJ’s dress lying in shreds on the floor where I’d tossed it. Damn, I’d actually ripped it off of her. Still not quite believing what I’d done. The way I’d acted, like some animal in heat.

		

		MJ was lying sprawled across the bed, her body obviously used. She was sleeping on her stomach, one leg bent providing me with a view of… OMG. Her pussy was so red and swollen, a large wet spot on the mattress showing prominently between her legs. Dried streaks of cum ran down her thighs, her hair a tangled mess. My feelings for her somewhat mixed. I loved her, or I had. I just wasn’t sure anymore. Not after last night. How could I still love her? She was a slut, a whore.

		

		I had always thought that we’d be together. Just assumed it, I guess. We were living together. I wasn’t the most demonstrative guy, but I cared for her deeply. I thought, or at least hoped, she felt the same. Girls like MJ didn’t generally come on to guys like me. Hotties like her always went for the jocks, not the nerds. But, somehow, I’d gotten her. She was way out of my league, of course. More like a 10 to my 6 or so. I’ve always kept myself in shape, but I was no stud. And, I knew it. I was a geek, pure and simple. What can I say?

		

		What had happened last night though… Wow. I knew I should have been appalled by what she’d done. Watching her take cock after cock, spit-roasted. Her passionate cries filling the air. Most guys would have been furious. But, honestly? I was ashamed to admit it, but it had been fucking hot seeing her like that. Watching them give her more pleasure than I could have. Ever. And, yet, she came home with me. Had let me make love to her. Reclaim her, if you will. And, the other things I’d done, that she’d pleaded with me to do? Yeah, that was a little demeaning, but I haven’t ever been that turned on before either.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Oh, God… I ached all over. What had I… Ohhhh… Yeah, now I remember. That’s what I’d done, all right. It wasn’t a dream, obviously. Not that it would have been all bad as one. I mean, as bad as I felt this morning, I had never had a night like that in my life. It was kind of worth it, you know? Whether or not I still had a boyfriend was a little questionable. Even if I did coax him into… Oh, yeah. He’d done that. A smile crossing my face, purring softly at the memory. He’d eaten me out last night! Even after I… That was fucking fantastic. I came harder than I ever thought was possible when his tongue slid over my filthy…

		

		OMG, Bill? I looked frantically around the room, but he was nowhere to be seen.

		

		Dragging myself out of bed, I staggered down the hallway. My mouth tasting like somebody died in it. Stopping as I heard the shower running in the bath. Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you… Bill was still here. At least he hadn’t left me. Not yet, anyway. I had a feeling the jury might still be out on that decision. Funny… I hadn’t thought about wanting a forever with Bill, not before this. But, now… After last night, I looked at him in a different light. I kind of thought I wanted that. The forever thing, I mean.

		

		Last night was a side of him I’d never seen before. You know how nerds are… They can be rather introverted, hard to get to know. But, it was like I became more than some girl he shared an apartment with. I don’t think I realized how deep the still waters were. Or, how intense my feelings were about him before this. Just the idea that he could still want me after… Well, not too many men would have done that. Or, even let me do it in the first place. A warm fuzzy feeling coming over me. I slipped into the bath, hoping to join him in the shower. Giggles.

		

		I stole a quick glance in the mirror as I walked in. OMG! That was a mistake. I looked like a whore that somebody picked up off the street to service a frat party. The after vision, I mean. My hair was matted with cum, clinging damply to my face and shoulders. My tits were bruised, actual finger prints showing from where somebody had gotten too rough. There were dried cum streaks all over my face and body. My thighs looked like I could have been a zebra, considering all the streaks I had running down them. My pussy… Ow. Damn, I was so sore down there. Okay, I deserved that. I’d been fucked four times last night.

		

		Quickly giving up on any idea of damage repair as hopeless, I used some mouthwash, took care of business and opened the shower door. Bill looking a little surprised and none too happy at my entrance. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling myself against him. His body stiffening at my touch. No way, Mister. You’re not quitting on me now. Holding on to him, I pulled him down and kissed him. Driving my tongue into his mouth, his defenses falling away as I pushed him against the shower wall. Our tongues dueling excitedly.

		

		Slowly, sensually, I slid down his body. My tits sliding over him. Lips kissing his neck and chest, playing with his nipples before dropping to my knees, pulling his hardening cock into my mouth. Bill groaning as I began to suck his hard shaft, my tongue swirling frantically along the length of it. Water cascading around me, hiding some of the condition I was in. Letting his long shaft slide deep into my throat, something I didn’t normally do. I didn’t normally let him cum in my mouth, either. Last night… Well, it had just sort of happened with whoever in the hell those two guys were.

		

		It wasn’t long before I felt him get excited. Bill telling me that I needed to stop before… No way, Billsie. Not this morning. Today, I want to taste your creamy seed. Wash away the memory of last nights… Uh… Surprise deposits? Oh, I had been soooo naughty last night. Not that I’d never sucked a cock before… I certainly had never claimed to be a saint. But I was always dating the guy at the time. Ummm… Okay, I admit, I had dated a ‘lot’ of guys before Bill.

		

		Guess I couldn’t say that anymore. The always knowing them part. Not after having sex with all those guys last night. Hell, I didn’t even know their names. I didn’t even get to see the faces of the some of them. Um… Yeah, I suppose I should be ashamed and all that. The whole proper behavior thing. But, strangely, I wasn’t. I had kind of liked it. Not as a steady diet or anything, but… Wow. Once in a while could be very nice. And, there was that whole ‘Grotto’ thing. Something about that kept nagging at me. Tugging at my fantasies. I couldn’t seem to get it out of my mind.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		My mind was a million miles away, trying to let the hot water wash away my doubts and frustrations, unsuccessfully I might add. When the shower door opened, and MJ stepped into the hot spray putting her arms around me. My body stiffening at the intrusion. I mean, normally I’d have loved it, but after her behavior last night? I didn’t know what I wanted anymore. I’d been thinking about it all night, and still hadn’t come up with an answer. Thinking I should probably pack and fly back home.

		

		Even if MJ still wanted to be together for some reason I couldn’t fathom, I wasn’t sure I could do it. How could I even think about spending the rest of my life with her, marrying her? She was a slut. How would you like it if it had been your girlfriend/wife doing that? Acting like that? Letting herself be felt up, sucking on random guys’ cocks and fucking even more of them? I mean, she’d been with five men last night. It really didn’t seem to matter that I was one of them. Uh… Twice. Plus letting that guy play with her pussy at the table. How was I supposed to get over that? Or… Or, ever trust her again?

		

		MJ’s lips locking on mine, the way her tongue demanded entrance seemed to say she didn’t feel the same way. Breaking the kiss, she slowly moved down my body, kissing me over and over. Ohhhh… Damn, she was going to… Fuck! Seeing her on her knees like that? Sucking my cock? How the hell was I supposed to say no to that? I felt torn two decidedly different ways. On the one side, she was definitely a slut. Whore might have been more accurate. On the other, watching her with them had been one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Maybe, the hottest thing I’d ever see. But, could I live with the memory of it? And, did she intend to repeat it? I had a feeling, last night might have been just the tip of the iceberg.

		

		MJ was sucking my cock like it was a lifeline. Pulling me deep down into her throat, further than she ever had before. Like she couldn’t get enough of me. So deep her tongue was playing with my balls, her throat constricting around my long shaft. Driving me insane. I tried to tell her to slow down, to warn her, but she didn’t stop. My cock exploding deep in her throat, filling her voracious mouth with my creamy seed. MJ swallowing like crazy, her cheeks hollowing, her throat massaging my deflating cock as she did, milking it even then. Still on her knees, she began sucking me clean before pulling away and staring up at me with those big puppy dog eyes. Slowly, crawling back up my body to kiss me. The taste of my own seed now lacing her kiss.

		

		“I love you, Billy. I mean it. I love you so much. Last night, was… You being with me? Seeing me like that? Was it really awful for you?” she asked.

		

		“Yes… No… Maybe, I don’t know MJ? It was terrible to see you like that, it tore me apart. I felt like the world had dropped out from under me. But, at the same time it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. It’s just… How can you say you love me, if you’re sleeping with other men?” I asked.

		

		“Well, I wasn’t exactly sleeping…” she offered with a flirtatious giggle. “But, I do understand what you really mean. Just remember, I came home with you. You were my rock, Bill. Letting me explore like that? Knowing that you were there with me? I’ve never been happier. Or, felt safer. I can’t imagine not having you there for me. Not ever.”

		

		All the while, she was stroking my cock and nibbling at my earlobe, my nipples, anything within easy reach. And, let’s not forget those cum laced kisses, the water still cascading sensually around us. Grabbing the soap from my hands, she washed me. Paying particular attention to certain areas. Enough so that I had to return the favor. Slowly working the cummy tangles from her long hair. My hands sliding passionately over her slender curves. Cleaning her every little nook and cranny. MJ purring like a kitten as I did.

		

		All that sensual touching, producing some other reactions as well. Causing us to have to wash all over again. Not stopping until the hot water had turned cold. Then, drying each other and kissing before finally separating. MJ putting on some finishing touches while I went in and started breakfast. Just eggs, toast and bacon. Not even sure about that after all we’d had to drink last night.

		

		Maybe a lot of the euphoria I’d felt was from the ‘candy’ that MJ was handing out? Anyway, I wasn’t badly hung over. Not sure I could say the same thing for MJ. But, she did manage some toast and coffee. Our conversation still very stilted. Neither one willing to address the elephant in the room at the moment. We still had over three months here on our visas. And, MJ had classes to complete. Of course, I could have left. I had a life back in Atlanta. But, did I want to leave? My thoughts still in turmoil about that. About what lay ahead if I stayed…

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Kyra was all over me that next Monday when I got to class; did we go to the club, what did I think, had I had fun, did I do the ‘play’ room, how many guys had I been with? The conversation causing some strange feelings to build inside of me. Memories of that night flashing back anew. Kyra’s own experiences coming out more and more as we talked. Curious, I asked her about the ‘Grotto.’ You know, had she ever, that type of thing. Kyra shyly admitting she’d never had the nerve to do it. She thought the gangbang part would be okay. No problem, it was the… Uh… Commitment? The piercing that followed. Something that was required if you wanted to become a ‘Daughter of Eros.’

		

		Somehow, that part didn’t bother me. Oh, I knew it would hurt. At least, briefly. I’d had several friends back home with pierced nipples. It was quite the fad around campus. But, in some weird way, I decided it might be a sexy memento of my time here. Something permanent to remind me of how naughty I’d been during my ‘wilder’ days. A rather exciting one. The idea brewing in my head more and more. Almost to the point of becoming more fetish than fantasy as the days went by.

		

		Whether Bill would put up with the idea was another thing entirely. After all, I would be asking him to let me get gangbanged. Big time. And, uh, naturally spend more time at the club while we were here. That whole night a rather touchy subject at the moment. Right now, our relationship was like walking on eggshells. We’d spent the entire time since then tiptoeing around the subject. Neither one of us willing to risk mentioning it. Though, I’m sure it was never far from either of our minds. We had made love numerous times, thank you very much. Both of us turned on at the turn of events.

		

		Strangely, I was finding myself even more driven to making our relationship work now than ever before. I had always been afraid of any sort of commitment. But, if Bill could still love me after all that… Well, he’d love me forever, wouldn’t he? That was a fear I had, the whole divorce thing. My folks had broken up when I was in my early teens, thus the convent school. Neither one wanting to deal with me. Several couples I’d known had broken up, too. I just didn’t want that for me, for us.

		

		What I did want, apparently, was Bill and to become a ‘Daughter of Eros.’ I realized it was like asking to have my cake and eat it too. But, what was wrong with that? Inka from the club said it worked for her. Her husband getting off on knowing she was desired like that. Did Bill feel the same way? Maybe? A little? If I played my cards right, he might? Oooo… That would be so naughty! A rush of feelings racing through me at the thought.

		

		I decided that the first thing to do, was find out more about it. Both, how a relationship like that works and about the ‘Grotto.’ My source of information would have to be Inka. But, who better? She was already living my fantasy.

		

		*

		

		We met for lunch a few days later. Inka looking just as beautiful as I remembered as she walked into the restaurant, a smile on her face. Though, her dress was far less scandalous today. Chortle, chortle. Coming up to me she gave me a hug and a kiss before sitting down opposite me in the small booth. My face flushing. The scent of her perfume hanging exotically in the air. Or, maybe I just wasn’t used to being kissed by a woman. Not on the lips, anyway. And, not that lingeringly.

		

		“I’m delighted you called Mary Jo,” she purred.

		

		“Oh, please, call me MJ. That’s what all my friends call me,” I offered nervously.

		

		“I would be delighted to be considered a friend, then,” she laughed. The two of us getting to know each other a little over a glass of wine. Or, maybe two or three.

		

		It wasn’t until the small talk was exhausted that she looked at me, her deep blue eyes hooding seductively. “So, am I here as just a friend, or do you have some other questions you might want answered?” she giggled.

		

		Taking a deep breath, I started to ply her with questions. Perhaps a little shy and stammering as I did, but she quickly got the idea. Her first question to me in return was about how things were with Bill. She remembered the way he’d dragged me out of the club that night. And, uh… The condition I’d been in at the time. Darn it. I was honest about it. The relationship was tenuous at the moment but improving. I just wanted to know… Okay, how did she pull it off? Inka laughing delightfully at my dilemma. Taking my hand reassuringly, she began to tell me about her life.

		

		It seems her husband was just really into the whole ‘Hot Wife’ thing. Oh, he occasionally got to play too, but basically, he just liked the idea of her being desired. Not minding in the least when she came home used. Viewing it more like a treat. Proud that she was so desired. He even enjoyed watching.

		

		“Does that happen often?” I squeaked.

		

		“I work at the club a couple of times a month. It’s very difficult to work there and not get caught up in the atmosphere. Many men and more than a few couples asking if I might be interested in joining them. Sometimes I go back to the ‘play’ area with them at the end of my shift,” she admitted.

		

		“Couples?” I gulped.

		

		“Yes… I am what you call bisexual, MJ. Though, I prefer sex with men, I enjoy being with a woman occasionally as well. Trust me, only a woman knows how to truly make love to another woman,” she grinned, winking at me.

		

		“And, your husband doesn’t mind if you come home after being with another man? Or, uh… Couple?”

		

		“No, silly. He loves it. It’s like he can’t get enough of the taste of me. All over, if you get my meaning? He loves to ‘reclaim’ me at the end of the night,” she added. “It keeps him on his toes. Honestly, recharging our sex life for a time afterwards. Whenever things begin to slow down, I choose to return to the club.”

		

		“I don’t know if Bill would ever agree to something like that.”

		

		“Didn’t you say he made love to you when you got home after the club?” At my silent, flushed nod, she continued. “And, did he… ‘Eat’ you? Is that the right word?” My face turning a bright red, enough to give her the answer she sought. “Then, I don’t think you have a problem,” giggled Inka. “You just need to package the proposal properly.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		MJ was lying there, naked on the bed. On her stomach, chin propped up and ankles crossed playfully in the air. Her painted toes wiggling playfully. The little toe ring she wore gleaming in the light. Looking like some flirtatious goddess of sex. Teasing me once again about what had become her favorite subject. Hell, I think she was finally getting to me about it. A little. I’d done some exploring on the internet at her suggestion. The whole idea of her becoming a ‘Hot Wife’ not as far out there as it seemed at first. It was even a little reassuring to find out that I wasn’t alone in some of the weird feelings I had. There were a lot of guys that got off thinking of their wives being with other men.

		

		“I do know of at least one couple like that. It’s a real thing. You know, my friend Inka? The one that I’ve been talking to? You met her, the hostess at the club that night? She and her husband have that kind of relationship. The women are called ‘Hot Wives,’ and they have a very loving and caring bond with their husbands. But, they’re allowed to… ‘Play around?’ Their husbands loving them all the more for it. We could be like that. Couldn’t we?” she mused. “That would be soooo hot.”

		

		“Meaning what? I’m supposed to let you have sex with whoever you want? Whenever you want? Just what am I supposed to do while you’re ‘playing around?’ You little minx?” I asked.

		

		“Pine away for me of course,” she snickered, batting those darned eyes of hers. “I’d tell you all about it, I promise. Whatever you wanted to know. I’d even let you watch or join in, if you wanted. Not in the ‘Grotto,’ of course. They don’t allow men behind the scenes. But, you liked being with me that night at the club, didn’t you? Watching me?”

		

		“Well, it was hot, but I was participating too. That may have been part of it. Oh, what am I saying? There’s no way Mary Jo, I can’t do it.”

		

		My thoughts drifting as I said it, a certain part of my anatomy telling me that I was lying. And, I knew it. Watching her have sex that night was unreal. Then, reclaiming her afterwards? OMG! As degrading as I’d found it, it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen or done.

		

		Did I want to do it again? Want to let her to put herself in the ‘Grotto?’ Damn. That was what I wasn’t sure of. The thought of all those nameless men taking her one after another. MJ not even knowing what they looked like? I mean, there were black men in that lineup. Could I even accept that? It certainly went against the way I was raised. The idea of knowing that she’d been with… Ohhhh. Why couldn’t this just stay some fantastically erotic memory? Wouldn’t that suffice? Something for our bedroom fantasy play?

		

		But, there was more to the argument, wasn’t there? Another side to it? I still hated to admit it, but it was hot watching her. And afterwards? Damn. That was hot, too. So, why did it have to be imaginary? MJ was willing, wanting to live out the fantasy. A part of me liked it. A rather large part. Did it really matter what society thought about a lifestyle like that? It wasn’t like we were going to advertise it on the local TV channel. It could remain our own little private depravity, our sin. Couldn’t it? I mean, we didn’t exactly have a place like the ‘Grotto’ back home.

		

		MJ reaching over playfully and stroking my thickening rod, as I lay beside her. Her pink tongue sticking out teasingly as she licked her lips. “Wouldn’t you like to watch me again, Bill? Then, you could reclaim me after? That was… OMG, when you ate me that night? I felt like some goddess. I’ve never cum so hard before in my life, Baby. It was like you were worshiping me. And, when you came in me afterwards? I just exploded. It was fantastic. Honestly, the hottest sex I’ve ever had. With anybody. Ever. And, I love you on top of it. Couldn’t we just at least think about it? Please?”

		

		‘Love’ me? The ‘L’ word hadn’t come up before. Not from her. Not until recently, after that night. I’d admitted my feelings for her long before, but she always held back. Too afraid of the commitment after what happened to her parents. The whole thing very confusing. Finally, her continued playing driving me insane, I acquiesced. Telling her I’d think about it, but no promises. MJ’s lips wrapping around my throbbing cock immediately after, not stopping until I’d filled her voracious mouth.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		I couldn’t believe how nervous I was. I’d already had three drinks while we sat there at the table. I even had a ‘candy,’ trying to calm down. Bill was being wonderful about it. Holding my hand, dancing with me, keeping me occupied. Inka had come out and told me that I would be in the next grouping. OMG, it was real. I was doing the ‘Grotto!’ An erotic shudder running through me.

		

		I’d arranged for Inka to be ‘attending’ in the ‘Grotto’ tonight. She’d be taking care of me. I was to be the only initiate in the grouping, all the others having served before. We’d agreed earlier that Bill would be ‘allowed’ to try out the ‘Grotto’ while I served. Not me, of course. I wanted that reserved for afterwards. But, that way he could watch, just for a little while. Assuming he could tell which one was me. I mean, he would be able to tell? Right? Aren’t we all a little different… Um… Down there?

		

		Bill calmly reassuring me he could tell which girl I was. I had shaved just for tonight, a special treat. My pussy feeling very sensitive afterwards. Or, maybe that was just my imagination. Oh, this was so exciting, and so scary. All at the same time. I had no idea how many men might use me. The club seemed very busy, but how many men might make use of the grotto was a mystery.

		

		At least, we didn’t have to wait to get in tonight. Inka arranging to meet us and take us straight in. Naturally, after tonight, we wouldn’t have to wait again. ‘Daughters of Eros,’ were allowed automatic entrance. Inka looked especially nice tonight, Bill even commenting on it. I was a little shocked to see her blush at the compliment, but I couldn’t blame him. I’d become very close to her in the last couple of weeks. Er... Not ‘that’ close, but you know, close. Though, would I rule it out in the future? Maybe not. Giggles. Oh, okay the booze and the candy were having their desired affects.

		

		We were dancing, Bill feeling me up as I rubbed excitedly against him. A bulge growing in his pants as I did. Mmmm. A very nice bulge. I was not too happy about his using the ‘Grotto,’ but it was the price I’d have to pay. He wanted to feel a part of it somehow. This way, he got to watch a little bit. I kept seeing his eyes drift towards the hallway. Not that I blamed him. I could occasionally see the lineup of men forming from where we had been sitting. I tried counting how many men went through, but it was impossible. Too many dancers in the way.

		

		Humph. Probably just as good, I was nervous enough as it was. I almost passed out when I felt a tap on my shoulder as we danced. Turning to find Inka smiling at me. It was time. Gulp. Bill gave me a last kiss and she led me away. The next time I kissed him, I’d be a ‘Daughter of Eros.’

		

		Inka took me through an unmarked door that led to a back hallway. Ending up in the area behind the ‘Grotto.’ She showed me into the second room, or booth, or whatever you called it. Inside, the table was the sole piece of furniture. It ran right through the wall about waist level. The protective drape between the booth and the ‘Grotto’ was open. Inka asked me to take off my clothes. I pulled my dress off and she hung it up in the corner. I was naked otherwise. I know, it was naughty being commando. It wasn’t something I’d do back in Atlanta. But, so was what I was about to do. “What about my shoes? Do I take them off?” I asked.

		

		“No, those strap on, they’ll be fine. We only worry about it if they might fall off if somebody gets overly zealous,” she smirked, looking at them. Then, she patted the table and asked me to get on. For some reason, I felt a last-minute hesitation. But, I let her swing me around on the table, laying me down. Getting me positioned just so, Inka fastened one of my wrists into a lined cuff. Gulp. Moments later, both wrists were efficiently tied down, leaving me feeling rather helpless. Unable to resist, even if I wanted to. Of course, I didn’t want to. Did I?

		

		With an “I’ll be right back,” Inka disappeared. A couple of minutes later she waved at me from the ‘Grotto’ side of the enclosure. Casually lifting one of my legs, she fastened my ankle into a strap, swiftly followed by my other leg, leaving me spread open in a wide ‘V.’ OMG, it made me feel so exposed. “I’m going to drop the table now, MJ,” she said softly. The warning didn’t stop my gasp as the bottom half of the table fell away. Leaving me suspended by my ankles. Nothing under me from the waist down. I was just hanging there!

		

		My breath was still coming in gasps from the shock of it, when Inka commented that I was dry. Um… Down there. Oops. Okay, I was nervous. I admit it. “We can’t have that, MJ,” she purred. Her head disappearing between my thighs, her tongue raking along my slit. OMG! She was… Ohhhh… My body shook wildly as her tongue found my clit, teasing it. My nipples springing to life as an orgasm tore through me. Damn, she knew what she was doing.

		

		After another couple of minutes, I felt a finger slide deep inside of me. “Mmmm… Much better. Can’t have you getting hurt with your first lover of the night. Can we?” she purred. Then, just as quickly, she disappeared from my sight. Showing up a few moments later back by my side. Reaching over, she drew the drape between my booth and the ‘Grotto.’ The heavy black fabric draping across my waistline.

		

		“What happens now?” I asked. Yeah, I should already know, right? I’d been here that first night when the ‘Grotto’ opened. I was nervous, what can I say? Right now, I wasn’t too sure of my own name. Inka patiently indulged me, thankfully.

		

		“In a few minutes when everyone is ready, the lights will dim, and you’ll hear a bell. That announces the opening of the ‘Grotto.’ After that, you know… You’ll have one lover after another for the next hour. I’ll be close by the whole time.

		

		“This is the part you’ve been waiting for, fantasizing about. Enjoy it,” she smiled reassuringly. Kissing me on the forehead like a child.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		Sitting there at the table, surrounded by people, I felt alone. Very alone. Not that I wanted to talk to anybody right then. Even if I could have spoken the language. My eyes glued to the doorway leading to the ‘Grotto.’ My mind a chaotic jumble, wondering just what was happening. MJ had told me a little after that first night, about what went on behind the scenes. As much as she knew, anyway. She hadn’t been in there for the… Uh… Ceremony afterwards. You know, when they marked the girls? That was still a mystery for both of us.

		

		I tried picturing her getting undressed, then lying down on the table naked. Nervous excitement coursing through her. Inka strapping her in, like she was some slave in bondage, her wrists and ankles strapped tight. Supposedly, that was to keep somebody from getting overzealous. They didn’t want anybody being pulled through the curtain. After that the ‘Grotto,’ would open. And, MJ’s ‘initiation’ would begin. Picturing her lying there, held helpless as one man after another had his way with her. Emptying himself deep inside of her fertile womb. Just using her like she was some sex doll. Immediately to be replaced by the next guy. Not even allowing her to clean up in between. Talk about ‘sloppy seconds.’ Hell, by the time I saw her again it would be more like sloppy tenths. The idea both exciting me and appalling me at the same time.

		

		The woman next to me was trying to make conversation. Her English was broken but I could get the gist of what she was saying. Finally, I succumbed and led her out on to the dance floor. Maybe it would get my mind off MJ. Yeah, like that was going to happen. My eyes kept straying to the doorway as we danced. I saw the neon lights snap on as things got close. Men starting to line up in preparation. Damn, a line already?

		

		The next time I caught a glimpse, the curtain on the doorway was open. OMG, the ‘Grotto’ was open. Men were… I’m sure my dance partner thought it was her gyrating body causing the bulge in my pants. Good thing. But, truthfully, she had nothing to do with it. MJ, my MJ, was being fucked by some nameless, faceless other man, right then. Writhing in her bonds as he used her. Her body spasming over and over as orgasms raced through her.

		

		She was mine. This wasn’t supposed to be happening. But, damn, a part of me was in nirvana thinking about it. My cock ready to burst. Trust me, the rubbing hand of my dance partner had nothing to do with it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		I gasped as the lights began to dim, a shudder of anticipation running through me. Inka standing next to me reassuringly, her fingers caressing my forehead gently. Then, she leaned down and kissed me. It was no little peck either. There was some tongue involved in that kiss. I… Uh… I returned it too. Damn, she was a good kisser. In more places than one. Almost giggling at the memory. The taste of my own honeyed juices lingering on her kiss. Oh, that was so sexy, tasting me on her lips. One of her hands tweaking my nipple, sending a shock racing rom my nipples straight down to my clit. Okay, a night with Inka might happen one of these days. Oh, yeah! I was pretty sure about it.

		

		Vaguely, I heard a bell sound in the waning light as we kissed. “The ‘Grotto’ is opening,” she whispered in my ear. And, then, giving my earlobe a quick little lick, she was gone. Leaving me in the darkening light.

		

		Damn, I was practically hyper-ventilating. Just lying there alone in the darkness, waiting. Music from the club mutedly filtering into the booth. What would it be like? Oh, I’d been fucked that night in the play room. But, that was different. I mean, it was just three guys. Bill included. And, I could see them. Plus, there had been a few other things going on at the time, drawing my attention elsewhere. Tonight, it would just be… OMG! My body jerking in surprise, somebody was touching me. A hand moving rather intimately… Well, I had been felt up before, thank you very much. Over my pussy lips. Nice moist ones thanks to Inka. Giggles.

		

		My body stiffening in the bonds, I felt something a lot bigger than a finger sliding against me. Tracing along my petaled opening. Gasping as he pushed inside of me. O. M. G. Somebody was inside me, fucking me. My body jerking back and forth on the table, his hands gripping my hips tightly. Suddenly glad for the wrist straps as he pounded into me. Oh, damn. It was so… Intense. Yes, I understood what Inka meant now. Like how if you’re blind, your other senses are heightened? Lying in the dark, all my senses suddenly concentrated on one thing, my pussy. The way he slammed his pelvis against my clit. His long shaft driving into me over and over. Grinding against me with each thrust. My clit sending shocks tearing through me each time.

		

		I could hear little moans and whimpers sounding as he fucked me. Only half realizing they were coming from me. I was starting to sweat as he used me. That nameless, faceless shaft filling me again and again. Oh. My. G… He was… FUCK. I cried out as I felt him cum deep inside of me. My body spasming wildly, wrists pulling harshly against the bonds. Lava hot cum filling my womb and starting to ooze slowly from around his shaft. The feeling seeming strange, like I could feel each drool as he pulled out of me. The hot sticky cream dripping slowly down between my ass cheeks. Oooo… That felt weird. I suddenly wondered where it… Oh well, not my problem.

		

		Lying there, still gasping for breath a little after being used like that. I was shocked to feel somebody else come up to me. The heat of their body noticeable. I squealed as he shoved his thick rod inside of me. Whoa. Okay, that’s what it’s like. My body jerking again as he used me. Oh, he wasn’t bad. My eyes fluttering a little as I spasmed. An orgasm shuddering through me. He had this little twisting technique that was… Screaming as he burst inside of me. My body arching through another orgasm. Cum drooling copiously out of me now. His cock pulling out as he finished. Lying there gasping for breath, covered in sweat.

		

		I felt a cool cloth on my forehead, Inka smiling down at me. I grinned back at her like an idiot. It was so… Wow. My eyes popping wide open as somebody else shoved inside of me. My mouth dropping open in awe. Damn, he was big. Thick, anyways. Stretching me wider than I was used to. Way more than I was used to. Trust me on that. That huge pole ripping into me again and again. Bill had a nice cock, but nothing approaching this size. Just lying there whimpering as he took me. My head tossing slowly as I was pulled against the restraints.

		

		How long had it been? Was my hour up yet? How many guys was this? It all began to blur together. My wrists aching from being wrenched against the bonds. Inka had come in and wrapped my fingers around the chains, telling me to hold on. That helped a little, taking the strain off my wrist cuffs. Dummy, you should have figured that one out for yourself. Oh, um… Wow. Okay, hard to think of anything else other than the cock inside of me right at that particular moment.

		

		I felt him cum, my pussy feeling like it was on fire. Whether from the overuse, or all the scorching hot cum oozing from me, I didn’t know. Um… I didn’t exactly seem to care, either. Not with that guy using me like that. Not like the guy before him. Damn, he had cum fast. Like three strokes and done. But, this guy? Wow. My body shaking through an orgasm as I felt him fill me for the umpteenth time tonight. A flood of cum seeming to ooze from me as he pulled out. Leaving me just lying there, my breasts heaving as I gasped to get my breath in between custo...

		

		FUCK! Damn, what the hell? Oh shit. O. M. G. He’s big. It felt like some damn telephone pole being shoved inside of me. Whoever he was, he was bigger than any dildo I’d ever played with, I guarantee you. Screams echoing off the walls of the booth as he slammed that monster inside of me over and over. Oops, they were my screams. Well, what did they expect? I’d never… Never been fucked like that before. My body thrashing wildly as I spasmed over and over. Sweat pouring off me, my hair damply clinging to my face and shoulders. Tears streaming down my face. My arms pulled harshly against the chains as he took me. Shit, it hurt. I mean… Okay, it was kind of a good hurt… But it hurt!

		

		I was nearly comatose by the time he finished inside of me. His hot cum blasting into me over and over. I was screaming once again as he flooded my pussy with that scalding hot seed. Leaving me an exhausted lump of flesh when he pulled out. I felt Inka hurry up to my side, wiping my forehead, whispering how great I was doing. Even kissing me, gently. Her face nestled next to mine.

		

		“Soon, little one,” she whispered. The words only dimly coming through into my incoherent thoughts. Just lying there gasping. It barely registered when somebody else started to use me. I guess I was almost catatonic at that point. The rest of the night nothing but a blur until the lights began to come up.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		I was finally able to extract myself from my admirer, whoever she was. Some name that was nearly unpronounceable. Heading towards the hallway to the ‘Grotto.’ Drawn there inevitably. At the suggestion of Inka, MJ had agreed that I could use it while she was in there. A little thank you for letting her do this. Letting me watch, at least for a little while. I wanted that. Right? I wanted to watch. Would it be like that night in the play room? Sort of both terrible and exciting at the same time? Yeah, it probably would. Trying to tell myself to concentrate on the exciting part.

		

		Standing there in the line-up of men I felt rather strange. Not used to the idea of just using a woman. One that I couldn’t even see. I’d never even know who she was or what she looked like. What her name was? How old she was? Black, white… Okay, I guess I could figure that last one out. Duh. But, you know, nothing else. Just a convenient pussy to shove my cock into. To provide some relief to the ache between my legs. Oh yeah, I was turned on by the whole idea of it. At least, one part of me was.

		

		The line moved slowly. It seemed like it would move every five minutes or so. Well, there were only four women available. And, it would take time. Right? I mean, how many slam-bam fucks were there. Some guys would take their time, others would cum right away. Just like men anywhere I supposed. I wondered just how long I’d last, taking some nameless cunt as I watched another man ravish my girl? His cock plunging deep into MJ over and over?

		

		I’d been there about twenty minutes when I reached the head of the line. Peering in, I was able to see down the line of women. MJ was the second one in from the door. I recognized the shoes. Some guy was sawing away into her as I watched. His cock appearing rather average, his hands gripping her hips. Her body jerking as he slammed into her again and again. I was so caught up in the vision that the guy behind me had to nudge me, notifying me it was my turn.

		

		I stepped hesitantly into the dark room. The black floor making it seem like I was stepping into space. The scent of sex slamming me in the face as I entered. Have you ever noticed the tangy, musky scent in the air after a marathon session of sex? Well, imagine it hundred times stronger. MJ had been in here for… OMG. It had been forty-five minutes since the ‘Grotto’ opened. How many men had…

		

		The third girl in line was available. I walked up between her spread legs, my eyes more glued to MJ than what I was doing. Duh. But I was in there for a reason, not just as a voyeur. I was supposed to be… You know. I let my pants drop, pulling my cock free. Not as easy as it sounds, considering how hard I was at the moment. Ripping my eyes away from MJ, I stared at the woman before me. Her pussy shaved, labia red and swollen. Uh… Needless to say, she was covered in cum. The creamy seed oozing heavily from between her ravaged lips.

		

		Sliding my thick rod over her cum laced petals, I pushed inside of her. Oh, fuck. She was soooo hot inside. It was like sliding into some molten tub of mush. A soft moan coming through the curtain as I did. A sharp cry from MJ immediately calling my attention elsewhere as I slowly slid in and out of my partner of the moment. Her ‘lover’ had just finished with her, her legs stiffened in their bonds as her body spasmed. His cock slurping out… Literally, slurping, from between her pillaged petals. A huge glob of cum expelling from her as he did. The frothy cream oozing heavily from inside her and sliding down between her spread thighs to fall into the blackness beneath her.

		

		Or, it had seemed black when I first came in. My eyes were adjusting to the darkness of the room now. Able to discern the huge puddle of cum on the floor beneath her. Beneath my MJ! How many men had… OMG. I gasped once again as her next ‘customer’ stepped up. Unable to wrench my eyes away.

		

		I felt dwarfed beside him. Beefy arms, bulging muscles, pulling down his pants to reveal the biggest cock I’d ever seen outside a porn movie. His hand stroking it to full hardness. And, he was black as the Ace of Spades. FUCK. Well, I knew it would happen. It had to. I just hadn’t expected to be watching. You know? Knowing that it ‘might’ happen and having to watch it were two very different things. He was going to fuck my girl. To breed MJ. His thick, fertile black seed filling her unprotected womb.

		

		I couldn’t tear my eyes away as he shoved that huge, black pole between her inviting thighs with one thrust. A scream echoing from behind the dark curtain as he slammed into her, her legs stiffening in their bonds. Her cries not intermittent now, she was crying out constantly. Just incoherent cries and whimpers coming through the dark curtain hiding her. She wouldn’t even know that she was being bred. Just that somebody was taking her. Taking her with the biggest damn cock I’d ever seen.

		

		My hard rod was still sliding slowly inside my partner of the night. I could feel her pussy walls trying to grip me as I drove in and out of her well-used cunt. My eyes still glued to the monster sliding in and out of MJ. O. M. G. His body was jerking, his cock pulsing. He was cumming in her. Breeding her right in front of me. My own cock exploding deep inside the girl I was using, hips slamming against her as I did. My MJ surrogate. Dazedly I pulled out, my cock falling limply from between her scorching hot pussy lips. Grabbing my pants and pulling them up as I followed MJ’s lover out the doorway.

		

		Her ravaged pussy dripping with his thick, creamy deposit. Her body still spasming as I walked out. Seeing two more men ready to enter the room as we walked out. I wondered which one would…

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		My eyes were fluttering, trying to focus as the lights came back up in my little booth. Not used to the brightness. Inka was by my side, a cool cloth wiping my forehead, a smile on her face. Orgasmic spasms still wracking me from time to time, even now. I was lying in a pool of sweat, my breasts still heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

		

		After wiping my face, Inka grinned down at me. “Intense?” she giggled inquiringly.

		

		“Intense,” I laughed in agreement. It was either that or cry. I had never been used like that in my entire life. It was awful and wonderful at the same time. Intense was about the only way to describe the experience. My whole being centered on just one thing, the hard cocks ripping into me during that entire time.

		

		Then, she reached over and pulled the modesty drape open into the ‘Grotto’ before walking around to unfasten my legs. The bottom of the table coming up beneath me, feeling strange after hanging there for an hour. Inka releasing each ankle and lowering my surprisingly numb legs to the table. Rubbing my ankles and calves to get the feeling back into them before coming back into my booth.

		

		Inka reached up and unfastened my wrists. I was lying there, rubbing my sore wrists as she ran the damp cloth over my body. Mopping up the pools of sweat that covered me. Then, she helped me sit up, swinging my legs over the side of the table, still trying to catch my breath. She quickly ran her fingers through my damp hair, putting it in some semblance of order, before helping me down. Standing there, teetering on my heels as she steadied me. Then, she wrapped a soft flowing cape around my shoulders.

		

		Kissing me, she took my hand and led me from the booth down a hallway. We entered another room, the sole piece of furniture a padded chair. A heavy red drape hanging behind it. Sitting me down in it. I felt like I was on a throne or something. Soft lights surrounding me as the other women who had participated gathered round. My eyes darting from one to the next. Ohhh… Yeah. The whole marking thing. I’d almost forgotten that this was a requirement of the night. Inka had mentioned I was the only initiate in my grouping.

		

		With a smile on her face, one of the women came over and kissed each of my breasts, then my lips. “Welcome, ‘Daughter of Eros,’” she said softly. The others repeating her movements until everyone of them had kissed me. Hands gripped my shoulders and my hands as a fifth person entered the small room. A man this time. His hands covered by surgical gloves, pushing a small tray of instruments.

		

		“Squeeze all you want MJ, we’ve all been here,” whispered Inka as she held my hand.

		

		Approaching me, I felt hands on my breast. I could have looked. Really, I could. But, I lost myself in Inka’s blue eyes instead. Preferring not to watch. A clamp closed coldly over my right nipple. He attached it a couple of times before being satisfied with the placement. Then, he calmly told me to take slow deep breaths. As if I had control over my breathing yet. Was he nuts?

		

		Slowly he began to count softly, “One… Two… Thr…”

		

		“FUCK!” Oh, damn! That hurt. I was gasping frantically, my hand crushing poor Inka’s in my grip. And, whoever the unlucky person was that had ahold of my other hand, too. Pain shooting through me over and over as he pulled something through me. Then fiddled around doing something, me still not wanting to look. Okay, I’m chicken. Never did like needles. What can I say?

		

		When he finally stopped, I glanced down hesitantly. A golden rod ran through my nipple. Tipped on each end by an emerald clasp. It was… I was beautiful. I watched in fascination as it moved up and down with my gasping breaths. OMG. I was a ‘Daughter of Eros.’

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		I was sitting there like I had ants in my pants. Where was MJ? The lights had gone out on the ‘Grotto,’ quite a while ago. I’d seen two or three women come back through the hall from the restrooms looking rather worse for the wear. Maybe, like they’d just been fucked silly? Yeah, could be. I mean, if they’d been in the play room, they would have come from another doorway. I wondered which one might have been… Well, it was probably just as good I didn’t know. After all, I was there for MJ. She was the one I was going home with.

		

		My own private ‘Daughter of Eros.’ Um… Okay, I guess ‘private’ isn’t exactly the right word. Really, not ever again. She was now officially a ‘Hot Wife.’ Or, would be as soon as we returned to the States. She’d agreed to marry me last night, arriving here tonight with an engagement ring on her finger. Wow. Arriving with a new engagement ring and leaving with the mark of a ‘Daughter of Eros.’ I wondered if that was a first? Ohhh… I was rambling. Where was she?

		

		I gasped as I finally saw her. She was walking a bit unsteadily out of the hallway. Her hair tousled, like it had been quickly put together. Yet… There was a glow about her. A secret that not every woman would ever know. A smile lighting up her face as she saw me. Sauntering straight over to the table. She reached down and picked up my drink, quickly downing the rest of it.

		

		With a minxlike smile, she sat the empty glass down and climbed into my lap, kissing me. Her tongue pushing deep into my mouth, like she was a starving woman. Then, she softly laid her head on my shoulder, nuzzling into me. “Did they already…?” I started to ask.

		

		Nodding her head, she grinned up at me. “Do you want to see?” she asked. Her voice a soft, excited whisper. At my shy nod, she pushed up from my shoulder and unfastened the back of her dress. Pulling the right side down off her shoulder, she bared her breast. Right there at the table. A glistening gold rod now ran through her dark nipple. The emerald clasped ends flashing in the lights of the club. I just stared in awe. Watching as the gleaming rod moved with her breathing, fascinated by it. Like it was something magical. I leaned down and kissed her breast. Then, she pulled her dress back up, glancing around the table as she did. I suddenly realized that all conversation around us at the table had stopped. All eyes staring in awe and admiration at the newest ‘Daughter of Eros.’ And, I was the one taking her home!

		

		She was wiggling in my lap. My cock swelling against her as she sat there. Becoming more aware of my surroundings, I noticed that she… Uh… “MJ, I don’t know quite how to say this my love, but you stink.” Well, she did. She reeked of sex and sweat. I guess that made sense, she’d been fucked silly for the last hour. MJ starting to giggle at my remark. Giggle like she couldn’t stop. Uh Oh. Okay, time to get her out of here.

		

		I picked her up from my lap, noticing a damp spot had formed from where she’d been sitting on me. Um… Yeah, well all that cum had to go somewhere, I guess. Kind of walking behind her to hide the spot on my pants and her bottom, we left the club. Climbing into the car, her short dress rode up her thighs. OMG, her pussy was so swollen and red. Not to mention covered in drools of creamy cum.

		

		“Do you know how many men… Um…”

		

		“No, not really. I lost count at some point. It was a lot, though. You don’t mind too much do you? I mean, I am going home with you, my future Hubby. I’m all yours now. Will be forever, except… You know. Once in a while, if I get excited by someone. Then, I will be your ‘Hot Wife,’” she grinned shyly. “That’s still okay right? I am your ‘Hot Wife?’” Smiling back at me, as I nodded dumbly. It wasn’t like I could change what had happened. And, the idea of it continuing every once in a while? Mmmm… My cock swelling at the thought.

		

		“Did you use the ‘Grotto?’ You, naughty boy?” she asked shyly.

		

		“Yes… Yes, I did. You said I could, remember? And, I got to watch for a little while. I was just on the other side of you. MJ? One of the men I saw you with… He was black. I could hear you. You were screaming as he used you. He… He came in you, bred you Baby. He was awfully big, too. Are you okay?”

		

		“Oh! I think I might know when you mean. I remember that. Yeah, he WAS big,” she giggled. “Of course, I’m okay, Silly. Don’t be upset by it. Women are very adaptable that way. It’s all right, isn’t it? A big cock is kind of fun on occasion, just not as a steady diet. Please,” she added, rolling her eyes. “I like the cock that’s taking me home. It’s all mine, and don’t you ever forget it.”

		

		“But… I… He was black, MJ. He bred you,” I stammered ashamedly. “Filled you with his cum. I saw it drooling out of you afterwards.”

		

		“Well, I am on birth control, Bill. And, as for his being black? In a way, I think that’s kind of hot. My first BBC. It probably won’t be the only time, my little Cucky. I love you, but who I let fuck me, is not up to you. Not anymore. You get me afterwards, and you always will, Lover. Now, take me home and reclaim me, or I’ll find somebody else to do it,” she giggled excitedly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 20

		

		Silly boy, as if he thinks I’d be shocked at being fucked by a black man? I admit, I hadn’t ever done it before. But, like I said, I came awfully close with Dashawn that time. And, I admit the stigma of it was what stopped me at the time. Well, now that whole decision was taken out of my hands, wasn’t it? Snickers. And, um… Well, Dashawn did still live in Atlanta. So, who knows, I may yet let him have me? I could become his BBC slut, and he could be my ‘Bull.’ It had been kind of fun tonight, even if it did hurt at the time. Damn, I swear he hit places I didn’t even know I had. So deep.

		

		Bill darned well better clean me when we get home though. Otherwise, that ring on my finger just might go flying back at him. My little Cucky has to learn his place. I’ve been looking forward to his cleaning me all night. That nice soft tongue caressing my little swollen pussy. Oooo… Goosebumps! Then, and only then, does he get to take me back.

		

		Hmmm… I wonder if I just had the one black guy tonight? Oh well, I don’t even know how many men used me. So, I guess it doesn’t matter. The whole night was… ‘Intense’ just like Inka had told me it would be. The marking hurt, too, damnit. She didn’t tell me about that part of it. The pain, I mean. I guess, I knew it would hurt. But…Oooo… I’m a ‘Daughter of Eros!’

		

		I can’t wait until I’m healed enough to go back to the club. That will be fun. ‘Daughters of Eros’ are very popular in the play room. I’ll have tons of guys all over me. Right in front of Billy, he’ll get to watch just like he wants. Letting one man after another use me in any way they wish.

		

		Oh, um… Yeah, that’s right. Inka had made a point of saying they’d be ‘all’ over me. Guess I need to talk to Bill about that. He probably should be the one to take my cherry back there. I’ve never done anal before, I think I’d like it to be him. A husband should have some bragging rights. Well, we have three or four weeks before I’m healed enough to go back. I’m sure we can manage to take care of a pesky little detail like that.

		

		Oh, I’m drunk. Probably a good thing, I decided as Bill pulled up to our apartment. Oooo… Clean up time!

		

		Bill even came around and opened my door for me. I liked being treated like royalty, leading me up to the apartment. Once inside, he pulled me to him, kissing me.

		

		“Don’t care that I stink anymore?” I asked giggling.

		

		“Shut up, MJ,” he growled, unzipping my dress and letting it puddle around my feet. His eyes raking up and down my body. Lingering on my new piercing and finally falling to my little wanton cunt. His breathing getting deep and fast as he looked at me. His cock swelling in his pants. Mmmm… It is a nice cock.

		

		I slid to my knees in front of him. Toying with the zipper to his pants, pulling it down and unfastening his belt. Dropping his pants and shorts with one fell swoop. His cock springing up in front of me. I leaned in and kissed the swollen head of it. Hmmm… I’m not the only one that had a distinctive odor tonight.

		

		Licking along the length of his hard shaft, I could taste Lisa. That was who he’d been with. She’d been the one in the next booth over, had to be her. Though, I’d never tell him. The ‘Grotto’ was all about anonymity. She was the one holding my other hand when they… Damn, that had hurt. I didn’t really notice it now. Thankfully, sort of a one-time thing, and then it quickly subsided. My eyes glancing down at my new piercing, I liked it. Several of my friends back home had pierced nipples. At least, mine meant something special. A memory that I could carry forever.

		

		Looking up at my new fiancé, I opened my mouth and pulled him in. Rolling my tongue under the thick shaft as I slid it deep into my mouth. Bill groaning above me as I did. I started bobbing up and down the slick shaft, taking him deep each time. I knew he wouldn’t hold out for long, not tonight. He was too turned on over the whole thing. His foray into the ‘Grotto’ aside, he needed relief. And, I wanted him to fuck me later. After he cleaned me. After all, my little Cucky had his duties. Not stopping until I felt him swell in my mouth, his thrusts coming fast, more uncontrolled.

		

		With a load groan, his cock began to jerk. Jet after jet of his creamy seed filling my throat and mouth. I was swallowing like crazy, trying not to miss any of it. Not stopping until he was done pulsing. Then, I just looked up at him and grinned. His turn.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21

		

		Damn. She hadn’t even blinked over being fucked by a black man. It was almost like she was proud of it. And, apparently, she still expected me to… I wasn’t sure I could do that. I mean, black friends? Sure. But, eating their spunk out of my girl? Knowing that she’d been bred by some nameless black guy? I just didn’t know.

		

		OMG, the car reeked of her. I didn’t know how many men had used her tonight, but the car smelled like some cheap brothel. And… And… Damn, I wanted her. I wanted her so bad. I couldn’t hardly wait to get her home, toss her on the bed and fuck her. Just like that black fucker had. Slam my hard rod into her again and again as she screamed. The memory of it haunting me.

		

		Home at last. Or, what passed as home here. What would it be like back in Atlanta? MJ going out and fucking some random guy whenever the mood hit her? Coming home to me stinking of some other man? Well, I’d already been with her after… Yeah, I guess. What the heck. It was MJ, and I loved her no matter what. Always had. Still not quite believing I was lucky enough to get her. She was way out of my league, and I knew it.

		

		I got out and went around to open her car door, helping her up and taking her into the apartment. Then, I pulled her to me, kissing her. “Don’t care that I stink anymore?” she giggled. The damn little slut. She knew what a minx she was. She knew how to get to me, too. I reached back and unzipped her dress, pulling it off her. She’s lucky I didn’t rip it off again.

		

		Fuck, she looked so exotic standing there. Her hair tousled and damp, her little piercing gleaming provocatively. The aroma of her betrayal filling the air between us. In the dim lights of the apartment, I could see the streaks of cum down her thighs. Her pussy was unbelievably red and swollen. And, damn, I wanted her something fierce.

		

		The little minx just kissed me and dropped to her knees. Pulling my cock out, she began to suck me. OMG. No way was I lasting long after tonight. Yeah, I’d gotten off in the ‘Grotto,’ but that was like two hours ago. I’d had all the time since to think about MJ. The way she was passionately screaming behind that damn curtain as that black dude took her. Her legs jerking in their bonds as he used her. The way she stiffened when he filled her with his filthy cum, breeding her like she was some slut.

		

		Oh, FUCK! Damn, she was good. My cock exploding in her mouth, as she drained me. Her cheeks hollowing as her throat pulsed around my shaft. Sucking me clean after before getting up and kissing me again. Her lips laced with my creamy seed. I kicked off my shoes and pants, tearing my shirt off. Then, picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. Dropping her on the bed as she squealed. Just lying there, cum still drooling from between her ravaged pussy lips. Damn, how many men had cum in her?

		

		I started kissing her, letting my lips trail down her throat. Tasting the sweat on her skin. Her foray in the ‘Grotto’ giving her quite a workout. I kissed her breast, MJ stiffening as I got close to her nipple. Um… Yeah, okay, I guess she needed to heal a little before I played with that. Shifting to her other breast, she purred as I began to suckle from her. Her fingers wrapping in my hair, holding me to her.

		

		She was whimpering excitedly, as I sucked on that hard-little eraser point of hers. But, shortly, she began pushing me down. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to clean her. Just lick and suck the cum out of her slutty cunt. The scent of her betrayal assaulting me as I nibbled my way down her flat stomach. Tongue playing with her belly button. Swirling around it, tasting the salty sweat of her body.

		

		MJ moaning more and more as I toyed with her. “Please?” she whimpered. “Please? I need it so bad!”

		

		Damn, I couldn’t. Just couldn’t. I mean, she’d been with a black man tonight. It was his filthy seed I’d be… Ohhh… She screamed, her whole body convulsing wildly as my tongue slid over her cum laced labia. She tasted so… Damn, I almost wanted to… Taking a breath and calming myself as she cried and whimpered, I plunged my tongue between those swollen lips. Cum filling my mouth as I did. The tangy, salty seed of an unknown number of men pouring profusely out of her.

		

		Her cum laced thighs wrapped tightly around my head, pulling me deep into her. Her fingernails clawing at me, screams echoing off the walls of our small apartment. MJ thrashing about over me, her body jerking over and over. I could see her eyes fluttering, her head tossing wildly. Long hair flying in ecstasy as I cleaned her. Cleaned her like some slave. Damn. Well, I might be a slave, but I loved my mistress. My ‘Daughter of Eros.’ Loved her beyond all practical sense or reason.

		

		Finally, she released me. Standing there gasping for breath, her filth all over my face. The scent of her betrayal cloying to me. MJ lying there, her thighs spread before me. Breasts heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her body still spasming. Looking so unbelievably erotic.

		

		My cock was harder than it had ever been. It didn’t matter that I’d cum twice already tonight. I wanted her. Centering my throbbing rod between her slutty thighs, I pushed deep inside of her. MJ screaming as I did, her fingers clawing into me. Raking my back. My cock feeling like I’d plunged into a hot volcano. Her pussy on fire. Plunging into her over and over. Not stopping until I’d reclaimed her. Made her mine once again. Filling her with my own fertile seed.

		

		I knew it wouldn’t be the last time. It would be my duty from now on. Clean her after a night of debauchery, then reclaim her. Make her mine again over and over. It was a tough job, but somebody had to do it. And, I loved it.

		

		***

		

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

		

		Many Thanks!

		

		Richard Carlisle
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