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		Author’s Note

		

		GBQ – 5 (Her Fantasy), is written as a stand-alone story. The primary characters, Amy and Bill, have been previously featured in Wife Swap and Four for Dinner. As always, I’ve tried to provide enough background information, so the new reader will fully understand the story. Although, as the author, I’d encourage you to read the other stories as well. It would provide a deeper understanding of the characters and how their fantasies developed over time.

		As a crossover fifth entry in the GBQ Series, you will find a few continuing ancillary characters. But, again, there are enough clues to provide you with all the background that you need. So, sit back, relax and enjoy the ride, as Amy’s fantasy grows, and she elects to fulfill it…

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		It was our last night in Vegas. I almost hated to see it end. It had been an unbelievably wild week, all of us staying in adjoining rooms at the MGM Grand, enjoying the sights and sounds of Sin City. Um… I’d been enjoying a few other things, too. Primarily, Tom, Dave and Jamal. Each one, a different night.

		Tonight, was to be the night that we all returned to our own spouses. A return to normalcy after a swinging week. And, I do mean, ‘swinging!’ Bill and I are novices to the ‘lifestyle,’ this being only the third time we’ve ventured to expand our relationship since we were married. Come to think of it, all of us fit that bill.

		It’s like this. There were four of us; Pepper, Dani, Cory and me, I’m Amy. And, we had all roomed together in college. We’d had this little off-campus place all to ourselves the last three years of school. Becoming great friends, we’d stayed in touch afterwards. We’re still close even after all these years, marriage and kids. Even our husbands, probably in an effort to survive, have become friends over the years. Anyway… Every year, we all take a vacation together. A chance to get away from it all and enjoy our friendship. Sort of reconnect with each other. Each time, exploring some new part of the country. Last year… Well… We’ve all been married for a long time, and you know how things can get a little ho hum between the sheets after several years of marriage? Yep, we were there. All of us. Anyway, Pepper came up with this brainstorm… Um, just so you know, we might have all been slightly inebriated at the time… That we should all swap husbands during our vacation.

		Spice things up a little. You know? Each night, we’d sleep with a different man. Mmm… It spiced things up all right! Bill hasn’t been able to keep his hands off me since. It’s like we’re newlyweds again, or something. And, I can’t help but think about my friends in a whole different light, too. I don’t know, I just feel closer somehow, I guess. I wouldn’t have thought it possible, but I feel that way just the same. There is just something about sharing that kind of intimacy that makes you feel nearer. Not that I would ever consider leaving Bill, but it’s exciting to feel desired like that. Feeling all those different cocks inside me wasn’t bad, either.

		Bill was watching me closely as I finished getting ready tonight. After all, tonight I was dressing for him. Ever since we’ve been swinging, he’s been so much more attentive. His eyes following every little move, as I put on makeup, or dabbed on perfume. I remember last year, that first night, I was nervous. I think we both were. But, it was like he was trying to memorize every little nuance of what I did. I’d gotten embarrassed when he saw me putting on my perfume. I dabbed some on my dark little landing strip. You know, like women do when they think somebody might just be paying attention down there? But, when I saw him watching me, realizing why I’d done it… I could see such pain in his eyes that night. There was a little bit of lust, too.

		I think that pain in his eyes scared me more than anything else. I almost chickened out, right then. The two of us had held each other, talking quietly. Trying to resolve our fears. I’m not sure if we would have stopped what was going to happen or not, but right then there was a knock at the door. Our magic bubble seemed to burst, and the night took its course.

		But, the next morning? When Bill rejoined me in our room after I’d spent the night with another man? OMG! Has your husband ever eaten you out after you’ve… I mean, my pussy was full of another man’s creamy seed! And, Bill just couldn’t seem to help himself. He started licking my slutty little pussy, and his tongue was pushing so deep inside of me. Cleaning me. It was one continuous orgasm. I swear, I couldn’t stop screaming, my body shaking like I was in an earthquake.

		Anyway, tonight, I was dressing all for him. Time to return to my husband after sleeping with three other men this week. Last night, I’d been with Jamal. Cory’s husband, a hulking black man with a huge… Well, let’s just say he lived up to the BBC billing. Bill was going to have a lot to live up to. Not that I was worried, I loved my husband with all my heart. He was the father of my children, the rock that I always leaned on. Nothing, or anyone, could ever break that bond.

		I’d gotten a mani-pedi down at the salon earlier, indulging myself. My little pinkies glistening right down to my ankle bracelet and toe ring. My pussy lips were silky smooth, and I was definitely looking forward to some of Bill’s oral talents later. My thoughts drifting erotically as I dabbed on my perfume. And, yes… I put some on my landing strip.

		Padding barefoot out into the hotel room, I looked over the dresses I had for tonight. After all, it was Vegas. Sin City! Anything seemed to go here. And, all four of us ladies had been dressing accordingly. I’ve never felt more on display than I did this week. Almost every dress I wore was either very low cut, with my tits falling out, or it was sheer. And, I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Trust me, neither were any of my companions. It was one of our cardinal vacation rules; no underwear, no condoms, no saying no. Oh, yeah. We’d been very drunk when we came up with them. Even considering all that, there were times I felt overdressed here.

		Choosing one of the new dresses that I’d gotten, I slipped it on. Only slightly sheer, it had a halter top that left my back bare right down to the cleft of my butt. The neckline plunged down almost to my navel. In the back, the hemline scalloped down to my knees, but the high slit in the front came up almost to my little commando pussy. And, whenever I crossed my legs just so… Well, let’s say, people would know I was a natural brunette. Then, I slipped on a pair of spike heels. Cute ones, with little ankle straps that I’d purchased earlier this week. I finished it off with a velvet ribbon, tied submissively around my throat. The whole package, quite striking, even if I do say so myself.

		“Damn, Amy. Is all that for me?” asked Bill, his voice full of lust.

		“All yours, Sweetie. Always, I promise. No matter who I’ve been with, I love you. I don’t think anything could ever change that. From the day I first met you there on the quad at school, there has never been anybody else,” I promised. I meant it, too. Bill’s arms wrapping around me as he nuzzled into my neck. His lips burning lustfully down my throat. I was rapidly headed towards wanting to get undressed again, when there was a knock at the door…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		It had been a wonderful dinner. All of us enjoying the comradery that only comes with that certain kind of closeness. A few drinks, and a little bit of the marijuana candy that was legal here in Nevada, and I was ready for anything. After dinner, we all went dancing for a while. That didn’t work too well for Cory, she’d been a little too tipsy and ended up falling into Jamal. After that, we all giddily adjourned to our rooms.

		We’d been all over each other in the elevator. Hands exploring places that would normally have been forbidden. I swear that elevator had to reek of sex by the time the eight of us reached our floor. Each couple pairing off, one by one, as we entered our adjoining rooms. Bill’s tongue was deep in my mouth, the two of us dueling seductively. His hands inside the low-cut top of my dress, cupping my breasts, when we heard a knock.

		With a groan, we broke apart. Bill started towards the door, when a second knock made us realize it was coming from the connecting door. Opening it, we found six naked people on the other side. All of them grinning like idiots as they invited us to join them. Pepper holding out two marijuana candies enticingly. I didn’t know about Bill, but the sight of all those swinging cocks was enough for me. Popping one of the candies, I reached back and unfastened my dress, letting it drop to the floor.

		Lining the men up, the four of us ladies dropped down and began to get them excited. Like, they really needed the encouragement. I was lovingly kissing Dave’s throbbing rod, seeing Pepper kiss my husband’s cock on one side and Cory’s café-au-lait lips wrapped around Tom on the other. I knew Dani had to be taking care of Jamal somewhere in the lineup, but I couldn’t see her. It was a sexual free-for-all.

		This had happened last year, too. All of us joining in an impromptu orgy on the last night. It had been spontaneous and wild. It was also the first and only time, I’d ever been with two men at once. Dave and Tom spit-roasting me right in front of my husband. OMG! I’ve never been so turned on in my life. Or, felt so full. I couldn’t wait to see what would happen tonight.

		I had Dave’s long cock deep in my throat, when I felt a soft tap on my shoulder. Pepper urging me to swap down the line, as we teased our husbands unmercifully. Oh, yeah. My next victim was Tom. He’d been my first lover. Spending that first night with him in Colorado; strange lips kissing mine, unfamiliar hands touching me so intimately, a strange cock exploding inside of me… Oh, wow! It’s hard to forget.

		A few minutes later, I felt another tap. Moving down the lineup, I found myself in front of Jamal. OMG! Even after being with him last night, I still marveled at the monstrous cock in front of me. A good ten inches long, and thick. That black cock, he’d been my first BBC by the way, had torn me apart. Um… I don’t mean that in a bad way, either. I could definitely see myself becoming a black cock slut. Damn! I didn’t know some of those places inside me even existed.

		Kissing the bulbous head, I reveled in the salty taste of him. I didn’t even care that three other women had just been sucking that same pole, I wanted it. I had no intention of not letting him cum in my mouth. I’d swallowed his thick, creamy seed last night, and I was more than willing to do it again. I kissed and licked my way down his throbbing shaft. It was still wet with saliva from Cory’s loving on him. No fair, she got him all the time. Although, I could see where a steady diet of that monster might be a little too much. Nuzzling against him, I sucked one of his big balls into my mouth. My tongue swirling around it seductively as he groaned above me.

		Returning to the big mushroom shaped head, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and pulled him into my mouth. My tongue swirling beneath the heavy rod. OMG! He was BIG. It was all I could do to get my mouth open that far. My jaws ached by the time I got him to the back of my throat. I still couldn’t swallow him, not that monster. But, that sure didn’t stop me from trying. I could hear Jamal groaning as I bobbed slowly up and down his shaft. My hands working what I couldn’t take into my mouth.

		Over and over, I worked that thick, black pole. My tongue was actually getting tired. Finally, I felt him swelling, his groans becoming more frantic. I pushed down his shaft as far as I could, Jamal exploding inside of me. Pulse after pulse of his thick, creamy seed filling my mouth. Some of it drooling down my chin and falling on my heaving breasts. Hell, I didn’t care. I was too busy gasping for breath after all that.

		Jamal didn’t seem to care, either. He just leaned back against the wall, a satisfied smile on his face. Pepper crawling over to me, her lips covered with Tom’s cum, as she kissed me. Swapping the taste of the two men as we kissed. Our tongues dueling passionately with each other. Hands starting to explore, tentatively.

		Opening my eyes, I saw Bill looking at me, his eyes burning with lustful hunger. I think he knew that I was bi, but he’d never asked. The only two women I’d ever been with; Dani and Pepper. Although, I was kind of thinking that Cory might join that select group tonight. Hoping, anyway. My hopes skyrocketing, as I felt her café-au-lait hands slide over my legs exploringly.

		I squealed as I felt her tongue slide over my moist petaled opening. My legs wrapping around her head, pulling her to me. Her soft little kisses, deepening as she explored. I felt Pepper pull away, Dani sliding into a sixty-nine with her. The two of them joining passionately as I swung around, pulling Cory to me.

		Even tinier than I was, she was barely five foot tall. Her dark skin contrasting against mine as my lips kissed along her writhing body. Her chocolate colored nipples, her café-au-lait belly button, her smooth mound. O. M. G. The scent of her was wonderful. Her sweet essence filling my nostrils as I nuzzled against her moist slit. Cory parted her legs for me, inviting me in to her. Her dark petals blossoming, a tiny pink hollow opening. The entrance to her womanhood.

		Hesitantly, I tongued her dark petals. Cory crying out, her mewls muffled as she licked my own pussy. The taste of her exploding into my mouth. Oh, wow. She tasted like sweet honey. My tongue pushing deep inside that inviting pink tunnel, swirling around her velvety walls. Cory writhing passionately above me, her body jerking wildly with each swipe of my tongue.

		Pulling back, I slid along her moist slit until my tongue curled around her little nub of nerves. With a flick of my tongue, Cory screamed. Her sweet juices filling my mouth as she squirted, her body spasming wildly. The erotic taste of her consuming me. Her lithe brown thighs clamping around me. Wow! Why hadn’t we done this before? I hungrily sucked her juices, Cory whimpering softly.

		Over and over, the two of us exploded into violent orgasm. I think the only reason we stopped, was that Tom came over and pulled me away from her hungry lips. His throbbing cock filling my pussy as Dave pulled Cory to him, sliding his large rod into her moist folds. I watched in fascination, as Dave fucked her. His hard, pale cock disappearing again and again into her dark folds. Reaching over, I kissed her. Our kiss seeming more passionate as the two men used us. Fucking the two of us excitedly, turned on by our earlier display.

		I could hear Pepper and Dani on the other side of the room, being similarly used. No doubt Bill and Jamal having their way with them. Our last night becoming a wild orgy of thrashing bodies. At one point, Dave and Jamal both took me. ME. OMG! Their two huge cocks ripping into me. Dave sawing away in my mouth as Jamal brutalized my pussy. I was screaming. Or, trying to, my mouth full of Dave’s cock at the time. It was like the two of them were trying to get their cocks to meet inside of me. The two biggest dicks I’d ever had, both in me at the same time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I was still lying there exhausted, with cum drooling out of me when Pepper slithered seductively against me. Pepper, she certainly lived up to her name. She had always been the wild one of our little group. From her naughty reputation in college, right down to her pierced pussy, she proved again and again just how vibrant and alive she was. I envied her. I didn’t think there was any way I could ever be that free.

		Of course, I never thought I’d become a ‘swinger,’ either. Or, walk around Vegas in a sheer dress. Or, have sex with a black man. And, then there was the whole bi-sexual thing that we had going on. Pepper had been my first lover. Sneaking into my bed in our dorm room our Freshman year at college. The two of us excitedly exploring each other’s body’s. I didn’t see her as often that way anymore. I mean, it seemed our husbands were always around. But, tonight, I was enjoying the familiarity of making love to her.

		Her piercing was new, though. I’d seen it for the first time on our last vacation. It was pretty, a little gold ring through her pussy. She’d gotten it a couple of years ago, and I found it quite fascinating. I was toying with it, my tongue flicking at it, as Pepper writhed next to me. She was whimpering delightfully as I teased it. Biting at it, pulling at it, Pepper going insane with every flick of my tongue. The little golden ring brushing across her clit as I played.

		Pepper going crazy, she started bucking against my face. Her sloppy pussy gushing as I tongued her. Was it a cruel streak in me? I didn’t know, but I didn’t let up as she tried to push me away. My tongue flicking like mad, teeth nibbling at her clit and tugging her golden ring. Suddenly, Pepper’s fingernails dug into me. She cried out, screamed would be closer, as my face was inundated with her juices. She’d squirted. Pepper! She’d never done that with me before and it was quite a shock. Hell, I didn’t even know she could do that. Damn! Another reason to envy her.

		“OMG! Amy… Wow. I’ve only done that once before. What is it with you two? You and Bill. The only ones to ever make me squirt,” she purred. Her lips kissing mine softly.

		Um… Wait a minute… Bill? My Bill? He made her squirt? Why, that… He didn’t even make me squirt! But, I guess I didn’t have her little extra bauble down there, either. I wondered if that was what got her going so hotly? Sometimes I felt like the stick-in-the-mud of the group. Pepper had her piercing and Dani had a sexy little tattoo on her bare vaginal mound. Even Cory had a tattoo on her breast. And, then there was me, plain vanilla. I had a landing strip instead of a smoothly shaved pussy, no tattoos, no piercings, no nothing. Bill never said anything. Smart man, there. But, I think he liked the little extra decorations that my cohorts exhibited. That wild streak that they all seemed to have, setting them apart.

		I could be wild. Really, I could. Hadn’t I dressed seductively all week? Flashing my C-cup tits in sheer dresses and letting them fall out in the low-cut cocktail dresses? Hadn’t I slept with all their husbands? Sucked their cocks? Still, I did envy the way the other girls looked. The little extra oomph they seemed to have. They just oozed sex appeal. I don’t know, maybe it was something that couldn’t be learned. You either had it, or you didn’t. I didn’t. But, I did want it… Damn, I wanted it. Bad.

		Finally, things seemed to quiet down. I drifted off to sleep, Pepper’s arm still casually slung over my hip. I have no idea how much later it was, but I woke up from a very sexy dream to find Jamal casually toying with my pussy. His fingers sliding slowly, teasingly inside of me. Damn, no wonder I was having a sex dream. Maybe I still was? Um… But, who cared? It was wonderful. I came fully awake as I felt his huge cock sliding along my wet slit. Oh, my. This was no dream.

		My cry as he pushed into me must have awakened a few others. I opened my eyes to find Bill staring at me. I looked deep into his eyes as Jamal sunk that monster inside me to the hilt. My mouth opening wide in an astonished scream. I didn’t think I’d ever get used to the size of him. “Kiss me?” I whimpered, as Bill lay across from me, his eyes burning with desire.

		Obligingly, he leaned forward and kissed me. His tongue sliding inside my mouth, teasing mine. Jamal’s thrusts pulling and pushing my body into the kiss. The vibrations of his body slamming into mine transferring through our kiss. It was like Bill could feel me being fucked by that big, black cock. I was moaning into our kiss, my fingers digging into my husband’s back as Jamal had his way with me.

		He pulled away as Jamal neared a climax, watching that thick, black pole being shoved inside of me. Stretching me open further than I’d ever been stretched and hitting places inside of me that I hadn’t even known existed. His eyes glued to where I was coupled against him. My body shaking violently with orgasm after orgasm as Jamal bred me. I cried out as I felt Jamal cum inside of me. His black baby seed filling my fertile womb, my body glistening with sweat. Hands still clutching onto Bill, as I gasped for breath.

		His eyes returned to mine as Jamal pulled that monster from inside of me. A flood of cum exuding from my ravaged pussy and pooling between my spread legs. Leaning in, Bill kissed me again. “I love you,” he whispered.

		“And, I love you,” I replied. My voice still quaking after the workout that Jamal had given me.

		Then, Bill extended his hands and helped me up, the two of us retiring back to our own room. Closing the connecting door softly, he pulled me into his arms. His lips finding mine. Our kiss growing passionate as his hands began exploring my ravaged body. Not seeming to mind that I’d sucked three of our friends tonight. Or, that I had three… Or, maybe it was four, loads of cum inside of me. Two of them, Jamal’s. Or, that he’d seen me spit-roasted in front of him. Bill picked me up and carried me to our own bed, his lips trailing down my throat as he laid me down. I just purred when he found my nipple, sucking it between his lips. Mmmm… He knew what I liked. I was whimpering passionately when he pulled away. His lips trailing on down my body, nestling into my ravaged crotch.

		OMG! After all this? I mean… Three guys creamy seed drooling from inside of me? It was demeaning to see him like this, gently licking my pillaged nether lips. But, it felt so unbelievably wonderful. So, loving. So… FUCK! My whole body spasmed wildly, a scream tearing from me, as his tongue slid inside of me. Load after load of creamy jizz flowing out of me. Damn, I was such a slut.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Things returned to normal for a while after that. You know, the daily grind. Getting the two kids off to first grade and preschool, cleaning house, fixing dinner. Maybe some time to myself here and there, but no adventures. At least, not real ones. I will admit to the occasional fantasy or two.

		At some point, I’d started researching all of it on the internet. I was curious. How common was our little group? I mean, I’d heard of ‘swingers’ before, but was it really a thing? Um… Yep. It was. And, so many things seemed to be intertwined with it. Swapping, threesomes, gangbangs, cuckolding, hotwifing, who knew?

		Oh, sure, the four of us considered ourselves as ‘Hot Wives.’ We even all had gotten matching ankle bracelets because Pepper said that was what it represented. But, we knew we weren’t. Not really. None of us had ever stepped out on our husbands or anything. It had all been within the confines of our tight little group. I couldn’t even imagine what Bill would think if I ever cheated on him. At least, this way, he was always just as guilty as I was. Sort of a shared infidelity.

		Anyway, my internet perusing’s were the beginning. At least, I guess, that’s where my fantasy started. I’d run across a website about gangbangs, and it… Well, it was… Wow! I’d been used by all three men on our last vacation, four if I counted Bill. But, that was over an entire night. You know, like hours and hours. I suppose, almost like I’d been at some ‘swinging’ party, picking out man after man to sleep with. But, a gangbang would be different, wouldn’t it? With a gangbang, it was just one right after another. All those cocks slamming into you over and over. And not just two or three. We’re talking seven, eight, ten, even more. I couldn’t even imagine. The mind boggles.

		Intrigued, watching a couple of those videos, I had to find my vibrator and get some release. Poor Bill, he had no idea what hit him that night when we got the kids to bed. I practically raped the guy. He didn’t seem to mind, though. Not that I was about to tell him what I’d been doing. Some things are best kept private. If it was possible, I think Bill was more straight-laced than I was.

		It was a couple of weeks after that, when Pepper came by for lunch. Yeah… Uh, huh. Lunch? We might have indulged in a few other things, too. I did stay sober enough to pick up the munchkins. Although, my body was still tingling. If nothing else, it allowed me to ask about her piercing. I’d been contemplating doing something; a tattoo, or a piercing. I just wasn’t sure what. After all, they were both rather permanent.

		Pepper was more than happy to extol the virtues of a piercing. Gushing about how hot it was. Her little ring pulling on her clit, sending tremors racing through her. It sounded awfully nice. “I love it, I really do,” she gushed. “But, I should warn you, it hurts like crazy when they do it. Like, really, really hurts. I mean, I screamed. Literally, screamed.

		“The pain went away almost immediately but look out. Fair warning and all that,” she grinned.

		“Would you do it again?” I asked, hesitantly.

		“Oh, yeah, in a heart beat. Knowing what I know now, I would definitely do it. It was worth the few minutes pain,” she assured me. “Are you thinking of getting it done? There’s a couple of different types that I was torn between. The ring, like I ended up with and a rod that runs vertically through the hood. They both do the same thing, but I think the guys like playing with the ring,” she giggled.

		“Honestly, I’m not sure, Pepper. I feel like I want to do something, I just don’t know what? I’m thinking either a piercing or a tattoo,” I told her.

		“Well, nothing says you can’t have both. Lots of women do. But, to me a tattoo is just decoration, whereas the piercing…” her voice a sultry purr. Leaving the rest just hanging, allowing me to fill in the blank for myself. I suppose our conversation helped. A little. But, I still wasn’t sure what I wanted to do.

		Then, one day, I happened to run across a website that I hadn’t been on before. Seeming far more classy and exclusive than the general porn sites, I was pleased to see they had a few promo videos. Clicking on the first one, I saw a slender redhead being interviewed. The picture segueing into a dressing room where she sat naked at a vanity fixing her hair, then being led before a group of men. Very naked men.

		I watched in fascination as she knelt in front of them, starting to suck each one off. All… OMG! Seven of them? Of course, they didn’t show all that, but they implied it. The next scene showing her covered in cum, being led to a table where her admirers all surrounded her and… Oh, wow. Okay, they all fucked her. One after the other. The video clips showing a huge, gushing pool of cum between her legs.

		Finally, she was cleaned by two very handsome men, then led to a room where her pussy was pierced. Right on camera! The very last scene showing her walking proudly along a catwalk with a dangling charm hanging from a ring in her pussy. The golden disk swaying with every step she took. My thoughts wandering to what that might feel like? I knew what playing with her piercing did to Pepper. To me, it seemed like the swaying disk would accomplish the same thing. Only, all the time… Gulp! Damn, I needed my vibrator again.

		Poor Bill, at least he never complained when I attacked him at night. Truthfully, I think he loved it. But, he never asked what got me going. Bless him. I wasn’t ready to admit anything like what I was fantasizing about. Barely to myself, let alone to my husband.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Still, more and more, I found myself returning to the same site, www.GangBangQueen.com. I even looked into how expensive it was. Unfortunately, it wasn’t cheap. But, I was fascinated by it. Totally captivated. I wanted to know more. Finally, I started exploring the site, finding the FAQ section. There it was. It seemed such an innocent question, ‘How do I become a Gang Bang Queen?’ Clicking on the link, I found a whole list of requirements.

		Nothing there seemed to preclude a married woman from applying. Not that I would ever do that. Get naked on the internet? No way. But, it was exciting to fantasize about it. Let’s see; a nude photo, a clean bill of health, be on birth control, sign their contract, get it notarized, do an audition. An audition? I wonder what that entails? Another gangbang? Hmmm… Probably not. Snicker, snicker. Besides that, nothing too weird there, anyway. Of course, I was pretty sure that their contract probably spelled things out in more detail. If nothing else, it was fun to fantasize about. But, that’s all. I mean, Bill would never let me do anything like that. And, he’d have to know. There’s no way to hide that piercing.

		A few weeks later, I found myself looking at my household stash. You know, the money I hid away for myself? Anyway, I realized that I had enough for a three-month membership at my favorite website. Oh, I shouldn’t. It was a rather frivolous expense. But after a glass of wine… Er… Maybe two? I decided WTF?

		A few minutes later, I was watching my first full length GBQ video. In the coming days, I got quite an education. The member videos were a lot more involved than the little three-minute promos. I watched, fascinated, as woman after woman offered herself as a Gang Bang Queen. Each of them taking on various numbers of men, sucking all of them off, then getting fucked by each of them. One after the other. Their big cocks filling them over and over. Their pussies flooded with creamy cum as their bodies spasmed in orgasm. It was so unbelievably hot. Then, there was the whole piercing thing. They actually did it right on camera.

		Pepper hadn’t been lying. They all screamed. Every single one of them. Lying there on an exam table, their lovers holding them down tightly, they yelled their lungs out when they were pierced. A huge needle being shoved right through them, then the charm getting threaded onto a ring and through the hole. OMG!

		But, apparently moments later, they were all smiles. Their new charm dangling enticingly between their legs as they disappeared off camera. And, the follow-up interviews? Wow! They all seemed to love it. Maybe, I really should get a piercing? Maybe?

		For some reason, it all seemed to be woven together. The whole get a piercing and gangbang thing, I mean. Realistically, I knew they were totally separate things. Nothing making them go together. I don’t know? It was like coffee and cream, or ham and cheese. It just sounded right in my head. The more I thought about a piercing, the more I thought about a gangbang.

		It would have no doubt have stayed like that, leaving me undecided. But, I messed up one day. Losing track of time, I was still lustfully glued to the computer when I realized I had to pick up the kids. Rushing out of the house, I didn’t even close out the browser. I just slammed the lid on the laptop and ran out.

		Billy, Jr. had soccer practice after school, so Bill beat us home. It wasn’t until I saw the laptop sitting there on the table that I realized what I’d done. He was calmly checking his email at the kitchen table when I walked in. Nothing to indicate that anything was wrong. Unless, maybe the slightly strange look that he gave me? Anyway, I made dinner and we put the kids to bed, just like always.

		When I came back into the family room after getting Lauren down, I found a glass of wine sitting there for me. Bill looking at me, his eyes burning with fire. I just wasn’t sure if it was lust or fury? Shaking a little, I picked up the wine and took a sip. Okay, maybe more than a sip. Then, I sat down on the sofa beside him. “Billy go down for the night?” I asked nervously.

		“Sure, out like a light. Tired out from soccer practice, I guess,” he said calmly. “Lauren?”

		“Finally. We need to find something to tire her out,” I laughed nervously.

		“Good luck with that. Everything okay, Amy?” he ventured, hesitantly.

		“Of course, it is, Honey. Why would you ask?”

		“Amy? What’s with the porn show on the computer? A gangbang? Are you girls thinking of expanding our circle or something?” he asked quietly. A steely edge to his voice.

		“Not exactly. I was researching about getting a piercing. Like Pepper’s, you know? I’ve mentioned that to you before. And, anyway, I ran across this website. The women do a gangbang, and then they get a piercing at the end. Like some sort of prize. One stop shopping, or something. I don’t know? It seemed… Exciting? I can’t even explain it, it just got me so hot thinking about it.

		“Then, I wanted to know more. And, I took out a three-month membership, so I could see the videos. See what it was really like. The piercing, I mean. And, it was really hot… And… I got caught up in it, and I was fantasizing… And… Oh, shit. I can’t explain it,” I blurted out.

		“Hey… Hey… It’s okay. I’m not mad or anything. It worried me. I’m just trying to understand? Is this something you’re seriously thinking of?” he asked.

		“The piercing? Or, the gangbang?” I grinned shyly.

		“Either one, I guess? It’s not like they’re intertwined or anything.”

		“See? That’s the thing, Bill. For some reason, in my head, they are.” I admitted. “I think I want to get a piercing. But, I want it to… Mean something? Commemorate something? Be something extra special somehow?” I suggested quietly.

		“And, in your head, that means a gangbang?” he queried, shaking his head wonderingly.

		I just nodded, my face turning every possible shade of red. Okay, I knew it didn’t make any sense. Hell, it made no sense to me, how could it make sense to Bill? But, that was what I wanted. Or, thought I wanted?

		“Amy, I don’t know that I could ever be okay with that. I mean, the swinging, okay. I’m having fun too. But, this would be something else entirely. From what I saw, I wouldn’t even be involved. You’d just be letting a bunch of men… Strangers, I assume? Fuck you silly? On the internet! While I’m, what? Left home, taking care of our children? I know you think of yourself as some sort of ‘Hot Wife,’ but you’re not. You’re ‘hot,’ don’t get me wrong there, but you don’t play around without me. At least, I don’t guess you do?” he asked. His voice getting very stressed.

		“No! No. I’ve never cheated on you, Bill. I never would. And, I’d only do this with your permission. Seriously. I mean it.

		“I can’t believe I’m saying this. But, I guess, I’m asking you to consider it? If I did it, they give you a video and everything. You’d get to watch… Not while it was happening. You know, but, there’d be a video of it for you. A real one. Not even like the videos the members can see. But, the whole thing. Sort of an unedited version.

		“You liked seeing me that last night in Vegas, didn’t you? When you kissed me, while Jamal was… You know. Wow! It was sooooo unbelievably hot. It was like you were a part of me, somehow. I just exploded in orgasm after orgasm,” I purred.

		“Amy, that was different. I was there. And… And… Oh, hell! I can’t. Not right now,” he said. Then, quietly, he got up from the sofa and left the room. Leaving me sitting there, alone. As alone as I’d be leaving him, I suppose.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		It was days after that before life returned to some sort of normalcy between us. Even then, things still seemed strained. Bill, rather morose and distant whenever we were alone together. Finally, I asked his parents to take the kids for a weekend. Hoping to break the barrier between us, I cajoled him into taking me out to dinner.

		I bought a new dress for the occasion, one that was rather slinky and revealing. Oh, not Vegas revealing, but close. It was black and clingy, with a very short hemline and a low draping neckline. I took extra time getting ready, smoothly shaving all my lady parts and amply applying his favorite perfume. Naturally, I wasn’t wearing any undies. I did have an agenda, after all.

		By the time he got home, I was already in my heels with a martini waiting for him. When I bent over and picked it up from the table, my neckline draped open giving him a clear view of my naked breasts. Grudgingly, he took the drink and went off to shower and change. He wasn’t going to be easy. Darn it, I desperately wanted to get him onboard with my fantasy.

		Yep. By this time, I was determined to do it. Even more so. Thinking about it over and over, I still came to the same inexplicable conclusion. I could orgasm just thinking about it. Am I a slut or something? None of my friends had ever done anything like that. At least, I don’t think they had. And, I would never have thought of it, either. Not until… Stupid website! Besides, even if I talked Bill into letting me do it, they might not pick me? Wouldn’t that be the epitome of irony? All this torture, practically tearing us apart, and then, they don’t even pick me?

		At least Bill’s eyes hung on my commando pussy as he helped me into the car. Believe me, I wasn’t even trying for modesty tonight, far from it. I even flashed the valet as I got out. I played with my draping neckline all during dinner, letting Bill get a good look. Maybe the waiter, too? Any sense of modesty that I ever had, was pretty well non-existent after Vegas. After you’ve slept with three other men, and walked around half-naked for a week, a lot of things tend to seem more acceptable.

		I even talked Bill into taking me dancing after dinner. Not his favorite pastime, but I had a plan. I knew he’d get bored after a few dances, leaving me to dance on my own. I fully intended to not be alone for long. I wanted him to see me dancing with other men tonight. Let him get excited seeing them run their hands over my body. Reminding him of what it was like. He never wanted to admit it, but he liked to watch. My hope, that the lure of seeing me gangbanged would get him to come around. Even if it wouldn’t be live and in person.

		I’d had a few glasses of wine with dinner, and another when we got to the dance club. Honestly, I was feeling pretty randy by the time we made it out onto the dance floor. My body twirling and twisting to the beat of the music. Rubbing sensuously up against Bill every chance I got. I could feel his cock bulging as I ground into him. My ass twerking wildly against him. Even flashing my tits at him. None-the-less, it didn’t take long before Bill wanted to sit down. “Are you sure?” I purred. “Because, I still want to dance for a while. It’s your loss?” Then, at the shake of his head, I downed my drink and flounced away from the table. Flipping up my short dress seductively as I walked away. Flashing my naked little ass at him. I was being soooo bad.

		I had no sooner hit the dance floor than some surfer looking dude pulled me into a dance. He was a little young. But, I gave him one dance before moving on. A couple of dances later, I found what I wanted. Tall, dark and handsome. His muscled body sliding over mine sensuously. I was leaning into him, his hands running down my hips as I glanced over at Bill. His eyes glued to where I was melting against Mr. Tall-Dark-And Handsome. His cock swelling against my ass. I was getting excited.

		The next song was a slow number. Perfect! I melted into his arms, my face buried against his muscled pecs. His hands sliding down my back and cupping my ass almost immediately. I wasn’t shocked when I felt a hand slide under my dress. I’m not sure about Bill. He might not have been quite as happy as I was. My eyes hooded with passion, I watched my husband. His eyes glued to the two of us, his breathing becoming faster and faster, as Mr. TD&H cupped my bare ass. Bill’s eyes only widening a little when that hand slid around and cupped something else.

		There was no hiding the tremble that ran through my body. Unfamiliar fingers probing deep between my smooth folds. My fingers clawing into his shoulders, I shook with an orgasm as he raked along my moist slit and toyed with my clit. Oh, fuck! I needed that. That’ll teach you to leave me alone, William.

		I was still trembling when the song ended. Slowly, I unwound from his embrace. I kissed my finger and put it to his lips, then unsteadily walked away. Regaining a little bit of composure, I slowly, seductively, walked towards our table. I felt like some animal in heat. Reaching the table, Bill stood up and grabbed my hand. Then, roughly he pulled me from the dance club and out to the parking lot.

		He didn’t say a word all the way home. Just stared straight ahead at the traffic, his mouth clamped tight. Maybe I’d gone too far? Um… Then again, maybe not? Checking out my lie detector, I felt a bit better. His cock was rock-hard in his trousers. I could see the bulge even in the dim light from the passing street lamps. He could pretend to be mad all he wanted. The truth was, he wanted me. He’d liked watching me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I walked briskly to the bedroom. Bill still hadn’t said a word to me, his jaw tight, eyes burning with fire. Turning on the light, I heard him come in after me. Without a word, he grabbed me from behind. Pulling me around to face him, he crashed his lips against mine. I struggled a little at first… Hey! I’m not that easy. Even if my struggles were just for effect.

		Then, with his fingers wound tightly in my hair, he threw me down on the bed. I was lying there bent over the edge of the bed, his hands still wound in my hair. Holding me there, he flipped my dress up, exposing my little bare ass. Now, Bill was not normally a violent lover. Far from it! Dave and Jamal? Yeah, they kind of fit that mold. But, not Bill. Tonight, though, I had really pushed his buttons.

		I heard the zipper to his pants as he roughly pulled them down. The sound seeming overly loud in the quiet room. Then, he kicked my feet wide beneath me. His throbbing cock pressing against my soft, petaled opening. Oh, yeah. I was about to get fucked. With a scream, I felt him thrust deep inside of me. His cock slamming into my cervix in one swift stroke. Ripping into me, like I was some slut he’d picked up off the street.

		Immediately, he started fucking me. His long rod driving into me over and over as he held me down on the bed. My fingers were clawing at the bedding, tearing into the fabric, as I struggled beneath him. This is what I wanted. Bill, burning with lust. So full of desire he couldn’t control himself. “You want to be a slut? Is that it, Amy? You want to be fucked like a whore?” he cried.

		“Yes…” I gasped. “Fuck me like the slut I am. I’m your whore, Bill. Do it. Fill me with your creamy seed.” The suggestion apparently enough, I felt his cock explode inside of me. His hot seed burning me as it filled my wanton womb. My body shaking in a violent orgasm as he emptied himself into me.

		Bill collapsed down on the bed next to me. I was still gasping for breath, his creamy seed drooling profusely between my spread legs. My eyes on fire, I clawed my way over his body. Sliding slowly down his chest, I found his limp member. The mix of our love juices still clinging moistly to him, I pulled his spent cock into my mouth. My tongue obediently licking him clean. Admittedly, a little trait I’d learned from Dave, the Dom of our little group. Dave demanded that he be cleaned after every sex session. Something that, apparently, we had all adopted after being with him. Not that any of the guys complained, you understand.

		Then, clawing my way back up his body, I stared lustfully down at him. My lips crashing against his, my tongue invading his mouth. Our tongues dueling passionately, not caring that I tasted of our lovemaking. “I love you, Bill. You know that, right? Nothing… No one will ever change that,” I whispered hoarsely. My voice still strained from my passionate screams.

		“It’s just that sometimes I feel like I don’t even know you anymore, Amy. You never used to act like this. Dress like this. Everything seems to have changed. Ever since that first time in Colorado, when… Well, when we had sex with the others,” he said softly.

		“But, that’s all it was, Bill. Just sex. I don’t love Tom, or Dave. And, I certainly don’t love Jamal. I might like to fuck them occasionally, but that’s all. You can’t say you don’t enjoy the time with Pepper, Dani and Cory. I know you do. Either that, or you are one heck of an actor? And, honestly, I think you like seeing me with them. Knowing how much the other men desire me. Desire what they can’t have. I’ll never forget the way you looked at me last time, in Vegas. You know what I mean. When Jamal was fucking me, and you leaned over and kissed me? It felt like I became a part of you.”

		“I… I could feel your body. The way he was thrusting into you. Every shudder of your orgasm seemed to transfer through your kiss. It was… I don’t even know how to describe it, Amy. It was both fantastic and horrible at the same time. Feeling a little of what you were feeling, but at the same time knowing that it was another man giving you that,” he said softly.

		“But, is that so bad? I loved sharing that with you. It made me feel so close to you somehow. I love you. And, I love that you were letting me have that experience. Okay, I admit, I’ve been a lot freer sexually ever since Colorado. So, have you, Bill. I suppose it’s only natural, considering. Personally, I think it’s been a lot of fun. I like teasing you, and if others happen to be around at the time? So, what? It’s not like I’m going to leave you and marry them. That will never happen, I promise you. You are the only one I want to spend the rest of my life with,” I whispered passionately.

		“I know you want to do this gangbang thing, Amy. I’m just not sure I can deal with it. It’s not like Colorado or Vegas. That’s been hard enough to come to grips with. Now, you’d just be off, wherever this place is, getting screwed by a bunch of men. One after another, fucking you and filling you with their cum. And, it’s on the damn internet! That’s something that’s out there forever. My wife, the porn queen.”

		“Yeah, I admit there are a few drawbacks to this. Not that either one of us have to worry about the internet. Your job certainly doesn’t depend on whether anybody ever finds out or not. And, our friends definitely wouldn’t care. Hell, they’d probably want to join in. But, it is something that I really think I want. I can’t even explain it, I just want to do it. It’s like some wild, kinky, burning fantasy that’s driving me insane. Part of it, I suppose, is because of what happened on our last night. Getting spit-roasted like that? It was wild. I’ve never felt that way before, so totally consumed. And, if two guys were that exciting, what would a whole bunch be like? I want to do it, just once. Find out what it’s like, and then come home. Find out what it’s all about before I’m too old to be able. Plus, I get the piercing I’ve been wanting.”

		“You’re nowhere near ‘too old,’ Amy. If you want a piercing, we can do that anytime. It doesn’t have to be a part of some damn gangbang. I’d be happy to take you over and get that done,” Bill said emotionally.

		“I really do want one. It’s just that, this way, it would mean something special. It would be a memory. And, just think, we’d have the videos,” I purred. “Something you could watch over and over. That we could watch, together. Reliving it, again and again. And, I’d tell you everything. Any question you want answered, I’ll do it. I promise,” I told him excitedly. “So what, if it’s on the internet? That just means that a few thousand guys envy you. You’re the one that gets to keep me. The winner.”

		“No promises, Amy. But, I’ll think about it,” he said softly. Although, there was nothing soft about the way I hungrily attacked him after that.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		After excitedly downloading the contract, I printed it all out. All twelve pages of it. Okay, I knew there’d be lots of red tape involved in something like this. Mostly, they protected themselves. From everything. I did find out a lot, though. There would be a minimum of five, and a maximum ten men present at the ‘gangbang.’ I’d have to pay my own way to and from Los Angeles. That’s where the company was based. After that, though, all my expenses would be taken care of. They would provide my hotel, meals, limo service, everything.

		I would be gone for three days total. And, absolutely no companions were allowed. I guess they didn’t want to deal with the hassle of jealous boyfriends or husbands. If selected, I should plan to arrive during the day on a Friday. That night, I’d have dinner with someone from GBQ, and then have my ‘audition.’ Yeah, right! I was pretty sure just what that entailed. Then, on Saturday, I’d be interviewed on camera over lunch. Following lunch, a limo would take me to the GBQ Studios where I’d… Yep! It would all happen then and there; the blowjobs, the gangbang and the piercing. All in that one afternoon. After that, another dinner was scheduled with the GBQ people. Were they nuts? After fucking all afternoon and getting pierced, I’m expected to want to go out to dinner? Jeez! Well, I guess I’d have to eat one way or another? But, really? On Sunday, the limo would pick me up again and I’d be chauffeured over to the studio for an exit interview. Again, on camera, discussing the whole experience. How did I feel? Was I enjoying my piercing??!!! All that kind of stuff. Then, they’d take me back to the airport for my return flight.

		The overall basic requirements didn’t change, though. That meant that I had a lot to do if I wanted to be considered. First off, there was a multipage questionnaire that I had to fill out. It amounted to an exhaustive sexual history. Was I a virgin??!!! Duh. How many men had I been with? Was I married? Had I had children, if so, how many? What kind of sexual positions, had I done? Had I ever done porn, that kind of stuff. And, let’s not forget about how old I was when I had my first kiss, when I had sex for the first time, how many lovers had I been with before my marriage, after my marriage? Had I ever done lesbian sex? That one threw me. What business was it of theirs? Why did they even care? Women would not be part of gangbanging me, they just weren’t equipped that way.

		And, then, there was the whole clean bill of health thing. Just try explaining to your family doctor you want to be tested. It’s embarrassing. Oh! And, I’d have to shave, too. No hairy bushes or landing strips allowed. Something to do with the piercing procedure. There were just lots of things they demanded. Including the signed and notarized contract, absolving them of any liability. I guess I’d better not get injured or get pregnant. All of it before they’d even consider me.

		I admit, doing the photos was kind of fun. Bill kept taking picture after picture of me. All kinds of poses. Some, far more risqué than others. We spent one whole afternoon doing that. And… Um… Okay. A good part of the night too. Like I said, it was a lot of fun. Anyway, we did finally narrow down the pictures to just a few that I could pick from for my final submission.

		Bill was not overly happy about any of it. Especially when he read about the ‘audition.’ Wasn’t it enough that he had to let me have sex with a whole bunch of men? Did he have to allow me a one on one, too? I sort of understood his feelings about that one. It somehow seemed more like a betrayal. The gangbang itself, a type of special ‘event.’ But, the ‘audition?’ That was just plain cheating on my husband.

		If I thought about it, as officially making me a ‘Hot Wife?’ Well, that changed things a bit. At least, for me. Bill still had reservations about that part of my life. I’d never really done it, I just wore the anklet. We all did, all four of us. It was like a symbol of our little group. Declaring our independence. We had all gotten identical ankle bracelets after Colorado, telling ourselves we were ‘Hot Wives.’ Honestly, I knew better. I don’t think any of us had ventured beyond the bounds of our little group. If I did this, I’d be the first.

		Even with all their requirements taken care of, there was nothing guaranteed. I still had to send it all off to GBQ, and see if they’d even consider me as a participant? If I sent it, that is. It had taken us weeks of discussion to get this far. But, the final decision, the irrevocable one, was still setting on the coffee table in its envelope. Staring at me, taunting me every day. I saw Bill glance over there each night when he came home, looking to see if I’d sent it?

		I made the decision one Friday afternoon, after a few glasses of wine. The kids were with Grandma and Grampa for the weekend, and I’d sat there all day looking at that stupid envelope. Finally, I reached over, picked it up and drove to the post office. Then, I sat in the car for about an hour staring at it, before dropping it into the slot.

		Bill looked a little ashen when he came home that night and saw the empty coffee table. Though, I admit, I did my best to get his mind off it. My greeting him in just a pair of spike heels, and nothing else, helping to ease the situation. Afterwards, he took me to dinner at our local watering hole. Both of us getting totally plastered. Ending up having to take an Uber home. Let’s just say, it was an interesting weekend.

		

		*

		

		It was almost a month later when I picked up the mail and found a letter in the stack. The upper left-hand corner emblazoned with an elaborate GBQ logo. I didn’t open it, I just arranged for the kiddos to have a sleepover at a friend’s house that night, leaving it on the coffee table. Right in the spot the previous envelope had sat. I had set out a bottle of wine and two glasses, as well. We were both going to need it.

		It was still setting there when Bill got home from work. Walking over, he picked it up and stared at it. Just stared at it. Kind of like I’d been doing all afternoon. “Are you going to open it, Amy?” he asked quietly.

		“I thought, maybe, we should do it together?” I suggested shakily. “I want you to be a part of this, Bill. As much as you can be, anyway. Besides, I think either way, I may need some moral support.”

		He sat down on the sofa, still turning the letter over and over in his hands. Pouring out two glasses of wine, I sat beside him. Finally, he took a deep breath and handed me the envelope. Taking one more sip of my wine, I opened the envelope. I glanced at Bill, then unfolded the enclosed letter:

		

		We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected as a GBQ, Queen of the Week. Would you please contact us to set up a date for your GBQ audition and session? Etc, etc, etc…

		

		I wasn’t quite sure if I wanted to laugh or cry. This was what I wanted, wasn’t it? A chance to experience unbridled sex with no strings? A piercing through my slutty little pussy, commemorating the event? If I called the phone number, it would happen. End of story. I’d become a Gang Bang Queen. I’d be a ‘Hot Wife,’ for real. Making my husband a cuckold in the process. Oops!

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		It had been a frenzied four weeks. All the arrangements had taken some doing, but I was finally ready. My flight out was in just four hours. My body rebelling at the early hour I’d had to get up. We’d decided that I would take an Uber to the airport. No tearful last-minute decisions, or good byes. The kids would spend the weekend at Bill’s parents. I knew it would be rough on him to be all alone, but that way they wouldn’t be exposed to what was going on. By the time I picked them up on Monday night, it would all be over. I would be a Gang Bang Queen, and Bill would be my cuck.

		We were both extremely nervous as I waited for the car. I’d packed the night before. Carefully picking out two cocktail dresses, plus several casual outfits for daywear. Probably more shoes, clothes and cosmetics than I’d need, of course. But, honestly, how do you pack for something like this? Did I need a nightgown, there was my ‘audition’ to consider? Um… I guess the one thing I didn’t pack was underwear. Bill staring at me at the rather obvious omission. After all, I didn’t think wearing panties of any type would work after… Well, I mean, wouldn’t the dangling charm catch on things? And, a bra, just seemed superfluous without panties. Besides, I’d gotten rather used to the no underwear thing in Vegas. I suppose, I was being rather naughty by going commando. But, that had very little to do with what I packed or didn’t pack, at this point.

		I was holding on to my husband, stealing some of his strength, when my phone beeped. My Uber was arriving. “I love you,” I whispered. Then, I kissed him, trying not to panic and start crying, and hurried out the door. Pulling my overstuffed carryon behind me, I walked nervously down the walk. I didn’t look back until I was in the car, the door solidly closed behind me. Bill was still standing in the open doorway, staring at me as the car pulled away.

		I don’t know why I was so nervous and upset? I wanted this. I’d lobbied for it for weeks. Months. This was not the time for butterflies, it was a time for adventure. None-the-less, I seemed to sniffle all the way to the airport. After the interminable lines to get through security, I was left sitting there in the airport lounge, waiting almost an hour for my flight. A very long hour. Even worse, there were no direct flights to Los Angeles from where we lived. Leaving me with a five-and-a-half-hour travel time.

		My flight was scheduled to land at 1:45 PM local time. Other than a brief nap, I fidgeted the entire time, no doubt driving my seatmates crazy. This was going to be a very long day. The early morning flight, the dinner, the ‘audition’… I needed a drink! What time was it, anyway? I think I was running on pure adrenalin by the time I got to LA. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to stay glued to my seat or run screaming from the plane by the time we finally pulled up to the gate.

		Since I had an aisle seat, I didn’t have a choice but to get up and exit the plane. Walking down the jetway, I nervously looked around as I entered the terminal. I wasn’t quite sure what to expect? Who would meet me? What would happen next? Nervously glancing around, I spotted a uniformed driver holding sign emblazoned with the elaborately scrolled GBQ Logo. I suddenly wondered how many people knew just what GBQ was?

		Embarrassedly, I walked up to the driver. My face flaming at the thought that anyone knew why I was here. “Miss Amelia?” he inquired with a smile. At my nervous nod, he grinned widely.

		“Please, call me Amy,” I told him.

		“It would be my pleasure, Miss Amy. My name is James. I’ll be your driver during your stay here with us. Anything you need, or anywhere you’d like me to take you. Do you have any further luggage, Miss Amy?”

		“Um, no this is all I have. And, please, it’s just Amy,” I told him hesitantly. Was I supposed to have brought a large wardrobe? Didn’t I look all right?

		“Oh, please forgive me, Miss Amy. But, I could never do that, it wouldn’t be proper. Mr. Epson would be most displeased at that type of familiarity. If you will please follow me, I’ll take you to your hotel,” he said with a smile. Taking hold of my carryon and pulling it effortlessly behind him. “Is there anywhere you’d like me to take you first?”

		“Could we possibly stop someplace for lunch? I’ve been up since three and all they served on the plane were peanuts.”

		“Of course, anywhere you’d like Miss,” he laughed.

		“Oh, I’d eat just about anything right now,” I giggled. Oops! Did that sound super slutty? “Perhaps just a quick place. Do you have Wendy’s here, or Arby’s?”

		“Certainly, Miss. We’ll get you fixed up in a jiffy.”

		James was true to his word. A little bit later I was happily stuffing my face with a single, fries and a frosty. He kept up a jovial banter during lunch, apprising me of places that I might like to visit if I found time. Truthfully, right about then, I wanted a nap. James quickly ushering me to my hotel, getting me checked in and unpacked. Then, he told me he’d be back at six to pick me up for my dinner with Mr. Jackson. Advising me that cocktail attire would be appropriate for tonight.

		I quickly texted Bill that I was safely at the hotel. We’d agreed that we wouldn’t talk until… Well, until after it was all over. It just seemed like too much to try and deal with over the phone. Or, even via Skype. Honestly? I was sort of hoping to not have that conversation until I got home Sunday night. Then, I phoned down for a wakeup call, and collapsed onto the big king-sized bed in a stupor, dead to the world within seconds.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		I was nervously pacing my hotel room. I’d already taken my shower, touching up my legs and… Um… My little bare mound. It still felt strange to be totally bare down there. Extra sensitive or something. Though, Bill hadn’t complained. Snicker, snicker. I’d done my hair and put on my makeup. And, yes, I put on my perfume. Even down there! Did that make me a slut? I mean, I was about to have sex with a total stranger. Afterwards, I slipped on one of my new cocktail dresses, a rather risqué spaghetti strap number with a very short hemline. The clingy material hugging my body and showcasing my slender curves. A pair of open toed, four-inch spike heels with a sexy little strap around my ankle completed the outfit.

		Staring out the floor to ceiling windows in my mini-suite, I looked out over the valley as I sipped a glass of wine. It was a startling view. So different from the flat landscape of the Midwest. The multitude of cars below looking like small toys. My heart almost stopped when my phone buzzed. Checking it, I saw a text message from Bill:

		

		Luv U, Miss U, Here 4 U

		

		It made me smile. Once I’d made my decision, he’d been as supportive as he could possibly be. I knew it couldn’t be easy on him. After all, I was about to cheat on him. To have sex with… I didn’t even know how many men? Blatantly offering myself to them and displaying myself to an entire internet audience. Letting a few hundred of them, or maybe even thousands, watch as I was fucked silly. Then, I was going to spread my legs and be pierced right on camera. And, with all of that, Bill was still standing by me.

		I think he was almost as excited as I was by this time. About the gangbang, anyway. Although, I was torn somewhere between excitement and total panic. Bill had slowly come around, coming to grips with enjoying the idea of seeing me with other men. His cock growing hard as we talked intimately about me giving myself to others with his knowledge. I wished he could be with me. Be a part of it all somehow. Seeing me being used over and over. Although, he would have the videos afterwards… Giggles.

		What he wouldn’t be able to see, was whatever happened tonight. My ‘audition,’ taking place without the benefit of cameras. I still wasn’t sure what to expect? Would I just have to fuck my dinner date? Like the proverbial ‘casting couch’ audition? Or, was there more involved? I mean, it would be just one guy? Right? Was it possible to fail an audition? That would be… Well, I just couldn’t. Not after all of this. My musings interrupted by another buzz from my phone. This one telling me that James was downstairs with my limo.

		I walked self-consciously across the lobby, feeling every eye upon me as my heels clicked loudly on the polished floor. Each of the GBQ Queens stayed here, meaning all the hotel personnel knew who I was and exactly what I was here for. I couldn’t help but feel like they were judging me. Looking at me like some whore as I walked briskly out to the limo. I suppose I should expect that. From more than just the hotel people. The Amy of two years ago, would have judged me that way, too.

		I was fulfilling a fantasy, plain and simple. One that had somehow taken hold in me. As I thought about each segment of what I was doing individually, I was excited. I wanted the gangbang, the experience of it. I wanted the piercing. Having it all happen at once? Doing the ‘audition?’ Okay… Not so much. I knew Bill was still having difficulties with it. Especially, with tonight. But, I had to accept tonight, or the rest wouldn’t happen. And, I wanted the rest.

		As I walked through the doors out to the limo, James held the door open for me. He even politely averted his gaze as I slid into the back, my dress riding daringly high up on my thighs. I thought it was rather sweet of him. His easy banter putting me at ease as he drove effortlessly through the traffic to the restaurant. I would be dining with Mr. Paul Epson, of GBQ. The host of the GBQ videos, he would be the one interviewing me tomorrow on camera, as well.

		As I sat nervously in the back of the limo, I wanted to ask if he’d be doing my ‘audition,’ too? But, honestly, I was too embarrassed to bring it up with James. Our relationship seemed far too proper for that type of embarrassingly intimate question. All too soon, James pulled up in front of the restaurant. Quickly, he jumped from the car and opened my door for me. Once again, averting his eyes discreetly as I exited. “Enjoy your dinner, Miss Amy. I’ll be here whenever you’re ready to leave,” he said, smilingly.

		Straightening my shoulders and taking a deep breath, I walked into the restaurant. At the hostess desk, I told them I was here to meet Mr. Paul Epson. Then, followed the smiling hostess through the busy restaurant to a side room. The sole occupant of the room, standing up to greet me as I entered. Tall and tanned with dark, unruly hair, he reminded me of some archetypical surfer dude. Approaching him, I realized just how tall he was. I felt absolutely dwarfed as I stood next to him. Extending his hand, he introduced himself and assisted me into the banquette table he had been seated at. Glancing around, I was somewhat surprised at our isolation. It was a Friday night! Paul explaining that the restaurant tried to give them some privacy. “Sometimes, our conversations can be of a more… ‘Intimate’ nature?” he laughed good naturedly. “We like to get to know our Queens very well. Some of our questions getting a little too risqué for nearby diners.”

		When our waiter came up, I ordered a glass of white wine. Something, I really needed right about then, my nerves getting the better of me. I quietly sipped my wine as Paul told me a little more about GBQ. Nearly ten years old now, the company had its fingers in all sorts of businesses. Nothing at all like the shoestring operation I had expected. He, himself, was the third host that they’d had through the years. The last two, now in upper management at GBQ.

		As we began the salad course, Paul started asking me questions. At first very general ones, about Bill and the kids. Then, getting a little more personal as he asked about how Bill felt about my… Fantasy? “He’s having some problems with it. I mean, we’ve done the swinging thing, three times now. But, that’s different, you know? When we’ve done that, it’s been a mutual thing, more of a sharing. This is something totally different. He understands the fantasy, and he’s okay with that. Mostly, anyway. I think it’s more…” Hesitantly, I decided to be honest about things. “Frankly, I think it’s tonight. Maybe, for both of us? I’m not sure about everything that will happen tonight, but it feels more like cheating for some reason.”

		“I can appreciate that, Amy. It’s not unusual for a husband to feel that way, or you either. Quite of few of our Queens have been married, or in some sort of committed relationship. Usually, the fantasy centers around tomorrow, as it should. We look at tonight as something that is a part of preparing you for that. Getting you to a point where we’re comfortable you’ll enjoy the fantasy,” he said gently.

		“Yes, the audition will involve having sex. GBQ wants to be sure that you’re one hundred percent ready. That this isn’t some passing fantasy that you’ll run away from at the last minute. No unexpected surprises on either side. You’re welcome to ask me anything. After dinner tonight, I’ll ask you if you still want to do this? If you decide that you don’t want to go through with tomorrow, you can still back out. No harm, no foul. We’ll wish you well and James will take you back to the hotel. However, if you elect to go forward, from that point on, we consider you to be under contract. Then, and only then, we’ll do the audition.”

		“Has anybody ever failed the audition?” I asked, my voice quaking a little as I did.

		“Not on my watch,” he laughed. “You’ll do fine, trust me. It’s not as terrible as you might be expecting. If you’re up for tomorrow, tonight is nothing more than an appetizer.”

		I nibbled my way through dinner as Paul continued to ply me with questions. All sorts of questions. What kind of experiences had I had prior to my marriage? How did I feel about interracial sex? Had I ever been with more than two men in a night? Was I comfortable being with someone with a ‘large’ member? Chortle, chortle. So polite. Much of it, just confirming my responses to their rather extensive questionnaire.

		When the waiter asked about dessert, Paul looked at me questioningly. I just blushed, and shook my head no. Honestly, by that time, I was getting kind of excited. Feeling a little better, or at least more comfortable, with the idea. Plus, Paul was really quite handsome. If I was going to cheat on Bill, it might as well be with somebody that looked like some Greek god.

		Maybe it was just the wine, or the closeness, or the whole outlandishness of the situation, but I was getting turned on. My nipples tightly pressing against the clingy fabric of my dress. I could even detect my scent as my pussy began to moisten at the thought of getting… Um… ‘Auditioned’ by this man. Wondering what it would be like? How would he take me? Wait! It would be Paul? Right?

		“Amy, I think the time has come to ask you the question I’ve been wanting to ask all night? Do you want to be our Gang Bang Queen tomorrow?”

		Biting my lip, I looked at him, my eyes wide vacillating between hesitation and fear. A few breaths later, I nodded my consent. Leaning over, Paul took my face in his hands. His lips brushed softly against mine. His warm kiss sending chills running through me. O. M. G. I was about to let this man I’d just met have his way with me. My pulse racing, I could feel the dampness in my pussy growing as my excitement took hold. My scent now quite noticeable, at least to me.

		Extending his hand, Paul assisted me up from the table. Taking my arm, he led me across the floor and out into the main dining room. Walking casually through the maze of tables and happy, chatting diners. James pulled the limo up just as we exited the restaurant, jumping out and opening the door for me. A warm smile for me, a tip of his chauffer’s hat for Paul.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Paul held my hand tenderly all the way back to the hotel. I was just sitting tensely next to him. His closeness unnerving me a little. I didn’t even know this man. And… And… In a few minutes, his cock was going to be inside me. His creamy seed pulsing into my body. I had taken my birth control pill today, hadn’t I? Yes, I was sure I had. And, I’d packed them as well. I remembered seeing them on the vanity as I got ready.

		It seemed like only a few minutes until James pulled up in front of the hotel. With a big smile, he told me he’d be back to pick me up in the morning at eleven. Then, wished us a good night. Paul escorting me across the lobby to the bank of elevators. I could feel every eye on me as I walked next to him. Oh, yeah. They knew exactly what I was about to do. What a little slut I was about to become.

		I was shaking like a leaf riding up in the elevator. Paul, wisely, not making any overt moves. That would have been all I needed right about then. I think I might have bolted. But, he was the perfect gentleman as we walked down the carpeted hall to my room. He even asked for my keycard and opened the door for me.

		I glanced quickly around the room. Had I left anything embarrassing lying about? Duh. Like that would make any difference after the next few minutes. It’s not like I’d have any secrets, anymore. Um… I also found myself looking at the room a little differently. Especially the big king-sized bed. The maid had apparently come in while I was gone. The bed neatly made up after my afternoon nap. I was still nervously looking around when Paul came up and handed me a glass of wine. Quietly, he led me to the big windows. Looking out on the myriad lights of an LA night. Everything twinkling brightly below us, like a million shining stars.

		Finishing my wine, Paul gently took the glass from my hand. I gasped a little as I felt him take hold of my bare shoulders. His big hands sliding down my arms as he pulled me back into him. The two of us looking out over the city for a few brief moments. Then, I felt him nuzzle my hair, drinking in the scent of my shampoo. Or, maybe the scent of me? Who knew? All I knew was that I was getting excited by his closeness. His breath feeling hot against my neck.

		I’d never done anything like this before. Randomly doing some guy that I just met. Everybody that I’d been with previously, had always been a known commodity. Somebody that I’d dated or knew well as a friend. Tonight, almost feeling like some bar pickup. Of course, compared to tomorrow… OMG! What had I gotten myself into?

		I was still shaking when I felt him brush my hair to the side, his lips caressing my neck sending chills all through me. My nipples like hard diamonds as they pressed painfully against the fabric of my dress. I was practically hyperventilating. Slowly, I felt his hands slide to my hips, the bulge of his hardening cock pressing against me.

		With a slow and easy movement, his hands slid up and cupped my breasts. His lips burning across my bare shoulder as he kneaded them gently. My nipples on fire, wanting his touch. As his lips passed over the tiny strap of my dress, I felt him take it in his teeth, sensuously sliding it off my shoulder. My dress coming loose on that side, my breast sliding teasingly into view as it fell away. Suddenly, there wasn’t fabric between us. He was touching my bare breast. His fingers moving to my swollen nipple, pulling on it as electric shocks raced through me. A soft moan escaping from my lips. I was getting so turned on.

		With a swift maneuver, Paul turned me to face him. My other strap falling away with the motion, my dress collapsing to my waist. The tiny straps pinning my arms to my side as he kissed me. Gently at first, then growing more passionate. His tongue heatedly demanding entrance. In mere moments, his lips traveled down my pulsing throat and closed on my swollen nipple. I whimpered as I felt him pull it between his lips. His mouth suckling hungrily from me.

		A quick pull of my zipper and my dress fell to the floor. Pooling around my spike heeled feet and leaving me standing naked before him. I wasn’t sure what to do next? Was I supposed to suck him off now? Or, maybe just fuck him? The decision effectively taken out of my hands when he hungrily turned me to face the window, bending me over. His hands sliding to my exposed nether region.

		I cried out as his fingers traced along my moist slit. Watching our reflection in the tall windows, I saw him put his fingers to his mouth, tasting me. Oh! That was sooooo hot. So, filthy. In moments, Paul was on his knees behind me. His face mere inches from my throbbing pussy. I screamed as I felt his tongue trace along my swollen labia. An orgasm racing through me, my whole body shuddering.

		I was bent over, braced against the glass now. Paul’s tongue deep inside of me. Swirling around the silky smoothness of my vaginal tunnel. I could see myself, lewdly bent over. My breasts hanging beneath me as he hungrily drove his tongue into me. Another scream as he pulled out and twirled his tongue around my swollen clit. His nose buried tightly into my ass. I felt so exposed, so excited, so… OMG! Another earthquake spasm shattering through me.

		I was still shaking when Paul stood up, his body looming behind me. Like I was in a trance, I heard the snick of his zipper. His pants dropping to the floor. Felt his cock, steely hard pressing against my soft petals. I hadn’t even seen it yet. But, I didn’t need to see that monster to know when it slid inside of me. I felt it. Fuck! I was still screaming, the sound echoing against the glass as I felt him crash against my cervix.

		He was all the way inside of me. His thick cock ripping me wide open. Maybe not as big as Jamal. Who was? But, big. Like, maybe as big as Dave had been. Right then, it didn’t seem to matter. Paul was pumping hungrily into my moist pussy, the sound of him slamming into me echoing back at me. His hands grasping my hips tightly as he fucked me. His thick rod pummeling me over and over.

		I was still exploding, loud whimpers and cries echoing against the glass. My body glistening with sweat as he used me. All I could think about was the hard rod slamming into me. My fingers clawing ineffectually against the smooth glass, I felt his thrusts become more erratic. This was it. He was going to fill me, blast his creamy seed inside of my unprotected womb. This man I’d just met, essentially a total stranger.

		I screamed as I felt the first pulse. His lava hot cum filling me, exploding inside of me. Jet after jet of it shooting deep inside of me. Both of us gasping, I felt him pull away. Even heard the plop as his deflating cock withdrew from inside of me. His creamy seed oozing down my wantonly spread legs. A small puddle forming beneath me on the pristine floor.

		Roughly, he pulled me around, his lips crashing into mine. Our tongues dueling passionately as I melted against him. Finally, pulling away, I looked at him. A glint of wickedness in my eyes, I knelt before him. His limp member hanging between muscled thighs. Uncut, covered in our combined juices, it still hung thickly before me. Leaning in, I took him into my mouth. Obediently cleaning him. His surprise giving way to pleasure as I felt his hands go to my hair, wrapping loosely in my long locks.

		He wasn’t even naked yet. And, here I was on my knees licking his cum drenched cock. His creamy seed already oozing from inside me. The salty tang of his cum mixed with my own juices, as I hungrily licked him clean. His spent cock, starting to swell again with my efforts. I didn’t even stop, I just kept sucking. Feeling him lewdly inflate in my mouth. His rod lying heavy on my tongue as it grew. OMG! He really was big. Maybe, eight inches long, and thick. Almost as thick as Jamal.

		Normally, I could never take a cock like that deep. But, tonight, with it growing like that in my mouth, I did. I was swallowing it. Feeling it swell in my throat as I sucked. It was so erotic, so dirty, so forbidden. My head was bobbing hungrily over his long pole now. Sucking him off. Hungrily demanding that he fill my mouth like he had my pussy. Now, it was his turn to moan.

		I was sliding my tongue teasingly over him as I pulled him in and out of my mouth. Tasting him, tasting us, wanting to feel him fill my mouth. Paul’s hands wrapped tightly around my head, taking over. Driving that thick pole into my mouth just like he had my pussy. We were both moaning as I felt him swell. He was close. Frantically, I slid my tongue over him, teasing him. Rewarded as he groaned loudly, his hard rod pulsing hard in my mouth. Jet after jet of salty cum filling me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		I was lying on the big bed, my body curled snugly against Paul’s. I’d finally managed to get him undressed. I was not disappointed. We were talking quietly, Paul explaining more about tomorrow. What my schedule would be like, what to expect. My innocent question about how many men went, as anticipated, unanswered. He didn’t know. We’d find out together when the curtain opened tomorrow. All he knew was that there’d be between five and ten men. That several would be black. And, that they would all use me, brashly taking me one after another.

		Before the gangbang, they would all line up in front of me for a blowjob. I’d have to suck off two or three of them, swallowing their salty loads. Allowing the rest to shoot their jizz over me. But, I would be required to do them all. After that, would come the gangbang. Would they spit-roast me? That was a definite yes. Less sure, was whether I’d be DP’d. But, probably. The idea of that more than a little scary. At least, for me. “Amy, they will use you that way. It’s always a part of what happens. Before I leave… Well, it’s part of what happens tonight, as well.”

		The thought of Paul’s thick cock splitting me open back there a little frightening. Feeling me tense in his arms, he nuzzled softly into my hair. “I’ll be as gentle as I can, Amy. But, it’s part of the deal. It’s my job to make sure you’re prepared for what’s going to happen. Or, at least, as prepared as possible without actually being gangbanged. Things will get a little rough tomorrow. It’s just a natural part of the experience. There’s nothing gentle or loving about it when that many men are using you. Think of it more as pure adrenalin and excitement, just animalistic lust. It’s expected, it wouldn’t be the real experience if it was any other way. Ultimately, no one would be satisfied, not even you.

		“Will the piercing…” I started.

		“Hush,” he whispered. “I can’t speak from experience on that, Amy. I know it has to hurt, but the pain is apparently rather fleeting. I’ve never talked with any of our participants who were displeased with the result, if that helps.

		“Honestly, I’ve never had one of our Queens not want to go out afterwards. Just dinner and drinks, sex is not exactly advised for a while. Though, a few of the women have… Uh… Well, there are other ways,” he grinned sheepishly. Wincing a little as I punched him.

		We snuggled a while longer, then I felt his hands sliding over my body. Despite knowing what was coming, it was turning me on. Maybe I really was a slut? I certainly wasn’t too sure I wanted to tell Bill all the details about tonight. I loved him, but some of the things that happened with Paul, seemed almost too private. Too intimate for public consumption. Especially how I’d succumbed so easily to his overtures. Screaming in orgasm as he used me, standing nakedly exposed in front of the big windows. Brazenly displayed to all of Los Angeles. Oh, okay. I was on the twenty-third floor, so I doubt anybody could really see anything. Still…

		My thoughts quickly interrupted as I felt hands move to massage my ass cheeks. A harbinger of things to come. Paul began to rain kisses down my back, sliding ever lower. His hands caressing my breasts, teasing my nipples in an effort to redirect my thoughts. Um… It was working, too. I was getting really turned on. When his lips reached the base of my spine, his tongue flicked out and licked down between… OMG! His hands dropped to my ass, pulling my cheeks apart as his tongue slid down the dark canyon between them.

		I cried out as he tongued my dark flower. My eyes rolling back in my head at the unfamiliar feeling. Fuck! That was so… Dirty… And, filthy... And, fuck! It was HOT. I felt warm oil being poured between my ass cheeks, oozing down between them. It felt really weird, but kind of nice, too. Then, a finger slowly pressed inside of me, spreading my dark flower open.

		I’ve done anal sex before. Not my favorite position, but I’ve done it. Apparently, I was going to have to become a little more used to it. Not just tomorrow either. I wasn’t going to be able to have sex for two to four weeks after my piercing. That only left two other options, and I had a feeling I would be making use of both. Well, Bill wouldn’t complain. Ummppphhh!! Okay, that’s more than just a finger.

		Slowly, Paul was adding a second finger to the first. Then, it was three. I was lying there on my tummy, whimpering at each addition. My hands starting to claw at the bedding as he pushed deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt his hands pull my hair aside as he kissed my neck. Then, a lick of my ear, and I felt his body shift. Sliding my legs apart, he slid between them. He spread some oil on his thick shaft, then pulled my cheeks apart again.

		I cried out, nails tearing at the covers as I felt him push against my unyielding flower. “Just relax, Amy,” he whispered. “Slow, easy breaths…” I screamed! Paul’s hard cock driving inside of me. Oiled up or not, he was big enough it hurt. Fuck! It hurt! It… Oh, damn… Oh!!! Another scream as my body torsioned tightly, an orgasm tearing through me. Maybe I was a slut?

		I was drenched with sweat again, as Paul fucked my ass. His thick cock tearing into me unmercifully. Not that I was complaining, not anymore. I was always amazed at how fast I could go from pain to extreme pleasure. Almost without a pause in between. Endorphins taking over, or whatever. By the time I felt him erupt inside of me, I was crying out in pleasure. My body exploding in orgasm right along with him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Amy woke to bright sunlight streaming into her room. Oh… They’d never even pulled the drapes last night. Oh, well, it would have taken somebody with a telescope to actually see anything. Looking at the clock, she realized it was still early. At least, by LA standards. Her body clock still on Central time. She snuggled into the covers warmly, a satisfied smile on her face. Paul had left in the wee hours of the morning, leaving her to get some rest. After all, today…

		OMG! Amy sprung wide awake as she realized today was the day. A bit of panic gripping her at the thought of what was ahead. Truthfully, she didn’t know whether to be excited or terrified. A little of both she supposed. This was her fantasy come true. After today, things would be different. In a way, they already were. She was now officially a ‘Hot Wife.’ Her ‘audition’ last night with Paul certainly qualifying as cheating on Bill. By any definition, she was an Adulteress. Yes… Of course, she’d tell Bill about last night. Most of it, anyway. Some things were just better kept secret.

		Then, there was what was about to happen today. Her fantasy was about to come true. She was going to participate in a gangbang. And, afterwards, she’d get pierced just like Pepper. Only, hers would have meaning beyond pure decoration. It would commemorate today, a constant reminder of what she’d done. An undeniable reminder for Bill, too. He would never be able to make love to her again without being reminded of her betrayal. Of how she’d let man after man fuck her, filling her unprotected womb with their creamy seed. Breaking every wedding vow she’d made, all for the thrill of it. Fulfilling some wild fantasy that had taken hold of her.

		Shaking her long hair, she climbed out of bed and pulled on a shorty robe. Then, she called down for breakfast, and walked into the bath. Whoa! The vision that greeted her was not a pretty one. She looked every bit like she’d spent the night getting fucked silly. Her makeup was smeared and streaked, her hair a wild mass of tangles and… Ughhh! Sticky cum streaks. She was about to tackle the mass of tangles, when she heard a knock at the door.

		Amy padded barefoot to the door and let room service in. The young man embarrassingly glancing away at her disheveled state. Amy chortling at his discomfort. After all, she was the one that had been fucked in every way possible last night. She didn’t even worry about it as her robe fell open slightly as she signed the bill. One breast falling out as she handed him the receipt. She just giggled as she closed the door behind him. A tent developing in his uniformed pants.

		There didn’t seem to be much reason for modesty anymore. Any she might have had left, would be gone by the end of the day. Her naked body exposed to thousands of people. Yes, thousands! Paul had talked about how many members were online with GBQ last night. The number seeming almost staggering. And, they’d all be looking at her. Seeing her fucked, watching as her brazenly exposed pussy was pierced. A huge needle pushed through her. All for their viewing pleasure. And, um… Okay… Hers, too. She mustn’t forget that. This was, after all, her fantasy.

		After breakfast, looking out over the valley, Amy slipped into the bath and climbed into the shower. Damn, it was big enough for four. Maybe, that was the idea? Anyway, she gently washed the tangles from her hair. Then, shaved one last time before… Oh, wow. It was going to happen. After drying her hair, she touched up her nails and did her makeup. Finally, pronouncing herself ready to meet her public for the first time.

		Padding barefoot over to where James had hung up her clothes, she selected a mini-skirt and blouse to wear today. The blouse was deceptively covering, until you looked closely. It was slightly sheer, and with no bra on under it, it was quite risqué. Why not? Grabbing a pair of high heeled sandals, she took one last look in the mirror. Pleased with the sexy vision staring back at her, a far cry from the woman she’d been just two years ago. The shy, young wife that Bill had wooed, was now more of a vamp.

		She thought about calling home. Talking to Bill, letting him know she was okay and about to… Well, maybe not. They’d agreed not to talk until she got back. That was probably for the best. A knock at the door surprising her, she opened it to find a delivery of flowers. The note from her husband, reminding her he loved her, making her smile.

		The butterflies in her stomach telling her just how nervous she was, Amy poured a glass of wine for herself. Hey, it was afternoon where she lived, despite the early hour here. Settling down a little as she looked out the big windows. Watching the traffic below in the valley. The smog not too bad today, she even caught a glimpse of the Pacific. A first for her. Oceans not exactly common in the flatlands of the Midwest.

		She was starting to get jittery again when her phone buzzed to alert her that James was waiting for her. Downing the rest of her wine, she grabbed her purse and walked determinedly from the room. Strangely, she didn’t even feel embarrassed as she waltzed across the lobby. After all, this was her choice. To heck with what anybody else thought. She was about to become a Gang Bang Queen!

		James was all smiles as he opened the door for her. Amy sliding regally into the limo, as he discreetly glanced away. It was a short drive to where she’d be having lunch with Paul, her first on-camera interview taking place at the same time. Pulling up, Amy was greeted by a smiling Paul Epson, another man standing beside him, his face buried behind a camera. As Paul opened the car door for her, Amy saw the camera zoom in for a closeup. Um… It wasn’t focused on her face, either.

		Amy flushed an embarrassed shade of red, as the camera caught her exposed commando exit from the limo. Oh, well. There’d be a lot more than that quick flash on display a little later. Regaining her composure, she smiled as Paul greeted her, introducing her to their audience. A few minutes later, the camera was turned off as introductions were made all around. The smiling, camera wielding snoop was Jeff. He’d be her personal cameraman for the rest of the day. It was his job to follow her everywhere, even into the dressing room. Videoing her as she undressed, as she primped, even as she showered after her gangbang. Capturing every intimate moment of the day for posterity.

		Lunch was a rather jovial affair, Amy and Paul conversing casually. Paul plying her with various questions for the camera. Most of which she’d answered last night, making it easy for her. Amy ate lightly, although she did enjoy a few glasses of wine. Those darn jitters again. Overall, she thought the interview went well, even as nervous as she was.

		When they finally headed back to the limo for the ride to the studio, Amy was a little taken aback when Paul asked her to offer the viewers a little preview. Of course, she knew what he meant, but right out here in the open? In public? Turning a very attractive shade of red, she hesitantly pulled up the hemline of her short skirt. With her bare pussy totally on display, Paul leaned in and ran his fingers along her moist slit! Then, with a deliberate grin, he put a finger to his mouth, and licked it. The taste of her making him smile. “Trust me, folks. Our Knights are in for a real treat today. She tastes like sweet honey,” he grinned. Amy flaming a vibrant shade of red at his brash comments.

		Finally, they were all settled back in the limousine. The two men kidding her mercilessly over her embarrassment. Paul assuring her that by the end of the day, she would overcome that.

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		About twenty minutes later, they pulled up in front of a large cement block building. Rather non-descript in appearance, it looked like any other industrial warehouse. A lone door in the side with the GBQ logo emblazoned on it, the only indication of what happened here. Amy was looking around curiously as they approached the building. Jeff walking along with them, the ever-present camera rolling. Paul opened the door ushering her inside the large open area. Finding herself looking at a large warehouse type space. Several camera sets dotted around the floor area with what looked like dressing areas on either end of the building. A line of offices ran along the back wall. The size of the whole operation surprising her.

		Paul explained that the offices were where all the support personnel worked; the film editors, advertising people, IT crew, office personnel, etc. As Amy looked on, she saw about twenty people moving busily around the space. Some were camera crews, but a lot seemed to be busy with other things. Paul took time to introduce her to GBQ’s personal coordinator, Jennifer Dawson. An ex GBQ Queen herself, it was now her responsibility to keep up with her peers. Jennifer explaining that she’d be touching base with Amy frequently, just staying apprised of any goings on with her.

		“We like to keep in touch, Amy. GBQ is a tight knit family. One that you’re about to become an integral part of. We want to know about events in your life, any problems you might have, whether personal, professional or whatever. I hope that over time, you’ll start thinking of me as a close friend. We’re here to help in any way we can.

		“Gosh, I’ve arranged vacations here in LA for people, helped some get jobs, even made sure to acknowledge the special events in their lives; marriages, births, promotions and such. It’s a wonderful job, and I’m here to help with any questions or concerns you might have, at any time” Jennifer told her, giving her a big hug as she did.

		As they walked across the large space, Amy was able to see each of the camera sets. Immediately recognizing each of them from the videos she’d seen. This was where it would all take place; the blowjobs, the gangbang, the piercing, everything. All the sets being arranged around a centralized camera location. She almost didn’t realize it when they reached one of the dressing areas. Looking around in surprise as Paul opened the door for her.

		Stepping inside, she found herself in quite a large room. One whole side dominated by a huge walk-in, glass walled shower. There was a dressing area where she could hang up her clothes, next to a large vanity filled with hair dryers, makeup, perfumes, etc. Everything a girl could want. One end of the room held a restroom, Jeff kiddingly telling her that he promised ‘not to follow her there. But, anyplace else was fair game.’ The idea, for some reason, making her tingle. Then, with a squeeze of her hand, Paul left her alone.

		Turning to Jeff, she looked a little unsure of what to do next. “What happens now?” she asked.

		Jeff just grinned. “Well… You get undressed. Then, you can touchup your hair and makeup at the vanity. After that, I let them know that you’re ready. And, the fun begins, Your Majesty.”

		OMG! This was getting all too real. Nervously, Amy began to unfasten her blouse. Keeping her back to the camera, she slipped it off and hung it up. She wasn’t used to getting undressed in front of somebody like this. Feeling strange as she did. A quick tug on her zipper, let her mini-skirt fall to the floor. Amy was naked. Naked before the world. Her back still to the camera, she bent down and picked up her skirt, hanging it up as well. Then, shyly, she turned and walked to the vanity area. Her face flaming red with embarrassment at Jeff, and the ever-present camera, watching her every move.

		Thankfully, she found a glass of wine waiting for her there. Sitting down in front of the mirror, she took a long sip from the glass. Then, busily began to brush out her hair. After touching up her lipstick and eyeshadow, she turned to Jeff hesitantly. “I guess, I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” she announced. Jeff giving her a wink and grinning at her as he spoke into a headset, alerting the outside crew she was ready.

		Timidly, Amy stepped from the dressing room. Her spike heels echoing loudly on the concrete flooring of the cavernous space. She felt very exposed right about then. You just try being the only naked person in a room full of people! Paul greeted her warmly, giving her a reassuring hug. Then, he led her across the room to the first set. He, briefly, introduced the rest of the camera people. Then led her to the first set, now hidden behind a closed set of drapes.

		“All set, Amy? It’s showtime,” he grinned. At her nod, she heard the cameras turn on as lights flooded the set. Turning to face the cameras, Paul squeezed her hand one last time.

		“Now, Queen Amy, are you ready to meet the Knights of your Court?” he asked. His voice in announcer mode for the cameras. At her quiet nod, they turned to face the drapes. As they were pulled apart, Amy saw… OMG! Ten… TEN!!! Men standing in front of her. Her heart rate skyrocketed as she looked down the line. Each of them, standing nakedly before her. Three of them were black, and all of them well endowed. Um… The three black guys, especially. “Your Majesty, may I present the Knights of your Court?” announced Paul. At a signal, each of the men coming forward and kissing her. Then, they knelt before their Queen.

		It was all she could do to breathe right then. She’d never thought about taking on ten men. Sure, the contract specified that the number could be that large, but… She never actually thought it would happen. Expecting more along the lines of six or, maybe, seven at the most. But, ten? As Paul led her forward, she saw a pad on the floor on one end of the lineup of men. She knew what that was for, it was for her.

		It was her turn to kneel now. Amy, holding on to Paul’s hand for balance, teetering a little in her high heels, as she lowered herself in front of her first ‘Knight.’ His thick cock swelling as he gazed down at her. Her nipples like hard diamonds as her excitement began to build. With a gulp, she reached out and touched her first nameless cock. His thick rod jumping with the contact. Leaning forward, she licked the swollen head of his rod. The taste of him exploding on her tongue. The taste of a total stranger, nameless and unknown.

		She licked along the thickening shaft, her tongue bathing him seductively. Then, opening her mouth wide, she pulled the thick shaft between her lips. His cock sliding heavily over her tongue. Slowly, she pulled him deep into her throat, feeling her esophagus expand around his girth. Her head bobbing up and down the long shaft, cheeks hollowing, she sucked his throbbing rod. Over and over, her nose burying into his pubic area, she devoured him. Finally, rewarded with a thick blast of cum filling her mouth. Amy swallowing all of it, before looking up at her ‘Knight.’ Her tongue licking her lips seductively. Proud of herself.

		Still, kneeling she watched him walk casually away. Being replaced moments later by ‘Knight’ number two. This one, big and black. Amy gasping a little as she looked at the hardening licorice stick before her. He was big all right. Easily as big as Jamal had been, maybe even bigger. Well… She’d been here before. Sort of, anyway. Only this time, she had an audience. A big one. One that even included her husband. At least, it would at some point when he saw the DVD of her wanton performance. Watching as she debased herself before the long line of men.

		Hesitantly, Amy began to lick the dark pole in front of her. She’d never been able to take Jamal all the way. His cock far too thick and long to go down her throat. Today, all she could do was try her best. Her mouth still full of her first Knight’s creamy seed, she couldn’t even taste the difference between the two men. She could feel the difference, though. Her mind wandering to what it was going to feel like inside of her? Her pussy starting to leak its honeyed moistness as her excitement level began to peak.

		Expertly, she worked his thick member. Her tongue teasing him brutally until he exploded down her throat. Her second load of the day. Swallowing his salty jizz, she leaned back with a big grin on her face. Her lips still covered in his creamy deposit. Only, to find him replaced with ‘Knight’ number three.

		On and on, it went. As, one after another, the men stepped boldly in front of her. Most of them, becoming nothing but a blur as her jaw began aching from the workout. Even her tongue protesting the amount of effort she was exerting. She couldn’t swallow all of them, just couldn’t. Letting several of them spray their sticky seed over her. Kneeling there, submissively, as their hot, gooey cum rained down upon her. Covering her face, her hair, her breasts… She was a mass of drooling cum towards the end of the lineup.

		Faced with yet another BBC, Amy set about licking the long dark pole. Her hands wrapped around his thick girth, stroking him. She licked the swollen head, then pulled him into her exhausted mouth. Her tongue trying to tease the sensitive underside of his cock. Seeming a little more insistent than his predecessors, she felt his hands wrap into her cum tangled hair. Forcing her down further on his long cock.

		Deeper and deeper, he pushed into her. Sliding his thick rod, her body protesting, down into her throat. Amy’s hands began beating ineffectually against his black thighs. His cock feeling huge inside her mouth, driving down into her throat. She could feel her throat expanding painfully, her body trying to adapt. Her ability to breathe cut off, as he used her. Over and over he slammed into her face, Amy barely catching a breath in between the assaults. It wasn’t until she found her nose buried into his tight, curly pubes that she realized he was all the way in her throat. His cock firing madly, filling her with his black seed again and again.

		Amy lay back gasping for breath. Coughing harshly as she lay there. Her ‘Knight’ grinning down at her triumphantly. “You good, girl. Not many can take my cock like that. Damn shame, you married. I’d take you home with me,” he grinned. His softly spoken comments seemingly drowned out by applause. Applause? Huh? Amy only dimly coming to realize that she’d done it. She’d sucked off all ten of them.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Her last ‘Knight’ reached down and picked her up like she was a tiny doll. Leaving her feeling dwarfed in his beefy arms. He carried her towards the next set, her body slick with the slimy deposits of the men. When did she volunteer for a bukkake contest? With a huge grin, he sat her down on a long, padded vinyl bench. Amy still coughing and gasping for breath a little as she sat there. Paul came over, offering her a glass of wine. Something that she accepted gratefully.

		“You doing all right, Amy?” he asked, his voice showing some concern. “You got quite a workout over there.”

		“Yes, I think so,” she replied softly. Her voice still weak as she occasionally coughed some loose cum from her throat. “I wasn’t quite expecting that many men,” she giggled. Grinning shyly at him and taking another sip of wine. “What happens now?”

		“Now, Your Majesty, you get your fantasy fulfilled,” he said, his face breaking into a big grin. Amy’s nipples tightening excitedly as she thought about what was ahead. Her gangbang was about to start.

		As Paul accepted the empty glass from her, he squeezed her hand and walked away. The camera lights turned on, and Amy found herself being surrounded once again by the ‘Knights.’ Two of the men laid her back on the long bench, one of them bending down and kissing her. His tongue snaking inside her unprotesting mouth. Hands began to massage her cum covered body, working the cum into her like it was massage oil. She felt herself starting to drift dreamily with the excitement of what was about to happen.

		The man kissing her pulled away, stepping to her side and taking a nipple between his lips, suckling from her. His absence quickly filled by another ‘Knight,’ who began to kiss her. And, so it went, each taking a turn kissing her and then rotating around her body. Before long, she had lips kissing her mouth, suckling both nipples, and kissing her moist nether regions all at once. The rest of the Knights boldly massaging her body, her arms, her legs, her... Amy totally consumed with the eroticism of the moment. Her body spasming wildly in one violent orgasm after another as their lips and tongues pleasured her. Drifting on some erotic plane of being, ruled by the animalistic sensations racing through her.

		It barely registered when one of the men slipped his cock in her mouth, rather than kissing her. It all seemed so natural by that time, she just automatically started sucking on his thick rod. She just drifted on a cloud of eroticism until she felt her legs spread widely, something a lot harder than a tongue pressing against her petaled nether opening. She screamed, or at least she tried to, as the first cock invaded her welcoming cunt. Her cries muffled by the cock in her mouth.

		Amy was crashing through orgasm after orgasm as she felt her first lover empty himself into her depths. His cock jerking inside of her as the lava hot seed filled her unprotected womb. She was still shaking from that first fucking when a second cock invaded her cum lubricated depths. This one a lot thicker and longer. One of her black ‘Knights,’ his long rod ripping her in two as he thrust deep inside of her, breeding her.

		She was nothing but a lump of spasming flesh as man after man took his way with her. Amy could feel their creamy seed flowing copiously from inside of her. Sliding down slickly between her legs, pooling beneath her. She had no idea how many men had cum inside of her? How many cocks had filled her wanton pussy? At one point, she was flipped over, somebody pulling her ass cheeks apart and using her anally. In her erotically charged state, she barely even registered it.

		Amy registered it when she found herself double-penetrated for the first time. Her wild scream barely muffled by the third cock in her mouth. All three of them cumming inside of her. Amy barely able to swallow the thick load in her mouth as she shook in orgasm. It seemed never ending, just cock after cock filling her. Her mutterings totally incoherent as they used her, filling her overflowing pussy again and again. Some of the men cumming on her, unable to control themselves as they watched her spasm excitedly out of control.

		Amy was whimpering as another one of the black guys tore her apart. His huge shaft buried deep inside of her. She’d just swallowed a surprise load of cum from somebody, two other cocks held in her hands as she automatically stroked them. Feeling herself picked up like a toy, the thick black rod buried itself unbelievably deep inside of her. His hard rod slamming against her over and over as she hung limply in his muscled arms. A scream, totally incoherent, as she felt him explode inside of her. Breeding her one last time.

		Then, she was lying there, abandoned and alone on the cum covered vinyl bench. The sound of applause echoing in her ears. Vaguely she realized it was over, she’d done it. Ten men. Her gangbang. Her fantasy. Taking them all, her body still trembling in orgasm as she lay there.

		Dimly, she became conscious of her surroundings. Two of the men, two of the black men, gently lifting her into a sitting position on the slimy bench. A huge amount of cum oozing from inside of her. Forming a puddle between her legs, some of it dripping grossly down onto the floor. The camera moving in for a closeup shot. Her body as covered with cum as it had been after the blowjob session. Where had it all come from? Had she gotten them that excited? Somebody pressed a glass of wine into her hand and she gratefully started to drink it.

		Paul came up to her, smiling down at her, telling how wonderful she was, how well she’d done. She did notice he didn’t offer to kiss her cum covered lips or hug her slime encrusted body. Chortle, chortle. Well, she couldn’t really blame him, she had to look a wreck. What would Bill think? Seeing her like this? Ten, maybe more, loads of cum inside of her? She was pretty sure that some of the guys had gone twice. Her body totally covered in sweat and spunk, having swallowed load after load of their salty cream? Her pussy, her ass, full of their scalding hot jizz? Sitting there, gasping for air, her breasts heaving with the effort.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		Two of the black ‘Knights,’ helped her up from the table and led her back towards the dressing room. Amy, meekly going along with them. Moving rather automatically. Her mind still in some sort of erotically charged stupor. Once inside, she felt them gently remove her high heels and lead her into the big walk-in shower. Hot water streaming down her ravaged body as the two men began to rinse the slick cum from her.

		Amy floating as they washed her long, dark hair. The scent of some coconutty smelling shampoo filling the air, as they massaged her scalp. Floating on a sea of ecstasy. Oh… Um… They were washing her now, their hands sliding over her. Touching her everywhere, their black hands contrasting harshly with her pale skin. She started moaning as they began to clean her pussy. Their fingers sliding between her ravaged labia, even dipping deep inside of her. Floods of cum sliding from her as they cleaned her so intimately. OMG! Ohhh… Fuck! Her body spasming wildly as another orgasm raced through her. This one from their black fingers driving her wild.

		Amy looked at the two of them, their hands sliding so erotically over her. Touching her everywhere. Their long, thick cocks rising as they pleasured her. Her body responding so easily, so naturally to their ministrations. Her desire wantonly peaking once again, she slid down before the two men. The hot water cascading around them. Her lips closing around their throbbing cocks. Those same black cocks that had ravaged her pussy, been inside of her not fifteen minutes before. Maybe in places she’d rather not think about? It didn’t matter.

		She sucked them both off again, frantically swallowing their creamy seed. Then, still gasping for breath, she looked over at the glass wall, seeing Jeff still filming. His pants tented out at her erotic display. Recording her succumbing to the lure of the two black cocks before her. Pushing away from her two lovers, she waltzed to the door of the shower. Sliding it open she stepped out, walking right up to Jeff. Her face right in the camera.

		“Turn off the camera, Jeff,” she purred. Jeff, hesitatingly, turning it off and dropping it from his eye. “Now, none of this will be on the DVD’s or the broadcasts, will it Jeff?” her hands sliding along the outline of his tumescent cock. As he shook his head in compliance, she knelt before him and pulled his throbbing rod out. Taking it seductively between her lips, she began to suck him off as well.

		He’d no sooner exploded down her throat, then she stood up and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Now, remember, Jeff. None of this little bit of naughtiness makes the DVD’s, or broadcasts. Not these blowjobs. Not ever! My husband would not approve,” she snickered.

		“I promise, Amy. That will all be on the cutting room floor,” he swore.

		With that, Amy climbed back into the shower and let them rinse her clean one last time. Then, once again before the camera, the two men dried her tenderly. The big, fluffy towels sliding erotically over her body.

		After drying her, they started work on her hair. Drying it, brushing it, leaving it glistening down her bare back. Amy, feeling like real royalty as they attended to her. Then, they let her touchup her makeup. When she was ready, one of them knelt before her again, slipping her high heels back on her feet. She was ready.

		The two men escorted her from the dressing room and across the open floor to the next set. Looking for all the world like a doctor’s examination room, they sat her upon the exam table. Amy perching there, her ankles crossed, looking almost demure as she waited expectantly. Soon, all of her ‘Knights’ had gathered around her once again. The room getting a little crowded with the ten of them.

		As GBQ’s piercing expert stepped onto the set, the men leaned her back on the exam table. Two of them slid her feet into the stirrups of the table, openly exposing her pussy. Amy lay back nervously, although she wanted her piercing, she wasn’t excited by what she knew was next. The pain that lay ahead of her. Her pulse rate rising, she watched wide eyed as the white coated piercing expert slid in front of her.

		One of the camera people came in close, Amy watching as the lens zoomed in on her brazenly exposed cunt. She whimpered a little as he zoomed in, her dewy excretions glistening on her petaled opening. A nervous sweat began to glisten on her skin as she felt a cold, sterile wipe being used on her. Wiping away the ooze that continued from her pillaged nether regions. The man between her legs talking to her softly, preparing her. Telling her what he was doing, step by step. Not that it helped!

		She yelped as she felt a metal clamp tighten on the flesh of her clitoral hood. The cold metal, the pressure of the clamp, feeling very strange. Two of the men took hold of her hands. “Squeeze all you want, Little Darlin.’ We got you,” one of them whispered in her ear. The metal clamp was being moved side to side now, pulling on her as the piercer checked its placement. Dissatisfied, he released it and reset the clamp. Amy whimpering a little as he did.

		Repeating the procedure, he checked again. This time, apparently, satisfied, he told her to start taking deep, slow breaths. She felt ten pairs of hands grip on to her body, holding her down tightly to the table. The piercer began a slow count. “One… Two…” Amy screamed! Her body jerking wildly beneath the restraining hands. Deep, sharp pain coursing through her as she was pierced. Then, the pain lessened. Still there, but bearable now. Amy glanced down nervously, sweat covering her body, damp hair clinging to her forehead.

		She almost wished she hadn’t looked. A long, thick needle ran transversely through her clitoral hood. “Three? What happened to three?” she gasped weakly. Her comment met by a sly smile from her piercer. Then, she groaned and lay back again as he began to thread a gold ring onto the needle. It hurt as he pulled the ring through, then she felt him slipping the chain holding her GBQ charm onto the ring. Finally, closing it. It was over.

		Holding a mirror up to her savaged pussy, he let her see the results. A golden charm emblazoned with the GBQ logo hanging from a chain. Both dangling from the golden ring through her pussy. Deftly, he turned the charm over, showing her the date engraved on the back of the charm. The date of her gangbang. As if she was about to forget today. Not likely. Not ever.

		As the piercing expert wheeled his stool away, Amy saw the camera move in for another closeup. Showing off her petaled opening, with its new decorations. Her ‘Knights,’ releasing her slowly, allowing her to sit up. She took a few minutes, gasping for breath after the ordeal. Then, let them help her down from the table. Once she was firmly standing on her spike heeled feet, they let go. Suddenly, Paul was in front of her, escorting her to the walkway.

		Amy felt just like she was walking the runway at some weird fashion show, as she walked along. The golden charm swaying between her legs with every step. It didn’t hurt anymore. It just felt… OMG! With every step, the swaying charm tugged the golden ring over her clit. Each brush sending a jolt racing through her. Oh, fuck! She was going to be constantly turned on, now. She could feel her honeyed dew moistening her petaled opening as she walked along.

		At the end of the runway, Amy turned to head back. With her back to the cameras, she spread her legs and bent over lasciviously. Her pink pussy blossoming open before them, the new piercing flashing in the lights. Then, as she felt another glob of cum ooze from inside of her, she looked back between her legs, and winked. She was the Gang Bang Queen of the Week.

		Proudly, she walked back along the walkway until she was next to Paul again. A few questions, then they led her back to her dressing room. It was all over, her fantasy complete.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		The celebratory dinner with Paul was almost anticlimactic. Oh, she did invite him back to her room, of course. A detail she had no intention of ever telling her husband about. Paul spending the night with her. She’d sucked him off once, then let him take her anally two more times before he left. Her body, flooded with endorphins and adrenalin, craving the sexual release he was able to provide.

		By the time she boarded the plane the next day, her exit interview complete, she was already charged up again. She couldn’t wait to get home. Bill intended to meet her plane. No Uber necessary this time, it would be an exciting homecoming. Or, at least, she hoped it would.

		For the trip home, she’d chosen a leather micro-mini skirt. It was short enough, that she’d had to check and make sure that her charm didn’t show below the hemline when she walked. Her spike heels clicking against the hard floors. Picking out a cute peasant blouse, the total effect was exotically sexy. The blouse wasn’t see-through, but it did hug her swaying breasts enticingly. Her tight nipples poking against the fabric. The little off-the-shoulder cuffs showcasing her soft shoulders. Every time she bent over, the loose neckline threatening to expose her breasts. The new charm seeming unfamiliar, hanging heavy between her thighs. Her seatmates spent the entire flight with a noticeable bulge in their pants.

		Amy felt strangely confident as she walked down the jetway. Her charm swaying with every step. She wasn’t used to it yet. The constant surges of electricity jolting through her as the golden ring pulled teasingly over her clit. She could almost feel herself drooling, a moistness oozing between her petaled opening and coating her thighs. Her nipples pressed exotically against her blouse as she spotted Bill waiting anxiously for her.

		He pulled her excitedly into his arms, kissing her. Or, maybe, she kissed him. Their tongues twisting and turning together passionately as the other passengers milled around them. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that they were together again.

		Of course, Bill wanted to know everything. His pent-up sexual curiosity almost driving him insane. Um… He wanted to see, too! That was a little difficult in the middle of the airport. Hurrying out to the parking area, Amy pulled him to the side of the car, then slowly lifted the front of her skirt. Her golden charm glistening in the dim lighting. Bill dropping to his knees before her as she revealed herself.

		She looked around embarrassedly as he kissed her exposed mound. Her honeyed scent filling his nostrils, erotically. OMG! She wanted him right then. But, no way. Not here. The parking garage a little too public, even for her. Hurriedly, she pulled him up and kissed him. “Take me home, Baby,” she whispered.

		On the way home, she did give in a little. Giving him a blowjob as they raced down the expressway. Her short skirt riding up and baring her backside to the passing eighteen wheelers. More than a few of them giving her a salute on their airhorns. Afterwards, she sat back in the car seat and licked her lips. It was nice to be home, the familiar taste of her husband in her mouth.

		When they got home, Amy raced into the bedroom, leaving Bill to lock up the house. By the time he came in, she was just standing there, naked. Her only adornment, her spike heels and her dangling charm. It was enough. Bill’s cock was at full staff by the time he’d torn his clothes off. The exotic creature before him almost unrecognizable.

		“Can I touch it?” he asked hesitantly.

		“Yes. But, be gentle. I’m still a little sore. We can’t have vaginal sex for a few weeks, not until I’ve healed. But, um… Well… There are other ways,” she purred seductively. “Trust me, after Saturday I’m open for business back there.”

		“You mean…” he stammered.

		“Yes, Bill. You can take me from behind. My little ass is quite well used at this point. Those guys were… Not too discriminating about what part of me they used.”

		“How many men did you…” he started to ask. His voice faltering as he thought about Amy being used like that. His wife, sodomized over and over.

		Sidestepping the question, Amy just pulled him to her, kissing him. Her tongue, still laced with his creamy seed, plunging into his mouth. Her breasts crushing tightly against him. “Just take me, Bill. OMG! I’m so turned on right now. Fuck me, Baby. Please?”

		Pushing him away, she bent over their bed. The big king-sized bed that had been their first purchase for the house. Spreading her legs lewdly, her ass high in the air, she wiggled it at him. Bill staring at the dangling charm between her legs, almost like he was mesmerized. “Fuck me, Bill,” she demanded.

		His cock like a solid rod standing out in front of him, he stepped between her legs. Pulling her ass cheeks apart, he began to massage the dark flower before him. Amy moaning as Bill pushed a finger inside of her. She wanted him in her pussy so bad. But, they couldn’t. Not yet. Settling for what she could get, she let him work her open.

		She cried out as he finally entered her. His throbbing cock splitting her open, driving into her dark cavern. Filling her once again. Her fingers clawing at the bedding as Bill fucked her. His cock savaging her over and over. Her head tossing wildly, she cried out with every thrust. Her new charm swaying wildly as he took her. The constant pull against her clit driving her insane. She screamed as he finally emptied himself inside of her. The warmth of his cum spreading through her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		It was over a month later that Amy received a special delivery. Her two DVD’s. The first, a little over an hour long. An edited version of her encounter. The second nearly five hours long. A complete detailing of her day. The interview, views of her undressing and primping in the dressing room. The blowjobs, all the men lined up as she wantonly took each of them into her mouth. Their big cocks sliding down her throat, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked them off. And, then the gangbang. Her gangbang! All ten of them fucking her, one after another. A couple taking her more than once. A few of them, using her anally, as well. And, naturally, that one time when she’d had three cocks in her at once. Her incoherent cries of passion quite noticeable on the soundtrack.

		A heavily edited version of her shower, as the two big black men washed her body. Their black hands moving sensuously over her, was included. Then, the very graphical video of her being pierced. The men all gathered around her, holding her down tightly as the big needle was pushed through her pink flesh. OMG! They’d even showed a split-screen shot of that. Half the screen showing the actual piercing, the other half focused on her face as she screamed.

		Amy had wisely had the DVD’s from GBQ delivered to her office. Taking the next day off. She wanted time to prevue them before… Well, before she let Bill see them. There were some things she didn’t want him knowing. But, true to his word, Jeff had left the most damning things on the cutting room floor. What Bill would see, was bad enough. Having to watch as she blatantly broke her wedding vows, sucking off TEN men in a row. Then, letting them use her. Their hard cocks taking her over and over. Filling her wanton pussy with their creamy seed. Having to watch as it drooled copiously from inside of her, pooling beneath her lewdly spread legs.

		Running through the video a second time, she embarrassedly counted each encounter. Over the course of the DVD, she’d swallowed six loads of cum, let eight others cum on her, been fucked twelve times, and taken another three in her ass. None of that included her off camera trysts with Paul, her sucking off the two black men in the shower, or her blackmailing blowjob of Jeff. She felt like a slut as she’d watched all of it.

		But, she wanted to be fucked so bad by the end of it, she could barely contain herself. She frantically pulled out her vibrator and shoved it deep inside her pussy. The first thing she’d taken there since… Since her piercing a month before. Checking herself intimately afterwards, Amy decided she was healed down there. That meant, that tonight the two of them could celebrate properly. Bill’s hard cock filling her, exploding inside of her, reclaiming her. She could barely wait until he got home.

		She met him at the door, dressed in a very revealing nightgown. A pair of high heels strapped to her feet. A martini in her hand for him. Bill, looking at her surprisingly. “The DVD’s are here,” she purred. “I thought we might want to watch them together?”

		Nervously, Bill nodded as she pulled him excitedly towards the family room. She partially undressed him, raining kisses all over him as she did. Then, she slipped the first DVD into the player. This one, the edited version. They could watch the longer one over the weekend.

		Part way through the interview portion, she suggested they order dinner. Bill, dutifully calling for a pizza delivery, while Amy refilled their drinks. Then, they settled back in, Amy snuggling tightly against her husband. She kept stopping the playback as Bill would ask some question or another. She naughtily told him about Jeff’s off the cuff remark about not following her into the restroom. The part showing her undressing and primping in the dressing room had just ended when the doorbell rang. Bill started to get up, his cock pressing tightly against his pants. Turned on at watching his wife undress, knowing that others were looking on. Amy started giggling as he tried to calm himself. Finally, with the second ring of the bell, she just pushed him down on the sofa and answered the door herself.

		Brazenly opening the front door, Amy took the proffered box. Asking for the receipt so she could sign for it. The driver’s eyes nearly bugging out as he took in her blatantly exposed body. The rather sheer nightgown she was wearing, hiding very little from his gaze. It didn’t matter. Especially, not after what she’d watched this afternoon. It’s hard to feel embarrassed when thousands of men have watched you nakedly take on ten men. Even seen your most intimate places exposed.

		Although, she couldn’t quite help herself as she handed the signed receipt back. “I assume your ‘tip’ is sufficient?” she purred huskily, running her hands down her exposed body. The driver turning red with her blatant comment. Then, she closed the door and started giggling uncontrollably.

		Bill only looked at her in astonishment as she came back into the family room carrying her treasure. “Did you just…” he started to ask. His question cut off by her giggles as she bent down and kissed him.

		“Face it, Darling. You’re married to a GBQ, Queen of the Week.”

		They ate dinner, not playing the rest of the DVD until after. For some reason, watching his wife swallow ten cocks just didn’t seem very appetizing dinner fare. But, afterwards… Oh, yeah! Bill could barely contain himself as he watched them use her, over and over. Their hard cocks filling her overflowing pussy, as she writhed beneath them. He lost it, totally lost it, when he saw her take three cocks at the same time. His cock exploding inside his pants. Amy, giggling at his embarrassment. She helped him undress, taking his cream covered cock between her sultry lips and cleaning him before they continued. He held her hand, as she was pierced. Amy, squeezing his hand just like she had those of her ‘Knights,’ that day.

		Then, they undressed each other, Amy getting down on all fours, right there in the family room. Her dangling charm swaying between her lewdly spread legs as Bill crawled up behind her. His tongue tasting her first. Amy letting out a scream as she felt him lick along her moist slit, his lips pulling on her golden ring. Having it toyed with, like that… OMG! Amy was nearly insane with passion. No wonder Pepper was so excited about her piercing.

		And, when she felt Bill’s hard cock slip inside of her? Her charm swaying wildly as he fucked her? She almost lost consciousness. Oh, yeah… One more thing. She squirted! Her very first time. The flood of her juices spilling down on the family room floor as she screamed.

		Being a GBQ, Queen had its advantages!!!

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Amy slid slowly, seductively down Jamal’s muscled body. Her hard nipples grazing against him as she did. Tonight, was her first foray with their ‘swinging’ friends since her gangbang. This time, their vacation taking place at the Grand Canyon. They were all staying in adjoining rooms at the Grand Hotel, Bill in another room down the hall with Pepper.

		Amy’s hands deftly found Jamal’s zipper, pulling his long, black snake out. Her lips eagerly closing around it. She moaned softly as she slid him inside her mouth. This time, taking him deep inside of her throat. Her head bobbing seductively as each time she took him deeper. Not stopping until her nose was buried tightly against his wiry pubic curls. She’d taken him all the way. Jamal excitedly exploding down her wanton throat. Amy, swallowing every last drop of his thick, black baby seed, before leaning back triumphantly, a satisfied smirk on her face.

		GBQ, Gang Bang Queens knew how to give a blowjob!

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Amy’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! Just click on the Author’s Page to see a complete list.

		

		Many Thanks,

		Richard Carlisle

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-OG3KC7TO.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





