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Book Description for Glory Hole Wives: Extreme Cuckold, Cheating Wife and Submissive Slutwife Stories

Ride along with six slutty wives as they experience the ultimate in anonymous sex! Tempted into filthy booths where open holes get filled with hard cock, these wives give in to their darkest desires and taste the forbidden fruit of anonymous dick!

A cheating wife brags to her cuckolded husband about her recent adventure in a porn shop video booth...

Shy, nerdy Britney slips into her home office to enjoy an online hypnosis series called "How to be a Better Slut," which she's been taking -- much to the delight of her husband, Alex. But then, suddenly, Britney walks out in a daze and, without explanation, puts on her sluttiest clothes for a trip to Downtown Station, where there just happens to be a little-used men's room with a hidden feature...

Submissive wife Tera is dressed up to "pass" like a guy by her husband, Armando, so she can slip into the private booths at the porn shop and service him through a glory hole. But once Tera gets stripped out of her sweaty boy-clothes and goes to work, is it Armando on the other side -- or did she take a wrong turn?

A submissive slutwife is taken by her dominant Master to one of the sleaziest men's rooms in downtown, to find out what it's like to have truly anonymous sex...

A wife and a husband visit a porn shop for an illicit tryst...

A truly submissive cuckold husband, Mike gives up the pretense of dominating his extremely submissive wife, Chelsea. The submissive couple turns themselves both over to Mistress Imani for "training." High on the list is a party at the house of Mistress Imani's boyfriend, Maurice. There, Mike is ordered to strap Chelsea into bondage in a modified closet -- one with open holes that allow Maurice's friends to use her from both ends!

Whatever flavor you crave in glory-hole action, these stories will excite your darkest imagination and spice up your private moments. Prepare for the tug of temptation toward those shady booths in forbidden palaces of sin...

Glory Hole Wives is an explicit erotic collection of consensual erotic stories that may include such topics as infidelity, cheating, cuckolding, voyeurism, exhibitionism, forced feminization, cross-dressing, gender play, male-on-male sex, domination, submission, bondage, sadism, masochism, role play, bisexuality, homosexuality, heterosexuality, polyamory, threesomes, group sex, sex work, extreme power exchange, public sex, and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Booth #3-C by Amy Dillon

It's called After Hours Video. I know you remember it, baby.  I know you've been there. I've seen those receipts you tried hard to hide from me. I know what you bought here. I even know what you did here.

If you were with me, you'd be rock-hard. Just driving into the lot and parking the car would make you erect. You'd be so turned on having me here with you.

What would turn you on the most? That I'm willing to share all that porn and perversion with you? That I'm pretending to be all reluctant about it?

Or would it turn you on most that I wore a slutty dress to a porn shop?

Because yeah, baby, if I'd brought you along to After Hours, I would definitely wear something slutty. I'd wear high heels and stockings and even a garter belt... but no panties under my dress. Maybe not even a bra. 

I'd wear all that just to torment you. Just to make sure you know other men are looking at me -- perverted men, sickos, weirdos, sexual deviants. The kind of men who like what you like, pervert. I'd wear something nasty so you could be sure all those other pervs are having unclean thoughts about your wife.

If I'd brought you along on my trip to After Hours Video, you'd want to go in and watch me as I get all red-faced at the various perverted videos, DVDs, toys. 

You'd give me that cocky grin of yours when you saw me blushing at the sight of some really big chocolate-brown dildo. I'd know you want to see me take it inside me. 

But I didn't bring you along. And I'm not blushing. Not tonight. 

No, tonight, I'm confident. I feel hot. I feel so hot that I can't control my desires. I've just got to go to a porn shop, alone... to get something to relieve my unsavory lusts.

I feel so self-assured that I know what I'll do there won't be good at all... it will be very bad.

But tonight, I'm confident and secure enough in myself that I know that no matter how bad it is... it will be the right thing.

#

I park the car on the street about two blocks away. That's crazy in this neighborhood, at this hour. I could be mistaken for a hooker. But you know what? I like the night. I want to be out in the night air, feeling it.

That's why I slip out of my coat and leave it like a chrysalis on the driver's seat of your sports car. 

I bring my red purse and sling it alongside me as I walk with great confidence down the sleazy streets, the few blocks to After Hours Video.

I’m in the very worst part of town.  It's the red-light district, basically. Men whistle at me from a distance. Some, from close up, click and purr at me, make sucking sounds, proposition me. One asks, "How much?" My heart races. I've been mistaken for a prostitute.  Something inside me likes that.

#

Inside the porn shop, the air feels close. It smells of bleach and plastic and male sweat and cum. 

The shelves are high, but there are curved mirrors everywhere to deter shoplifters. Cameras, too. I feel totally looked at... completely exposed. 

But I don't just feel exposed because of the dumb loss-prevention measures. That slutty dress I would have worn if you'd come with me? I wore it anyway. 

There's plenty of guys in here. Older guys, younger guys. White guys, black guys, Latinos. They seem to be everywhere, picking out porno and sex toys. 

The old, fat clerk at the counter looks  at me disapprovingly. I can't tell if he's mistaken me for a hooker, or if he's surprised to see someone like me in here, dressed like this, obviously not being a hooker. Obviously, I hope, at least.

His glare doesn't stop me.

I wander through the shop for a while, feeling the shamed and excited glances of the many hot men who are there. Most of the guys there are black or Latino. I know how much that gets you hot when we talk about me fucking somebody else, baby. I know you want him to be black, or Latin "at the very least." Your words, baby. Pervert. I like black guys; you know that. I find them very attractive, quite often. Latin guys, too. There's an exotic smartness about their fine features, their full lips, the way their dark eyes drink in my provocative appearance and try to make out what to think of me. Prostitute? Rich girl? Both? It makes my heart race. The black guys seem like they already know what to make of me. On first glance, they size me up as a rich white slut looking for dark dick. I guess that's not far from the truth, so... what can I do except shiver and get wet and feel my nipples grow hard as they look at me, whispering to each other as they scope me out?

I wander through the shop for a while, getting wetter and wetter as I look at the DVD covers and think about all of that hardcore action. I can watch any one of them in the Preview Booth, for just $20 for the length of a feature (four-hour compilations not included). A vinyl banner across the front of the store tells that, and it makes my clit throb to think about doing it.

Also, if I want, a second vinyl banner tells me, I am "welcome" to visit their "Private Viewing Booths" in the back. It proclaims, "24 Hardcore Channels!" It tells me, "Gay! Straight! Bi! Lez!"

I can't resist.

I've been in the store for perhaps ten minutes when I make my move.

I go up to the counter and look the clerk right in the eye. I like that he can't do the same -- because he can't take his eyes off my tits, even though he knows I can see him staring.  He knows I know he's checking my rack out, and he still can't stop doing it. He doesn't know how excited that makes me.  Or maybe he does. After all, the rack he's looking at is flashing high beams, I realize, and now it's my turn to be a little embarrassed. My dress is so tight it shows off just about everything. And the push-up bra not only gives me plenty of cleavage; it thrusts my hard nipples forward a little so that they stretch through the thin fabric of my dress even more easily.

"Can I help you?" he grunts.

"Yes, please," I tell him.

I slide two $20 bills across the counter.

"Forty dollars in tokens, please," I say.

"Tokens?" His jaw has dropped; he keeps trying to look me in the eye, but he can't. His eyes keep drifting back down to my rack. Half of me wants to pop my tits out of the very tight dress and give him something to look at. It wouldn't take much. I'd just have to jiggle a little...

"Preview booth tokens," I say.

"We're, like... .not supposed to let... um, women back there, una-- um, unaccompanied, like."

"Really?" I say, my voice crisp, equal parts suburban-wife bitch-goddess and corporate-attorney. "Because I thought this was, like, a free country and stuff. At least, that's what my fellow lawyers tell me." I dangle my keychain so he gets to see the BMW logo on it.  I make sure to dangle it right in front of my tits, since that seems to be the only place he is capable of looking.

While he gapes, I toss my blonde hair and jiggle my tits -- not quite enough to pop them out of my tight dress, but almost. 

I add another $20 bill to the ones on the counter.

"Forty dollars in preview booth tokens," I say. I wink at him. He doesn't see it, though... he's still checking out my rack. What a bastard.

But he gets the idea anyway. I'm bribing him to look the other way. It's so much less messy than a federal civil-rights lawsuit or something. It just wouldn't do to be in the news as the lawyer who sued a jack shack for not letting her into the booths.

The clerk says grumpily, "Oh! Oh, yeah, right... twenty dollars in tokens."

He slips both bills into his hands, puts one in the register. The other disappears into his pocket. He takes a paper cup of tokens from beneath the counter... then another... then another... then another. I guess they're $10 each. 

He gives me the paper cups of tokens. I clutch them awkwardly. 

"It's twenty-five cents a minute," he says. "Aisle one is straight, Aisle two is lesbian."

"Aren't there three aisles?" I ask him flirtatiously.

"Um, yeah," he says. "You don't..."

He finally manages to look in my eyes. Maybe he sees the fire in there. 

"Aisle 3 is, like, gay stuff."

"Really!" I say brightly. "Gay men? They watch porn, too?"

The clerk gapes dumbly.

"Maybe I'll try that," I mewl at him cruelly.

I can see him in one of those curved mirrors, gaping and staring at my ass as I wiggle into the hallway.

#

Aisle 1 is to the left. Aisle 2 is straight ahead. 

Aisle 3... well, that's to the right. I go right. 

I mean, if what I want's cock, I mean... that's where I'll get it, won't I? I've always loved boys fucking boys, baby. That's why you and me get along so well, I think. Maybe I'm really a fag deep inside. Do you think?

Aisle 3 is busier than the other two, with guys hanging out awkwardly waiting for booths.

I see a guy slip out of the third booth down, marked "#3-C." and I move in before one of the guys waiting can seize it. 

They're all flabbergasted to see me there, anyway, so it's easy for me to take advantage. The gay guys just stare at me as I slip past them into the dark, open booth. 

One guy, close by, probably next in line for #3-C, makes eye contact with me. 

He can't believe what he's seeing. It's not just that I'm a woman. I don't even think it's the dress. He does look at me like he's never seen boobs up this close before. But what shocks him, I think, is that he's just basically had his booth stolen by a woman dressed like a hooker.

It's just like stealing a cab. I've lived in the city a long time. I've gotten quite good at it. 

"Thank you," I say to him brightly, and blow him a kiss as I close the door behind me.

#

Inside, the booth smells like man-sweat and cum. And bleach. And ass. And condoms, I guess. There's a bowl of them tucked underneath the control panel, on a little shelf, right beneath the video screen. There's the glory hole... no, there's two of them. Three! Holy shit, I'm going to have my hands full. And other things, too.

The video screen is only about twenty inches. After watching porn with you on our seventy-inch plasma screen, this feels kind of ghetto. 

But I'm not here for the video entertainment, really. That part is just a bonus.

The only light is a very dim yellow glow from overhead, and the red light in the illuminated slot that says "1 TOKEN 1 MINUTE"

I start pumping tokens into it. 

The yellow light goes out and the screen springs to life, showing two hot hung hunks locked enthusiastically in a vigorous form of anal congress.

One guy is bent over the bench in a locker room, taking it hard up the ass from the other guy.

There are more guys in the corners of the screen. Three, four, five... six of them. Seven! Maybe more. They all wait their turn to put their dicks in the bottom, a hot little twink with a swimmer's body.

Some of them wear jockstraps. Some are pulled down, their cocks standing out straight. They're all huge. None of them are wearing condoms.

I get wet. My clit starts to pulse. I shiver all over, shimmying so hard my tits finally do pop free of my dress. Or maybe I pull them out; I'm not sure.

At first I don't want to sit down on the cheap blue plastic stool. I finally fish a wet wipe out of my purse and dutifully wipe it down. I wish I'd brought a towel. As I settle my butt on the chair, I think about all the hot male assess that have been there recently, and to tell you the truth, it excites me.

I stare at the three holes. One's right in front of me, under the screen, opening into the adjacent booth in the gay aisle. I guess that's 3-B. Another's behind me, opening onto what I guess must be Booth 3-D. 

Then there's the one in the middle, close to my left hand. I don't know why, but that one turns me on most of all. That one must open onto the straight aisle. Booth, what, booth #1-C, I guess? That makes me so fucking wet. Whoever goes in #1-C can watch straight porn and when he gets hard enough, hot enough, desperate enough, he sticks his dick through the hole and feels male lips encircling it, male mouth engulfing it. How many straight men in #1-C have gotten BJs from queer guys perched right where I’m sitting?

And how many gay guys, for that matter? I guess #1-C is the one who's most perverted to think about, but #3-B and #3-D... well, they're gay, presumably, right? If anyone sticks his dick through those holes, they'll get a BJ from someone they're not expecting.

Thank goodness the blue stool swivels.

Will I be lucky enough to get "guests" tonight? Or is being a girl on the gay aisle somehow... obvious? Will I end up a glory hole wallflower? 

I squirm on the stool as I watch the screen, waiting.

#

I've always liked watching gay porn. There's something so raw about it, so dirty. I guess it's because it's taboo. Maybe it's even more taboo for me, because it's not for me. In fact, it's specifically not for me. Just like porn booths with glory holes, especially when they're on the gay aisle.

I flip through the channels with fascination.

They're all hardcore... all bareback... all pretty rough.

There's really are 24 channels, it turns out. Half of them are gangbangs or four-ways; a few more are three-ways; the rest feature some kind of bondage and/or SM. Whipping, spanking, even electro-torture. That sends an electric jolt through my pussy and clit and up into my nipples. I don’t know if the zapping noise is a sound effect or what, but it is intense. I think I'll wank to that later.

Out of the 24 channels, I only see one scene of two guys going at it all romantic, and that's kind of hot because it's so different than the others.

In that scene, one of the guys is atop the other face-to-face with the bottom's legs up over the top's shoulders. They're looking into each other's eyes. The one on top is fucking the bottom.

I linger on that one for a minute, then flick past it and head back to the gangbangs.

I finally settle on the hardest, raunchiest bondage gangbang I find. My mind races as I try to decide if I really should touch myself.

By then, I guess it's been four or five minutes since I came in. I guess I'm feeling a little forlorn. Kind of pouty, even. No one has come in to "visit" me.

I'm one minute into the raunchy gangbang and just past deciding that yes, I will touch myself... when the first dick slides through the hole.

It's from booth #3-B. The gay aisle. This is a gay man, expecting to get his dick sucked by another man.

Oh, I'm a bad girl for loving that fact. I'm almost as bad as I am for wanting to suck strangers' dicks in the first place.

I don't even think about it. 

I know I should, but I don't. 

I just do it. 

It's there, so I suck it. I react instinctively: Cock. I need cock. I'm like an animal, migrating south for the winter. Only it's just my lips that go south, and they won't be down there all winter.

Just a minute ago I wasn't even sure I had the nerve to masturbate here. Now, well... I guess I'm going to do way more than that.

I lower my head and open my mouth.

I take the stranger's cock into my mouth, my lips wrapping tight around the shaft.

I don't even bother to look at it first. I just suck.

My eyes flutter closed as I bob up and down, the smooth flesh of the hard dick gliding over my tongue.

I let myself fall into the rhythm of giving a blowjob, and everything's forgotten.

I barely even hear the sound of the bondage gangbang porn from the crappy little speakers.  

I just lose myself in the task of sucking dick. I go crazy. I think I give head more enthusiastically than I've ever given it to you, darling. What can I say? Some girls have special needs.

When I finally come up for air after a few yummy minutes of vigorous sucking and thrusting, I see just how gorgeous the big dick I'm sucking is.

It's pretty big, which I knew from how thoroughly it filled my mouth. But now I see it's dark... chocolate-dark. I'm sucking a big black stranger, baby. Just like you always jerk off to in those stupid stories of yours. Just like I tease you about when I talk dirty to you, giving you a handy to get you over the edge when you're stressed-out from work. I tell you all about how I want to suck big black cock in a glory hole somewhere.

You always like those stories, don't you, baby? That's why I tell them to you.

But I guess sometimes stories become more and more real with the telling and retelling.

That's why I'm here. That's why this big black cock happens to be real.

My pussy is so wet I'm dripping on the cheap plastic swivel stool.

I take the stranger's cock back into my mouth. I lean down heavily.

I open wide and struggle to deep-throat him. 

He's really big. It's so hard to take it that I have to plant my high heels on the ground and lift my ass up off the seat to get leverage. 

That completely intoxicates me, and I start to bob up and down violently on his cock... forgetting everything except the dick in my mouth and my throat... a dick that doesn't care if I'm a boy or a girl, just that I’m hot, wet, and ready.

I lose myself in the task. Everything vanishes except the cock between my lips and down my throat. 

That is, until I feel a second cock pushing up behind me.

#

I'm up on the stool, now, kneeling precariously, wiggling back and forth trying to keep my balance.

But the booth is so small that when the big hard dick slides through the hole from booth #3-D, behind me, it doesn't have much room to dance in the air, there.

It's helped by the fact that the damn thing is huge. As #3-D thrusts its way through the hole, it rubs up against my puss easily. 

I don't even really have to do anything. I don't have to make the decision.

The booth's so small that just by bending over, I've placed my cunt up against the hole. My dress is so short that it's already ridden up, exposing my shaved pussy.

And, of course, I'm not wearing panties. That's how you like me, perv, isn't it? You like to have your wife walking around without panties. You like knowing I'm out there in the world, maybe flashing my cunt at strange men if I get up too quickly on the bus or bend over without thinking to fetch something from the bottom shelf of the pasta aisle in the supermarket.

So that's how I am, now, dressed like a hooker, wearing my sluttiest fuck me dress, not wearing panties. My pussy exposed. Wet, ready, waiting.

I don't even have to do anything, really.

I don't have to go out of my way to align my cunt with the cock right behind me.

It's just done it naturally... as if it has a mind of its own. And maybe it does.

So I let my cunt have what it wants. I don't move. I don't pull back. I just stay there, bent over, letting it happen.

I feel the stranger's cock pushing in, penetrating me. 

I cry out as it stretches me; I surge forward. He's huge. It isn't easy to take, but I manage it -- helped by the fact that the stranger in #3-D gives a vigorous thrust. 

Once it's inside me, I realize how tight it feels; the angle is all wrong. I slide my knees off of the cheap plastic swivel booth, and put my feet on the ground,  tottering in my high heels.

I take a break from sucking #3-B and look back behind my legs to see that the cock splitting my pussy is also dark-skinned, and also huge -- which I already knew.

I feel a rush of fear as I realize he's also not wearing one of those condoms the management so kindly provided for our convenience.

I pump myself onto the stranger's cock for a few thrusts, unable to stop myself. Then I pull urgently forward, squealing girlishly as his huge cockhead pops out of me. 

I reach down and get a condom, continuing to suck the cock from #3-B in front of me.

The guy behind me keeps thrusting his cock through the hole, desperately seeking my pussy. I guess if he's queer, he's equal-opportunity barebacker.

I lean just far enough forward that all he can do is rub his cum-dripping head against my dripping slit, keeping him interested. His cockhead teases my clit. Waves of pleasure shoot through me.

I take a quick break from sucking cock -- just long enough to open the condom package with my teeth.

The condom feels inert, cold, slimy in my hand.

I gasp as I hold it. The smell makes me gag. It's not musky, forbidden, sharp. It's nothing sexy like the smell of bleach, sweat and cum. It's disgusting. It turns my stomach.

I guess I'd still put the condom on the stranger if he wasn't insistent enough to shove both his hand through the glory hole and grab my thighs, pulling me back onto him.

But he is that insistent, and then some. 

I could resist him, of course... I could struggle forward and keep him from getting his cock back inside me.

But I don't want to.

What I want to do is stay here, bent over, legs spread, my belly against the cheap blue stool that's hosted a thousand gay butts while their owners bent over and sucked dick.

What I want is to stay spread and open and vulnerable, pussy-lips parted, cunt dripping, hole stretched by those first few delicious thrusts... and just let it happen.

I want to let the guy fuck me. No more worrying about protection. Just dick.

I want his cock to slide into me again, bareback -- again -- naked, dark, sexy, delicious.

So I just let him do it. I let his big hands on my thighs pull me onto him, push his cock into me until my butt's flush with the hole, his dick stretching me deep inside.

This time, I don't pull away when it stretches me. I just hold myself there, leaning tight against the glory hole while I moan uncontrollably.

I try to go back to sucking the dick in my face, but I can't, because I'm racked with paroxysms of unfamiliar sensation as the huge cock stretches me open even wider than before. Something about the angle, I guess... or maybe I'm just more exquisitely aware, now, that it's naked, raw, bareback. He's fucking me bareback.

I'd forgotten how good a bareback cock can feel. You know how much I miss it, baby. You're always being a naughty boy and trying to talk me into taking the risk with you. But ever since I went off the pill, I've insisted on using condoms each time we fuck. At least, until we decide it's the right time to start our family. When the time comes for us to make that leap, we'll make it together. But I know that when it's time, it's going to really be me making the decision. Because you're such a horny, perverted bastard that you think a little risk is fun. You're always trying to get me to dispense with condoms when we make love. I know when it's time to start a life growing inside me, I won't have to tell you. Feeling my naked pussy after so many months of denial will be all the discussion you need. All I have to do is make the decision... and go for it.

But I guess my body just made the decision for me. 

My body, my instincts... and this gay black stranger, grabbing my hips through a glory hole. 

The guy's really huge, and with this new, tighter angle, it's not easy for him to get his cock into me. He manages just the head, at first. 

By then, I'm not resisting.

His hands slide back through the open hole, and he's no longer gripping my thighs or hips. He's no longer pulling me onto his cock.

Now, I'm the one pushing back onto him, now. And at this angle, it isn't easy... it feels so tight I can barely get it in.

But it's so fucking good.

I have to wiggle my hips back and forth, jiggle my ass, bounce my ass up and down. I finally work myself onto him, feeling a little ache as I stretch to accommodate him. 

It takes painstaking thrust after painstaking thrust to force myself onto his dick. 

When I finally feel him stretching me deep, all the way, most of his cock inside me -- and all of my pussy filled up -- I've never felt so full.

And I've never been so fucking turned on. 

I brace my butt against the hole as I go back to sucking the cock from #3-B.

The guy in #3-D starts to fuck me.... and I mean fuck me. 

Between wet thrusts of my mouth onto #3-B's cock, I let out a low, keening wail of surprise and pleasure.... then a series of moans. I have to take a break from sucking cock, because I'm breathing so hard. The guy in #3-B doesn't complain, though; I keep lapping at his balls and rubbing his big dick all over my face the whole time.

My eyes roll back in my head. I can't believe how good it feels to be fucked.

I swear, I've never been fucked like this. Not by you, baby, not by any of my boyfriends in college or since college. Not by anybody.

It's not just the size... it's something intuitive.

Aren't I in the gay aisle? Aren't these guys supposed to be, you know, unfamiliar with the anatomy?

Well, he's not. Or he's the most instinctive faggot on Earth. He fucks my pussy like he knows exactly where to hit me.

I would be screaming in pleasure if my mouth wasn't full and my throat wasn't stretched around the other guy's dick.

Because that's what I do. I just open up and deep-throat, the action as instinctive as spreading my cunt-lips for the cock behind me. 

#3-B's cock goes down nice and easy into my throat. I'm fucking impaled. Stuffed from both ends. I undulate between them, pumping my lips up and down on #3-B's cock, my throat engulfing him rhythmically as #3-D gives me his cock with a shockingly intuitive rhythm.

Soon, I’m pinned tight between them. I’m pulsing inside, throbbing. I’m going crazy. 

I mount toward orgasm. I cum explosively, just as #3-D lets out a groan loud enough to hear through the wall, even over the sound of the gangbang in the tinny speakers.

I hear and feel a quartet of thumps as his hips slam into the wall between us. He drives his cock up deep into me, emptying his balls in hot streams.

I don't pull away.

I let him empty himself into me.

While I savor the feeling of cum inside me, I flick my tongue over the underside of #3-B's glorious cock. 

He cums, too. I don't know it's coming, so he does it all over my face. 

I like that.

He blasts a huge load on my face and my tits.

The aftereffects of my orgasm still pulse through my cunt as #3-D pulls back and pulls out. His swollen, half-hard cockhead comes free with a pop.

Cum runs down my inner thighs. My legs tremble. 

For a long time, I don't move. 

I just stay there braced between the two holes, the cheap stool pushing up into my belly. 

I don't even think about moving. I want to stay here forever, covered in cum at both ends, dripping it from both holes.

I hear footsteps in the hall. I feel them, too, a vibration through the swivel stool pushed against my belly. They're heavy. Booted.

I hear the squeak of a door -- behind, before, on both sides. 

Someone has entered booth #3-D.

I still don't move.

Moments later, I feel him. He's already hard. His cockhead rubs up between my swollen lips, teasing me open. He finds my cunt wet with both cum and pussy-juice.

Wet and ready.

Another stranger's cock enters me, stretching my cunt. His dick is huge, too. Huge enough to make it hurt a little when he opens me up. My cunt feels raw from the hard fucking I just got.

But I don't pull away.

My eyes roll back in my head as the new stranger in #3-D struggles to get his dick into my very tight cunt. Even freshly fucked as it is, the tight hole's a challenge for a guy as well-hung as him.

Pleasure pulses through me as he fights to get his cock inside me. I try to help him, pushing my butt against the hole to #3-D and wiggling my body back and forth.

I'm distracted by that when I realize that someone new has entered booth #3-B. 

He shoves his dick through the hole... into my face.

I don't think twice. I just start to suck, as I let the big cock in #3-D struggle to enter me.

Maybe by now word has gotten around about who's in this booth. Maybe the guy who just fucked me or the one I just sucked off has hightailed it to the straight row and told whoever's in there to get in to get into booth #1-C and get a free blowjob from a real, live girl. 

Maybe that's why the third hole, the one from the straight aisle, the one from #1-C, fills up so quickly after that... with another big cock, sliding through, mocha-colored, huge, veined, curved and gorgeous.

It slides right into my hand.

I start to caress it. I grip it more tightly. I jerk it off.

I move from the cock in front of me, #3-B, to the one beside me. 

I switch from one to the other, drooling, sucking them both as the second stranger from #3-D pumps his cock into me bareback.

I pull down my dress and begin to rub #3-B between my tits. I twist myself to the side and push my boobs together to slide #1-C up and down in the tight, spit-lubed channel. As I do that, I rub my face all over #3-B, lapping at his shaft and his balls with my tongue, smelling him, tasting him, feeling him.

Turning to the side like that has pointed my body in such a way that the new man inside me is hitting some unforeseen part of my cunt walls, pushing up hard against my g-spot.

I gasp in pleasure. My moans mingle with the pulsing sound of the porno.

The man in #3-D fucks me harder and faster... and I scream in a second orgasm just before he pounds his cock all the way in... and unloads in me. I feel the pulsating sensations of his cock filling me up with his jizz, as my cunt spasms and clenches around him in lingering whispers of my own powerful orgasm.

When he pulls out, I keep jacking off both of the cocks in my face. I no longer suck... I just stroke.

Because when these men shoot, I want it all over me.

I get it, soon. I jack them off with the sure hand I've gotten from jacking you off, baby, every time I tell you I'm "not in the mood." Hand jobs are my bread and butter, baby. That's how I keep our marriage a happy one.

Well... that, and doing things like this, when I've got the nerve to cheat on you.

Both cocks in front of me blast hot streams all over my face and tits. I rub the thick fluid into my skin. I can't resist licking my fingers.

I still don't move my butt away from its comfortable position up against the hole to #3-D.  Even as I hear footsteps, I don't pull away.

My pussy remains there, dripping cum, waiting for...

Oh! Oh, fuck, yes. Oh, shit. Oh, fuck, shit, oh, fuck, oh, yes...

I feel another dick stretching me. Bareback, of course.

As a third stranger fucks me, the cocks before me soften quickly and recede. 

But there is a line, I guess. It isn't more than ten seconds before a fresh cock makes its way through from booth #1-C... and I start to suck it. Seconds later, the hole from #3-B is, once more, occupied, a huge dark-skinned cock sliding up against my face.

I take it in my hand and move to it when I get a chance to breathe after #1-C's vigorous thrusting. I start trading off between the two, just like before, moaning like crazy between slurping thrusts as #1-D fucks my brains out.

I should stop. I should stop. I know I should pull myself off of him before he blows a third load inside me...

But I don't, baby. Not then, not for cock #3 in booth #3-D. I don't pull myself off of him, or away from him... I let him cum deep inside me.

I don't pull away as he fills me up until I'm dripping. Not for him, and not for the next, baby, or the next, or the next... and as for the steady stream of guys in #1-C and #3-B? They get just as much love as the first three, while cock after cock makes me cum. 

Stranger after stranger after stranger fucks me bareback from behind, leaving their loads in my cunt.

I suck every cock that shoves its way through from #1-C and #1-B.

That's all I'll ever know about any of them, baby. Where they were, when they were there, and how their cocks felt going into my holes, spurting inside me or pumping their slippery loads on my face and my tits.

#

Word really does get around, I guess.

The girl in booth #3-C was kept busy well into the night. 

The girl in #3-C was kept so busy, in fact, she didn't want to stop. And since After Hours Video is open twenty-four hours, she didn't have to. Not till after she'd cum so hard, so many times, she could barely wobble out to her car and drive home. 

But she did finally stop, and she did finally manage to make it to her car and put it in gear and drive home and stumble upstairs to her husband, still dripping cum... sticky in places, slippery in others, reeking of strangers' seed and proud of herself for how many cocks she served that night.

That's what she told her depraved cuckold voyeur husband.

She told him the whole filthy story.

She related it to him in exquisite detail: how she let all of those strangers take her from both ends in a glory hole booth. More men than she could count; more hard cocks than she'd ever dreamed of.

And you know what?

The pervert liked it. He was proud of her, too.
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Downtown Station by Kendra Jarry

Britney strode through the dense 5th Street crowd. She moved confidently, ramrod-straight, her face expressionless.  She power-walked like a woman on a mission.

Alex trailed behind her, maybe five or ten feet distant, struggling to keep up in the tightly-packed crowd.  It wasn't that Britney was walking so very fast, although she was doing that. What made Alex struggle to keep up with Britney was that very confidence that defined her aggressive hike through the downtown sidewalk at rush hour. 

Alex had caught up a few times and tried to talk to her, but she wasn't listening. She ignored him completely. Her eyes did not even see him. Alex jogged, pushing his way through the crowd with, "Excuse me... excuse me, excuse me" tripping from his lips. But when he once again tapped Britney on the shoulder and shouted her name, it was the same story as before. Britney didn't respond; it was as if Alex didn't exist. She didn't even acknowledge his presence. 

She continued to walk, undeterred by his presence. When he managed to wedge his way in front of her, Britney shoved him out of the way smoothly -- and pushed right on past. Her slim, muscular body moved easily under her tight clothes. Alex stumbled back, flabbergasted.

The display got several confused but helpful looks from people who, had they not been in a rush, looked like they might have joined in the fray. Someone might have gotten involved by saying, "Somebody's trying to get your attention, lady." 

But they were in a rush; they did not try to help; they didn't get involved.

Britney was walking so quickly and confidently that she clearly knew what she was doing. To any casual observer, nothing was out of the ordinary -- except Alex.

Alex faded back into the crowd again, struggling to keep his wife in sight as he trailed her. As he did, he racked his brains for some hint of what might have occurred with her.

Something was fishy. Britney wore sunglasses even though it was overcast. Britney almost never wore sunglasses. This pair had barely been worn. What's more, they were non-prescription. She wasn't wearing her real glasses. Why had she rushed out of the house with her cat-eye shades but not her usual wire-rimmed eyeglasses?

And Britney was dressed atypically for her. Her tight T-shirt, worn braless, wasn't totally unusual, but her skintight jeans certainly were. Alex had never seen his wife wear them, or anything like them. They were faded blue stretch-jeans, not her usual loose denim. They were tighter than tight, in fact, at least from the low-slung waistband to the knee, where they flared around her boots. The crotch had an unusual stitching to it. The crotch-seams were Y-shaped or something, leaving the crotch so smooth that Alex could actually see Britney's camel-toe -- not possible with regular jeans. These had obviously been made to be slutty as hell, and Alex had no idea where, when or why his wife might have purchased them. Britney simply didn't dress like this.

From the knees down, the tight jeans flared around her heavy lace-up combat boots, looking remarkably retro-hipster of her. Alex had not seen her wear those boots recently. They had been her favorites in college, but that was a long time ago. Truth be told, Alex thought they looked hot on her. Positively boner-inducing, as far as Alex was concerned.

Though the low-slung stretch jeans were tight, they were Western-styled, and so they had thick belt loops. Laced through them was a thick, russet-colored cheap leather belt, like you'd buy in a Western store. On it was written a message in block script stamped into the leather the same way they stamp AMARILLO or NEW MEXICO on cheap tourist belts you buy along the side of the highway.

Except that this one said "SLAVE."

The big, silver belt buckle also had a message -- or, rather, the same message: "slave." 

The buckle had it in lower-case.

To Alex, it was an unfamiliar pair of pants and an unfamiliar belt. He didn't have any idea when she had bought either of them. They both looked completely different than anything Britney would have worn. They were weird. Britney did not wear cheesy bought-on-the-side-of-the-road belts. She did not wear tacky nickel-plated western-style belt buckles. She didn't even wear blue jeans, usually, let alone faded stretch blue jeans with holes in the knees.

What's more, jutting provocatively over the low-slung waistband and the tacky belt was the "whale tail" of her thong. Britney had never worn thongs before, to Alex's knowledge. At least, not with any regularity. She knew that the found them erotic, but Britney did not find them comfortable. Apparently, more than one thing had changed.

Alex wouldn't have minded her dressing like this more often... hell, he kind of got off on other guys looking at her -- maybe even doing things with her. Britney knew this; that's why she'd started that whole online hypnosis course. How to Be a Better Slut.

Could that be it? Alex's heart raced as he struggled to keep up with his wife. 

Was online hypnosis why Britney was dressed like this, made up like this -- and seemingly in a trance?

#

Alex and Britney both worked at home. She was a freelance medical writer; he wrote code for a software company. They worked in separate rooms; Britney had her little office (formerly a second bedroom), and Alex set up his laptop in the breakfast nook, where he could code obsessively for hours. They'd both worked through the morning and into the afternoon, when they'd paused for a late lunch about 3:00.

Britney had seemed kind of flirty and horny. Alex thought he was going to get a nooner -- well, a few hours late, but still. Daytime sex was a treat. But he was on deadline and had a lot of coding to finish by midnight.

Britney had never bothered to get dressed; she just wore a long T-shirt and panties. That part wasn't unusual for her; Alex liked that his wife went around half-naked a lot.

But what was unusual was that after they finished their late lunch, Britney had smiled mischievously at her husband.

She told Alex, "I think before I get back to work, I'm going to run through those 'Be a Better Slut' hypnosis programs I downloaded. " She laughed wickedly. "If something strange happens, you have to remember, baby! You can't wake me up from my trance, or something bad will happen. I could be mentally damaged."

"Like you're not already?" he teased her.

Britney said with extreme gravity: "No! Darling, you have to promise me. It's one of the most important safety things about all that hypnosis stuff. If I seem weird, just play along. You can't wake me up, or... it'll be bad. If I seem like I'm out of it, just play along and make sure I don't walk out a window or something."

Alex blew it off. "That's crazy. Those things are fun, but they're not real."

"Oh, I think they could be. There's hundreds of women posting on the message boards talking about how great the program is. The guy, 'Mr. Perversion,' is supposed to be the best around... that's why I downloaded them. There's all these women talking all about how it changed their lives forever.... and they like it."

Britney was toying with him, but Alex still felt obligated to argue.

"They're all sock puppets," he said. "Some guy jacking off tooting his own horn."

Britney smirked at him. "Yeah, probably. But isn't that a shame? I think you really want me to be a big slut, baby. I think you'd love it if I fucked other guys."

Alex gulped, reddening. "I'd be okay with it," he said.

"If I got real, real, real submissive?"

"Um..." Alex squirmed. "You mean, like, at Dark Dominion or something?"

"Or something," said Britney enigmatically.

"Um... that'd be okay, too," said Alex, his cock swelling. "As long as you're into it."

"Mr. Perversion says he can turn any woman into a bona-fide slave. Wouldn't that be hot?"

"Um," Alex said uncomfortably, "would you be, like, my slave?"

"Oh, no," said Britney. "His. But you'd get to watch."

"Um... if you're into it, baby..."

Britney laughed. She was just toying with him. 

"Who knows? These downloads just might do it to me. You might find yourself with a real live slutwife on your hands. I might start fucking so many guys you can't stop me!"

"What happens then?" Alex asked breathlessly.

He saw the sultry look on Britney's face as she told him, "Your dick gets hard." She groped him under the table -- and his dick was getting hard. "You watch and jerk off. You watch me take dick like a whore."

Alex moaned softly to hear his wife talking dirty like that. He'd never wanted to fuck her so bad before!

But Britney had jumped up and kissed him on the forehead before he could do anything about it. She slid easily out of his grasp and disappeared into her office.

#

Now... here they were. And Alex was more and more convinced his wife was in some sort of a hypnosis-induced trance. "Mr. Perversion" had worked his magic on her. Where was she going?

Britney arrived at the southeast entrance to the Downtown Station subway terminal. 

She went down the stairs.

Alex's heart began to pound.

Where would his wife go from here?

Alex raced to keep up with Britney as he watched her fish her subway pass out of her pocket of her tight bell bottom pants and run it through. Since when did Britney have a subway pass?

Alex did not; he had to fish coins out of his pocket and count out the necessary change for a ticket. By the time he made it did all that and made it through the turnstile, he had lost sight of Britney. She had walked to the furthest stairs in the terminal and was already headed down to the boarding platform before Alex even started running after her.

Alex rushed down the stairs and raced to catch up with Britney as she pushed through the crowd. 

What the hell was she doing? Where was she going? The direction she was going seemed to be on the West Valley line. But that was a residential neighborhood -- there was jack shit to do out there, and as far as Alex knew, she didn't have any friends out there. What the hell was she doing? Where was she headed?

Alex ran, embarrassed as he shoved people out of the way. He was also embarrassed by how out of breath he was. He made it down the stairs and just barely caught sight of Britney in her tight bell-bottomed jeans and bikini top as she disappeared -- holy shit!

She disappeared into the men's room. 

This set of restrooms was way down on the far end of the platform where nobody waited because the trains didn't run that long. They were right next to each other: men's and ladies'. Maybe Alex was wrong about which one his wife had gone into?

Alex spotted a big, beefy-looking fat black security guard in a Transit Authority uniform, looking suspiciously around the platform as he came around the corner. For a moment, Alex thought the guy might be following Britney -- maybe having glimpsed her entry into the men's room on the security cameras or something. Then, when the guy's dark eyes settled on Alex for a split second, Alex thought he was looking at him, ready to cause a problem.

But he wasn't. The transit cop's eyes never focused on Alex for more than a split second. The pig was just looking at everybody on the platform.

And there were plenty of them; the rush hour crowd was crazed. But the restroom into which he had just glimpsed his wife entering was way down the platform, toward the far end, quite distant from the three center sections where different train lines were marked to stop. Nonetheless, the platform was so crowded that Alex really had to fight to get through the crowd. He kept a wary eye on the transit cop, afraid for his wife. What was she doing?

Alex had a sneaking suspicion. He had spent a lot of years single in this town; he had spent all those years at least peripherally kinky. At leather munches, he had heard the stories about where gay guys and bi guys went to get sucked off if they wanted it real nice and easy: no eye contact, no kissing, no pesky discussion, no pillow-talk at all unless it was "Take it, boy! Take that cock down your throat!"

There was Uptown Park, of course, over near the river where the old boathouse had closed down a few years back due to county budget cuts. There were the caves off of Coleman Beach, down past the little curve of beach in the cover  cove that was cut off from the rest of the beach the more family-friendly part of the beach as the tide came in, supposedly more often because of global warming. There was the park behind the Shop Mart in Stafford Heights, the gay neighborhood. And there was a mythic downtown men's room that the city kept open, despite the fact that it was way down far from the loading area. They kept it open...and they never bothered to plug up the glory hole that guys kept knocking in the stall.

Two express trains arrived at the same time. Suddenly, the platform was in complete chaos. Downtown Station is a transfer point, which makes every arrival a clusterfuck. Commuters pushed through the tightly-packed throngs, various suit-clad businessmen and businesswomen mingling aggressively with backpacked college students and street drifters going all directions, wrestling to get from one overcrowded train to the other.

As Alex desperately tried to press through the crowd, he almost found himself swept onto the down-bound train. He had to actually scream, "Excuse me!" at the top of his lungs to get people to move aside and let him past so he didn't get pushed onto the train.

As the cars loaded up, Alex ran like the hell, only to encounter the giant black cop, who belched out in his fat man's voice: "No running on the platform!" Cowed, Alex slowed to a power walk, his face turning red with embarrassment. The stone-faced looks of commuters reproached him silently after the cop's command. 

It wasn't easy for Alex to keep it down to a "power walk." He managed to do so all the way to the far end of the platform, where he'd seen his wife duck into the men's room.

His mind raced. Was it possible? Had his wife really done what he thought she did?

He was out of breath when he reached the distant and half-hidden men's room. He looked back over his shoulder to make sure he wasn't observed; that's when he saw the fat black cop, staring in exactly his direction.

Alex stopped dead in his tracks and almost didn't go in. 

But why shouldn't he?

He had to take a piss; that's why he'd been running, right?

He needed to get into the men's room.

And unlike his wife, he was a man. If the cop hadn't spotted Britney entering the men's room, that was one thing. But why would he stop Alex from entering it, regardless?

Besides, Britney was clearly not in her right mind. She needed his help.

Alex pushed into the men's room.

#

It was a small facility, and not well-maintained. That was no surprise; it was far from the center of the boarding platform, and there wasn't much of a sign. It was maintained poorly because nobody bothered to use it. There were better restrooms upstairs that everyone knew about.

Overhead, the single light bulb was set in a filthy socket in a plaster ceiling warped by water damage. The bulb flickered intermittently as the trains thundered by, and at the best of times it cast a sickly brown light. The floors were not filthy, but they weren't exactly clean. The tile looked like it came from the fifties and hadn't been changed since. And there were only two stalls. 

Alex caught his breath as he realized that both of the doors were closed. Both stalls were occupied. Two pairs of feet could be seen beneath the partitions, planted firmly on the tiled floors. And one of those pairs of feet belonged to his wife -- they were clad in Britney's heavy combat boots. 

The pants around the ankles were the slightly flared bottoms of the stretch jeans she'd worn. They might have looked stylish and feminine, when his hot wife wore them in the outside world. They were a little past their shelf life, sure, but Alex wasn't all that current in fashion himself. He liked the way those pants hugged Britney's hips, butt, and thighs so unbelievably tight, but then flared jauntily at the bottom. 

Alex now saw why they'd been her pants of choice for an adventure like this. Despite the fact that Britney's shoes were a women's size eight, the combat boots and wide-legged pants looked remarkably masculine from the shins down...and that's what Alex -- or anyone -- could see beneath the partition.

The other pair of legs in the other stall was what made Alex's eyes open wide and his jaw drop and his heart race and his breath come short. He felt dizzy as he watched. He had to lean against the cool tiled wall as he saw the man.

Above, there was a sleazy seventies-era mosaic of people holding hands. 

Alex looked at the mosaic and thought, Really? In a men's room?

Alex pressed the side of his head against the mural and felt the coolness of the tile, soothing him as his temperature rose. 

In the other stall was a man, of course.

He wore what was clearly a pair of dress slacks.

They were down, bunched around the burgundy wingtips, the expensive leather belt tooled and open.

The man's boxer shorts, white with dollar signs on them, were down alongside his pants.

And the businessman's feet, like those of Alex's wife, were not facing forward as they would have been if he were sitting on the toilet.

They were facing the partition between the stalls.

As Alex watched in mounting excitement, he could hear the sucking sound....loud, insistent, wet. The partition rocked slightly as the two bodies swayed against it. Britney was not down on her knees no, that would have been a telltale display for the black cop -- or another -- to spot. 

Rather, Britney's feet were planted firmly on the tiled floor, close together. Around her ankles, Britney's pants were down, in a bundle of denim. So was her thong. Alex felt a stab of fear, jealousy, and excitement as he spotted his wife's skimpy underwear tangled up with the denim of her jeans._

The partitions shuddered and swayed as the two bodies swayed together rhythmically.

Alex was familiar with the energetic form his wife's blowjobs took when she was extremely aroused. That girl loved nothing more than giving head. She liked to show her enthusiasm, gulping and slurping and rubbing dick all over her face to show the guy she was sucking how much she loved it. Alex had been the beneficiary of that enthusiasm for years. Britney was about the only girl he'd ever known who could practically break a four-poster bed during oral sex. 

The partition shuddered.

Alex felt his face reddening. What should he do? Should he lunge forward, bust in the door, and confront the businessman? 

What would be the point in that? 

The guy wasn't doing anything wrong, in Alex's book. He just wanted a blowjob...presumably prepared to get it from another man, or maybe -- just maybe -- from a willing woman.

But Britney, Britney.... she was the one in there...sucking a stranger's cock...her beautiful lips gliding up and down on a total stranger's shaft....

Alex felt his cock stirring in his pants.

That wicked little bitch was really doing it. She was cuckolding him.

And he knew why, too. Alex knew why his wife had suddenly found the nerve to cheat on him.

It was hypnosis. It was Mr. Perversion. It was "How to Be a Better Slut."

Alex had blown off the potential of those hypnosis downloads online and Mr. Perversion's supposed program to turn any woman into a slut. Britney had liked them. She said they were hot. She said they made her feel so much more adventurous. She felt submissive when she listened to them. 

And Mr. Perversion supposedly gave a discount price for bulk downloads if you were a hot woman. All you had to do was send him a picture of your tits. Britney had playfully denied she'd done that when Alex had asked her about it, but... she sure had gotten a whole lot of downloads.

How many hours had Britney spent listening to this "Mr. Perversion," a man who claimed to be able to turn normal women into total sluts just by having them listen to his voice in MP3 format?

It was bullshit. It couldn't be true.

Except... Alex had the dead-on proof, right in front of him. His wife was sucking a stranger's cock through a subway-station glory hole.

Alex had never been more turned on in his life. Nothing was hotter to Alex than seeing his wife as a glory-hole slut.

Alex's dick was hard, bulging his pants. 

Before Alex knew what he was doing, he had unzipped. 

He pulled his cock out and started to stroke it.

Alex's face went red and hot as he jerked off, right there in the men's room, not even bothering to turn toward the urinal or anything. He couldn't move -- didn't want to move. He just stood there watching his wife's toilet stall shudder and creak as she sucked off a stranger.

Alex flogged his cock mercilessly, pumping it with an iron grip.

He watched the partition shudder and heard his wife's whimpers, slurps and moans. Britney was giving one wet-sounding blowjob!

It didn't take long for Britney's energetic brand of sucking to get the businessman where he needed to go.

Alex heard a masculine groan and a sigh.

Then Alex heard wetter sounds still, as Britney clearly encountered a voluminous load of cum.

Alex heard gagging, maybe even a gargling sound. His wife let out wet murmurs of pleasure and a soft sigh, mingled with a soft yummy sound as if she was lapping up cum from her own hand -- or the businessman's balls.

The sucking sounds dwindled. Alex heard his wife's sigh of completion, as well. She sounded well and truly satisfied.

Alex didn't think Britney had climaxed herself. Britney was loud when she came; she was a real screamer! If she'd cum, Alex would certainly have heard it. Britney was unable to keep her voice down when she orgasmed; it was one of the reasons they didn't have more public sex.

The stall door opened. The businessman exited the stall.

He clearly did not expect to encounter another man there, let alone one who was jerking off openly.

The businessman looked at Alex in shock. The guy was about fifty, white, and well dressed. His overcoat had been tossed over the partition before; now it was back on him.

He was still zipping up as he exited the stall.

Alex stared at the businessman down in shock himself, not realizing at first that he still had his pants open and his cock in his hand.

The businessman grinned and chuckled.

He jerked his head toward the stall he'd just left. In the adjacent stall, Britney's feet now faced forward, as if she were sitting spread-kneed on the toilet. Her pants_ and her thong were still around her ankles. 

The businessman said, "Stall's open buddy. It's a lady in there, believe it or not. I hope you swing that way." He winked. "Unless you came here to suck? In which case..." The businessman chuckled. "Better luck next time," he said.

Then the businessman was gone, leaving Alex holding his dick and feeling like a fool.

The businessman had left the stall door open, obviously expecting that Alex was waiting for a BJ at the city's most notorious glory hole. It was a reasonable expectation. Any guy here in this obscure men's room -- especially one with his dick in his hand -- would probably be here to get sucked.

Alex was expected to enter the stall and stick his dick through the hole.

Instead, he just stared at the stall door as he caught glimpses through the crack of his wife moving around. She was... undressing?

It's a lady in there, Alex remembered the businessman saying.

But Alex knew his wife was no lady.

Moments later, Britney's jeans and thong were gone. Her feet were now spread wide, and Alex could hear Britney moaning.

Alex pounded on the stall door.

"Britney!" He cried. "Britney! Open this door!"

Britney ignored him completely, moaning loudly enough that it echoed off the tile walls between Alex's outbursts. Her moans grew louder. It sounded like Britney was... masturbating!

Alex stopped pounding and shouting. The bathroom was quiet in the interval between trains, and Alex could hear the soft wet squishing sound that told him exactly what his wife was doing.

She was masturbating, all right. In fact, Britney was fucking herself with her fingers. 

In high school, Alex had long since learned how to defeat the simple latches that kept public restroom stalls closed. All it took was a quarter. 

He fished one out of his pocket, fitted it into the slot, twisted, and pushed the door open.

With the door open, the stall was cramped, but Britney wasn't a big girl to begin with. She sat the on the toilet seat with her knees spread wide and her ankles together, her jeans and thong around them. 

She was a woman, all right -- but no lady. 

She fucked her pussy with the fingers of one hand, while her other hand worked in a circle around her clit. She switched hands every fifteen or twenty seconds, sometimes sticking her pussy-wet fingers in her mouth to suck them clean while she went on rubbing her clit.

She ignored her husband completely, staring into space. Alex gasped as he saw the one distinguishing feature that gave him a clue as to his wife's behavior.

Her eyes were not normal. In the flickering light of the overhead bulb, Alex could see the swirling spirals. Britney's eyes, normally bright green and fiercely intelligent, had been replaced with spirals of red and black. They glowed faintly whenever the light would flicker overhead.

Alex felt a wave of terror. His wife had been mind-controlled! This shit was real!

Those damned downloads! Mr. Perversion! You son of a bitch!

Alex pushed his way into the stall.

Snapping his fingers, he hissed his wife's name.

She ignored him.

Alex grabbed her wrists and stopped her from fucking herself and sucking her fingers clean.

Britney responded by leaning forward and seizing the end of Alex's belt with her teeth.

"Oh fuck, holy fuck...."

Alex had found out on their first date that Britney could undo a belt with her teeth. It was a party trick she couldn't use at many parties -- but the private ones she did use it at proved exceedingly fun.

The skill came in handy now. 

But Alex couldn't believe how quickly his wife's teeth made short work of his belt, while seeming completely out of it -- zonked on those downloads. In moments, his belt was undone, and Alex felt Britney's mouth pressing against the bulge in his slacks._

She left smears of lipstick and mascara. Her face was ruined, covered with stray spit and cum. Her blonde hair was messy. She seemed to have taken a lot of the businessman's load all over her face and her tits. Alex could smell the guy's load quite strongly, even over the acrid scents of the men's room.

She had her sunglasses perched atop her blonde head. That's why he hadn't known her eyes were freaky -- he hadn't seen them. She'd been wearing the shades already when she came out of the bedroom. Now, Alex had a clear look at his wife's eyes, he saw that the pupils were... spirals?

The belt was easy, even without the use of her hands -- because Alex was pinning them. But she had a little trouble with the button and zipper...so Alex let go and let his wife do what she wanted.

Britney quickly got Alex's slacks open. She started caressing his hard dick, rubbing it all over her face. 

Britney started sucking Alex's dick eagerly, bobbing up and down on it fiercely as if she couldn't wait to taste him. Her eyes stayed open, unblinking, the spirals eerily glowing in the dark as she stared up at Alex, sucking his cock with her face covered in another man's jizz. 

Alex cried out as he came. He shot his load in his wife's mouth.

Britney swallowed it all. 

When Britney had downed every last drop of Alex's copious load, she put her arms around Alex's body. She hugged her husband close. 

"Careful," said Alex. "Don't get cum on my pants. He plucked toilet paper from the dispenser and handed it to Britney.

Defiantly, Britney rubbed her cummy face all over her husband's pants, leaving wet smears.

"Hey!" He said. "Stop that!"

"Reprogrammed slut does not compute," she said rapturously. "I only know how to suck cock and worship cum. I've been reprogrammed, baby. I'm different now."

Suddenly, Britney blinked and looked up at Alex, one eye closed. 

"Damn it...it's gone!"

"What?"

Britney poked at her left eye.

"When I was deep-throating you, I lost one of my contact lenses!"

She had indeed; Alex saw that her left eye was still a slightly phosphorescent swirl, while her right was back to the usual green, albeit a little bloodshot from the cheap cosmetic lenses. "Help me find it."

"You're not putting it back in your eye," he said.

"Hey!" she teased. "Those things cost forty bucks!"

"I'll get you a new pair," Alex sighed. "You had me worried! I thought you'd really been hypnotized into being a slut."

Britney's eyebrows went up; she looked at the glory hole and started to laugh.

"And now you think I haven't, because..."

"Um," Alex said, his face reddening. "Because... at least your eyes didn't turn into spirals!"

Britney winked at him with her green eye.

"Give him some time. Mr. Perversion will change me. He could make my eyes spirals yet. Will that make me more of a slut than what I just did?"

Alex reddened.

"Let's get you cleaned up," he said.

"Baby, after what I just did, I'll never be clean again."

"Fair enough," said Alex happily.

He helped his wife to her feet. They washed up. Alex scouted the platform until the coast was clear, and then the two of them headed for the stairs.

Once they got home, they had intense, aggressive, and passionate sex. Things had changed. After that rush-hour experience, Britney really never was clean again.

And Alex loved her for it.
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Booth 25 by Audrey Bouchard

Tera was not happy.

Here she was at Nyx's Novelties, the sleaziest porn shop in town, and she was wearing a goddamn fat suit. Not only that; she had her least-favorite dildo stuck into a pair of super tight jockey shorts and jutting straight through the gross, padded sweats. It looked like she had an embarrassing hard-on! Why did the front have to be the part of the fat suit that didn't have any padding to hide her faux boner?

She knew the answer...because there was a fly there. The last thing some snotty little fat-shaming asshole wanted, when he dressed up as a fat guy for Halloween, was to have to take the whole thing off to pee. But the result, for Tera, was that here she was walking around Nyx's Novelties on jutting out of her pants, hanging awkwardly in her jockey shorts and sticking through the only part of the fat suit that didn't have any padding.

Tera caught a glimpse of herself in the mirrored walls behind the dildo shelves. She was completely grossed out by her own appearance...not the fat suit so much as the whole beard thing.

Tera liked Armando's beard just fine, when he kept it trimmed. But on her? Before Tera married Armando -- and became his slave -- she'd been heavily into wearing kind of androgynous clothes. She'd always been proud of what a cute little tomboy she made. But Armando had decided that there was no way she would "pass" without something to cover up her miniscule body size and her ultra-feminine face. Even without any of the makeup Armando made Tera wear, Tera's face looked too much like a girl's for her to ever pass for a guy, even a young guy. And her body was so petite -- five feet and less than a hundred pounds -- if she didn't pack on some pounds, it wouldn’t matter how bearded her face was. If she didn't pass as a guy, she'd get caught and kicked out of the preview booth hallway before she ever made it back there.

So it wasn't that Tera didn't understand the reason for the fake beard and fat suit. She just didn't like them. She also hated the heavy feeling of the six-and-a-half-inch dildo, complete with balls, in tight the jockey shorts Armando had made her wear. She'd begged him not to. She'd said, "I can just wear some of my old boyshorts or something!" Of course, Armando kept all of Tera's old tomboy underwear under lock and key. When he'd put his collar around her throat and decided, explicitly, to "feminize" his wife, he'd instructed her that she was not to wear anything that wasn't lacy, slutty, sexy and/or pink.

Until now, that is. Until earlier tonight, when he'd made her dress for him. Except now he had something totally different for her to wear. This time, it was something totally gross.

#

Late in the evening, Armando had told her they were going to a truly disgusting, truly sleazy porn shop in the city's red-light district. It was very important, he said, that Tera "pass."

"So wear your big-girl boots," he told her. "And wear this." 

He thrust a big plastic bag at her. It was marked Costume Emporium, and Tera immediately got intensely excited. Naïvely, she thought for a moment maybe Armando meant she would have to pass as a whore. Holy fuck, she thought. He's going to make me be a streetwalker for him. 

This turned out not to be a sexy streetwalker costume, or a cheerleader outfit, or a schoolgirl uniform, or a naughty nurse ensemble, all of which would have been fucking hot, in a sleazy, cheesy, dirty, naughty sort of way. It wasn't even a fursuit, which Tera would totally have rolled with. Getting dressed up like a big pink bunny or something and bending over to get fucked by her husband -- or whoever -- had a certain warped appeal to her.

But this to be flat-out gross. It was a fat suit. It was a men's sweatshirt, convincingly University-style. It was marked "GWANADIET U." Underneath the heavy cotton was latex padding -- lots of it. The matching pair of sweats had similar padding at the waist.

"Sorry about the logo," Armando told her. "I know it's offensive. Unfortunately, it was the only one they had in your size."

Almost sputtering with rage, Tera had looked at the interior tag: "BOYS' SIZE L."

Ugh! This was some stupid, offensive costume for proto-frat-boys to wear! Offensive, Armando admitted it was? He didn't know the half of it! This kind of garbage was not only fat-negative; it was body-shaming.

Tera had dwelled mentally on how she had half a mind to give Armando ten minutes alone with her old Feminism 163 T.A., the shaven-headed (and, not incidentally, super-hot) Raven Sedgewick Spiral-Sky. Maybe a few of her friends could come along, with some gloves and some lube for her husband's tight ass. 

This was not an erotic thought to the highly submissive Tera; on the contrary, it came in a rush of pissed-off imaginings she could barely control. They stopped as soon as she saw the genuinely apologetic look on her husband's face. He was normally such a nasty top. At least he understood that he was asking a lot for her to even wear something like this.

And as bothersome as the fat suit was, the last thing Tera wanted to do was disappoint her husband. It wasn't just because he was also her Master, and she was his collared submissive. That meant, technically, she didn't have any choice but to do as he said. The real reason she didn't want to disappoint him is that he was such a perverted and inventive lover. Once again, he'd come up with something dirty for them to do. 

Even so, the bitterness in her voice still bled through as she said tightly, "I'll put another big shirt over it." 

"You'll be hot," he said with a  shrug. "But, okay, if you think it's that offensive.

That offensive! Tera stewed. Hell, it was enough to ask her to put on a stupid fake beard. It was ten times worse to order her into a fat suit. She had spent the last eighteen months being ordered into tight dresses, skimpy lace thongs, push-up bras. She'd learned to obey her husband and Master, Armando, above all things, even when he told her to put on slutty red lipstick for a night out and suck his cock on the subway, or go without panties and lift her skirt in a nightclub to show her shaved and bare pussy to a bunch of gross guys she normally wouldn't give the time of day to!

Now, Armando decided he wanted to make her dress like a guy?

Tera cooled down when it became obvious that Armando had one thing in mind...making sure she could "pass" when she sneaked back into one of the porn booths with a glory hole.

But Armando couldn't resist pushing his luck a little. He'd also gone so far as to buy her jockey shorts -- which only came in an eight pack. That was a long way from the cute little boyshorts with hems trimmed with lace that she had worn before Armando decided to "feminize" her. Hell, with the blonde hair and the push-up bras and the high heels, she felt like he was going further. "Feminize" is something mean Dommes would do to a guy in perverted stories online, right? She was already a girl. When Armando had ordered her into the salon to get a bleach job, it had become clear to her: She was being "bimbofied."

Which was not entirely a bad thing.

In fact, she was more than comfortable with it.

The girlier she let Armando make her, the more submissive to him she felt. But there was more to being his slave than just being girly. Sucking his cock at a glory hole was one of those perverted fantasies Tera had always loved...but it had seemed so improbable, since girls don't usually get allowed into the back of porn shops, right? If this was what Armando had to do in order to make it happen for her...then Tera was prepared to obey him.

That's why she put on the fucking fat suit and beard.

Because if that's what it took to get to suck her husband's cock through one of those filthy little holes in a porn shop...then that's what she'd do.

Just the idea of it got her good and wet.

#

But the truth is, she wasn't wet. In fact, she didn't need to shove her hand down into the too-tight pair of jockey shorts Armando had playfully ordered her wear -- with her smallest dildo shoved in there "to give you a bulge, in case anyone looks." It had been playful...until she'd refused. And then she'd very quickly found herself over Armando's lap. A good spanking was just what she needed to make her do exactly what her husband and Master said. She'd ended up dripping wet with a stinging bum, opening Armando's pants and sucking his cock to say "thank you for spanking me," the way she always did. And when Armando reiterated to her what she would wear to the glory hole tonight, well, all she could say was "Yes, Daddy" around his cock.

She'd gotten him good and close, but he hadn't let her take him all the way. He didn't cum in her mouth. "I want to be good and horny later," he said. "When I fuck your hole through the hole."

She'd said, "Yes, Daddy," "Yes, Master," all that stuff. But when she'd asked him, "Will I be serving your friends this time, as well?" He had chuckled and said, "Let's just say it'll be you and me. We'll get some alone-time."

Tera's heart had fallen. She knew what that meant. It meant no, she wouldn’t be "serving his friends" this time. He was going to take her to a porn shop and order her into a porn booth that smelled like shit so that she could suck the same dick she sucked at home. Tera tried not to let her disappointment show. If it did, Armando didn't notice it.

She tried to be good. This was Armando's fantasy, even if he really thought it was her fantasy. He was doing it because he loved her. That should make it enough for her....right?

Right.

But the truth is, it had now been a lot of hours since the spanking and "formal thank you" that had gotten her so good and wet.

Now, Tera didn't need to shove her hand down the fat suit and into her stupid jockey shorts to feel that she was now dry as a bone.

This trip to the porn shop dressed as a guy just wasn't as much of a turn-on as she wanted it to be. 

This idea of sucking cock through a glory holes was something Tera had always been really turned on by. She really envied her gay friends. They got to do it pretty much any time they wanted, and yeah, there were all these risks. But you could take precautions. And she couldn’t really do it safely in any way.

There had been the time at the rest stop...but that had gone horribly wrong. She still fantasized about it, sure. She thought about it all the time, which she felt kind of guilty about, since she'd never told Armando that she'd actually fucked a stranger. As far as he knew, he and his friends had to take off to avoid the cops. But those very cops had decided it was a good time to "use the facilities"...and found Tera there beyond the rest-stop glory holes, ripe and ready on both ends. Her Master had ordered her to do everything she could to please those cocks that slid through the glory holes. Was it her fault if it turned out they didn't belong to Armando and his friends after all?

Thinking about that experience made it a whole fucking lot easier for Tera to think about doing it again, this time.

Not really fucking strangers -- heavens, no! -- but sucking Armando's cock. Through a glory hole. Yeah, sure, it wasn't the real experience. It was just role-playing. But maybe maybe this would just be a preliminary trip. Maybe next time, he really would have her "serve" a few of his friends. She just had to be a good little girl on this trip, right?

Tera felt her phone buzzing.

Reached into the pocket of her fat suit sweat pants. They were little pockets, and they were stuffed pretty full. She'd brought two or three pillows of lube -- those little "one-dose" packages where you just twisted off the top and squirted the lube out. She wanted them on hand to use in case she couldn’t get wet. The last thing she wanted was to tip off Armando that this hadn't turned her on as much as he had wanted it to. Her Master was a good Master -- and he was really trying. She loved him for that.

Feeling around in those pillows of lube for her phone, Tera felt the little bullet-shaped vibrator she'd brought along, too. Just in case she needed that extra push to get herself over the top. She was glad she'd brought it -- but as for the pillows of lube, that might have been a mistake. She felt a slimy sensation on her fingers; she was pretty sure one of the lube packages had broken. At least, she hoped that's what it was. Here in the middle of the sleaziest porn shop in town, who knew what the hell an undefined slimy substance in her pocket might be?

She fished out her buzzing phone. Yup...it was greasy and slimy. Tera gritted her teeth. She was back in the interracial section again -- how did that always seem to happen -- and to her surprise, there was a seriously cute black guy smiling at her, watching her with interest. What the fuck? Black guys didn't watch interracial porn, did they? She had always thought that was the province of undersized white guys...well, and her. Could she be blamed? Black guys were hot. Totally  hot. Wanting to watch them fuck girls like her, well, that was just natural. It wasn't racist or anything...was it? Any more than it was fat-negative to wear a fat suit to totally fuck with the gender continuum, right? Consensually, and all that.

Oh, she thought as she noticed the shelf he'd been looking at when he'd taken a break to smile at her. That. There was a tiny collection -- perhaps eighteen inches on a single shelf in the twenty-shelf interracial section. This one was marked, in careless letters, "BLACK-ON-BLACK."

Well, she thought. That's hot, too. She wasn't really bi, exactly, but she thought black girls were almost as hot as black guys. If she had been bi, she totally would have been into black women. But that didn't change the fact that the kink she was most compelled by -- and most embarrassed about -- was the one the hot black guy was standing right in front of. Interracial.

He was clearly trying to flirt with her. But she was dressed as a guy. It was a straight section. 

Had the stranger figured it out already? Was she that unconvincing a guy, even with a stupid fat suit, fake beard, and fake boner?

She didn't know, but she couldn’t help blushing. Armando had taught her a lot about flirting, and she couldn’t just turn it off. The guy's gorgeous eyes worked up and down her body, and then back to her eyes. He grinned, as if they were sharing a secret. Tera felt tingly all over. The fat suit was hot, and she was sweating...but that wasn't why she was tingly.

Nervously, she backed away from the interracial section. The guy watched her with pleasure, until she passed out of sight.

She had always felt it was a little racist to get as turned on by interracial porn as much as she did. She'd been embarrassed about it in college, but lucky for her there had been a parade of boyfriends who had helped her out with her interest, so she hadn't felt too bad. But it was even worse now that Armando had taken control of her, and made her start dressing and acting more like one of the girls who might actually be in one of those perverted movies. She had always been a tomboy before, wearing cotton underwear and loose jeans. She was five feet even in her bare feet, and weighed under a hundred pounds naked and wet...and when she was naked, she was usually wet, especially if someone was watching. She had little tits, but she liked the way they looked; she didn't need a bra most of the time, and her nipples were exquisite -- sometimes excruciatingly -- sensitive.

But Armando had changed all that. When he'd collared his wife, he'd changed everything about her, with a trip to the salon and the lingerie shop and the "slut store" for "barely legal ingénues," as she liked to think of that stupid store Primo Casuals. They had a lot of cute stuff, but it wasn't for her...or so she'd thought. Armando, now the absolute master of her fate, had informed her differently. On their first trip, he'd gone whole hog, buying Tera a dozen slutty outfits. 

Now, without exception, she wore nothing that could be called "tomboy," not even when she worked out. She wore some kind of slutty lingerie every single day -- in the evening, if she and Armando were doing something where she had to be a little more demure, like an event with her family. When that happened, he would dress her up in lingerie in the evening. He would make her paint her face and fluff her girly, slutty blonde hair, before he tied her up and spanked her, whipped her, fucked her. 

And, for outside clothes, wherever she went, she wore tight dresses, short skirts, low-cut blouses, even tube tops. She wore stockings most days -- both stay-ups and the kind that attached to garter belts or slutty bustiers. Underneath them, when she was allowed to wear panties or a bra, she wore only the skimpiest of thongs and the tightest of push-up bras that actually gave her a rack for the first time in her life. Hell, with the push-ups and miracle bras that Armando made her put on every morning or whenever they went anywhere, Tera actually had cleavage! She'd learned to like it. And she always wore heels.

She was even wearing heels now. Not wanting her five-foot height to tip the security guards off, Armando had ordered her into those round-toed boots with platforms and heels, combining into a total of eight fucking inches! They were fucking hot when he'd made her wear them to the fetish ball, leading her around on a leash with her wearing nothing but those boots and a PVC G-string and electrical tape over her nipples. Unless you counted the wrist restraints that secured her arms behind her back, and the humiliating ball gag that made her drool on her tits as he led her around.

Just that memory would have been enough to make these her very favorite boots. That would be true even if they weren't intensely sexy on their own. They had round toes, but the goofy sort of stitching that usually came with wingtips. To have that kind of styling on eight-inch platform heels was just flat-out perverted. And they were high boots, too, which Tera loved. They came almost all the way up to her knees. She still didn't really have the knack for walking in them yet, which is why she stumbled a little as she walked around the porn store. 

That only called attention to the fact that she was wearing serious slut heels, even though the loose legs of the sweat pants were pulled down low to hide that fact. 

To anyone looking, Tera was just a bearded fat guy, five-foot-eight, with a boner in his sweat pants, stumbling probably because he was drunk...which she wasn't, exactly, but the three whiskies they'd had before they came certainly hadn't hurt her in loosening up. 

That was good, basically... Tera was still a little nervous, and the alcohol helped. But stumbling on her heels might not be so good. 

Even so, Tera thought these fucking hot boots made it more than worth it, especially since these were the only item of girly clothing Armando had allowed her to wear tonight. In every other respect, her husband had violated the usual dress code that he'd spanked and whipped and caned into her. 

The dildo, though -- that was the worst. It was haphazardly shoved in her too-tight jockey shorts and sticking out like a pervert's boner.

And if Armando was going to send her out in public with a pervert's boner, couldn't he have made it one she was fond of? Tera didn't even like this dildo; in her own mind, she liked to call it "Mister Tiny."

In the huge collection of dildos that Armando's money had purchased for her since he'd started her "training," "Mister Tiny" was her least favorite toy. Of her dildos, she liked it the least because it was the smallest, and Tera had always had quite an appetite for size. In fact, she only ever used Mister Tiny for one thing...for putting up her but when she was seriously turned on, which was about the only time she really felt like anal. Something told her that no matter how good a girl she was in that porn booth with Armando on the other side, she sure as hell wasn't going to feel like anal tonight.

#

Tera's hands were so slippery from the busted lube package that she dropped her phone; the back panel came off, and she fumbled across the floor after it. She couldn't get a grip on it, and she stumbled on her stupid eight-inch platform boots. What's more, when she bent over, it had to be totally obvious to anyone watching very closely that she was not bending at the right place. With the fat suit, the added eight inches of height might buy her some verisimilitude -- but only if she kept herself ramrod-straight. When she bent over, her waist was in the wrong place, and what's more, the fat suit impeded her bending way more than body fat would have. 

The result was that Tera kicked the sloppy phone across the floor, and almost bumped into the guy from the interracial section as she chased it, stumbling drunkenly.

He neatly bent down and picked it up.

"Here you go," he said, handing it to her. Their fingers touched as he did. Now his fingers were slippery...which put all sorts of thoughts in Tera's mind.

"Thanks," she mumbled, not remembering that using her voice -- saying anything at all -- was a dead giveaway. She reflexively glanced over her shoulder at the security guard and the counter clerk. When she looked back at the cute black guy, she saw on his face that there was no question at all -- he knew she was female under that outfit. He looked at her with curiosity and lust, clearly knowing that whatever she had going on under her disguise, it was far more attractive to him than what was outside.

That would have been one thing, if the phone hadn't gone dead when she dropped it. She took the battery out and put it back in and fitted the back panel on again...but she did it all while the cute black guy was standing there in the interracial section, looking her over. He seemed about to say something.

So she lifted her phone to her bearded face and said, "Hello?" Like she was answering a call. 

Just then, it gave the startup-chime sound. It was a familiar sound that everyone knew, since her goddamn carrier was that same stupid carrier that seemed to have put everyone else out of business. The cute black guy knew it, too, and he grinned with amusement.

"Hope it didn't get broken," he said helpfully. "What's your name?"

Tera's heart pounded; he was really cute. Even in her heels and the fat suit, she felt dwarfed by him. He was big and broad at the shoulders, but somewhat lanky throughout. He wore a jersey and loose jeans. She found herself wondering what he looked like underneath.

She didn't want to be rude and ignore him, but she couldn't say anything. So she just gave him a stern look that she hoped meant "I can't talk." Then she turned away and waited for her phone to boot up while she wandered away.

She kept sneaking glances over her shoulder...sneaking maybe being too kind a term. She could see that the black guy was watching her the whole way...and he knew she was looking back at him.

When her phone finally booted up again, she saw the text-message indicator blinking.

In Armando's usual (and annoying) all-capitals, the message read:

SORRY SLAVE...HAD 2 WAIT FOR 2 BOOTHS NEXT 2 EACH OTHER

GO LEFT AT FORK

I AM IN BOOTH 24

CUM INTO BOOTH 25

DOOR IS OPEN

I PUT MONEY IN SLOT AND LEFT PACKAGE FOR U

SO NO ONE ELSE WILL GO IN

U WILL FIND WHAT U NEED IN BOOTH 25 SLUT

Tera hated it when her Master texted in all-caps; it was obnoxious. But he saw it as more "dominant," and she didn't have the heart to tell him it bugged her.

And, right now, nothing obnoxious Armando did could make Tera feel less submissive to him. She felt warmth growing inside her where it counted. She liked it when Armando called her "slut" -- and lots of other dirty things. As she read the word over and over again, she felt herself growing calmer, more submissive, ever more eager to please her Master.

But then she had a frightening thought.

She glanced over her shoulder at the cute black guy. He was still sort of watching her.

She typed with her lube-slimy hands, careful to capitalize "Master" even though the rest of her message was in lowercase letters, as was her habit as a slave.

Master is there only 1 hole in booth 25???

or will i be um

'serving' another as well??? :-)

She reconsidered the happy face, but wanted to add it. She didn't want Armando to think that she was being precocious or disobedient...just that she wanted to be sure she was doing the right thing.

Especially with that cute black guy smiling at her. Hell, if Master told her she would really serve a stranger as hell as him, what would the harm be in having it be this guy? He already seemed ready to follow her anywhere.

But that wasn't Armando's style -- not at all. If her husband let anyone else "sample" his wife, it was never going to be a real stranger. It would be one of his friends. That only disappointed Tera a little bit. She knew it shouldn’t disappoint her at all...but it did.

True to form, Armando did take her question as a sign of disobedience. But when a Master writes in all-caps, he needs to use exclamation points to emphasize. Armando was not shy about that:

I SAID GET IN BOOTH 25 NOW, SLUT!

FUCK WHAT CUMS THRU THE HOLE BITCH!!!

A WHORE FUCKS AND SUCKS AS ORDERED

DO AS UR TOLD!!!

Tera felt a hot flash inside her as she read the words "slut" and "bitch" and "whore" and "fuck" and "suck." A warm sensation of submission was coming to dominate her feelings. She loved it when Armando was rough with her...even abusive. But then he spoiled it, or saved it, by texting her less aggressively just a moment later:

TRUST ME

LEAVE EVERYTHING 2 YUR MASTER

:-)

Ugh. She hated it when her Master used smiley faces.

But then, she'd started it, hadn't she?

Tera knew what that meant -- or thought she did. It meant that no, she wouldn’t' be "serving another" tonight. Tera had hoped against hope that Armando would do something truly wicked, like pimp her out to a stranger. She wanted him to surprise her.

But it would have been too much work, she guessed. Armando was already going through a lot of trouble to "make" Tera live this fantasy safely. They'd driven downtown separately, so they could enter the store separately from the enclosed parking lot. Armando had apparently slipped in when she wasn't looking, maybe while she'd been distracted by the hot black guy the first time. He was ready for head...and Tera knew better than to refuse her Master when he was ready to go.

Besides, it turned her on a little when he bossed her around rudely like that. In some ways, she wished he would be far ruder. But who was she to demand things from her Master?

She didn't. Instead, she responded submissively:

yes, Master....Your slave obeys

It gave her a little bit of a rush to say things like that, even in a text. But the big rush was provided by knowing she was going to do what she'd always fantasized about doing. It may not have been the extreme version of her fantasy...but it would be fucking hot.

With one last nervous look at the black guy -- who was still studying her with a friendly smile on his handsome face -- she rushed down the hallway toward the preview booths.

#

To Tera's dismay, it was a little confusing back there in the aisles of the porn booth section.

To begin with, it was seriously dark. Her eyes were dazzled from the bright lights of the sales floor. She assumed they were so bright to deter shoplifting, but... damn! How was she supposed to see, now that she'd been blinded.

For a minute, she couldn't even see where she was going; there was a choice to turn right or left or straight, and she went right because when she glanced over her shoulder the black guy was peering down the hallway at her.

She felt a little surge inside her. Why did Armando have to be such a possessive Master? Why couldn’t he be mean, willing to take some risks like the Masters in her dirtiest fantasies and the nasty books she used to read, the kind that put all those dirty fantasies into her head? What would be wrong with him letting her give a simple HJ or maybe even a BJ to a stranger some time? I mean, if he was a stranger as fucking hot as this black guy who had clocked her and started following her around, she would be totally for it. Maybe it would scratch that itch that had been bugging her, the one that Armando couldn’t seem to reach with his cruel but kind Dominance...

She started to panic; she still couldn't see. She blinked up at the doors and realized that over their tops were written numbers; she was in front of #22. She sighed in relief and rushed down the hallway. She passed #24 and suppressed the urge to knock on it just to mess with Armando. It fit Tera's sense of humor, but He'd surely be displeased. She hated to displease her Master.

So she just kept things simple and went into Booth #25 like a good little slave, trying not to think about whether the cute black guy was following her.

#

As Tera crammed herself into the booth -- it wasn't easy with the fat suit -- she thrilled to see that something was in the chair, after all. Master really had left her a package...she thought. Even better, he had indeed pumped quarters into the machine...and turned it to what was probably going to turn out to be her favorite channel. The screen was the only light in the room. On it, in a series of vivid close-ups, a petite blonde girl was going down on her knees sucking five black men simultaneously. 

Well, not simultaneously. She could only get one, or sometimes two, in her mouth at once. But the others were crowded in close, smacking her face with their cocks, slapping her with their hands. Her makeup was already ruined, her blonde hair sodden with spit and sweat and pre-cum, or maybe even cum already. Her lipstick was smeared all over her face. Drool ran in rivers down her chin and onto her tits. Her eye makeup ran obscenely. Her hair dripped disgustingly as she moved from cock to cock to cock, using both her hands and her drooling mouth. Sometimes she would even bring herself up straight and rub a big black cock between her tits, while one of the guys slapped her with his, or with his hand. 

Tera stood there breathing hard, feeling unable to move in that horrible fat suit. She watched, dumbfounded, for maybe thirty seconds, unable to tear her eyes away as the blonde was slapped with cocks and hands. One of the guys grabbed her hair and shoved his cock down her throat, making her gag, choke and whimper. When he let her up, he slapped her and another cock was shoved in her face.

Tera felt a powerful surge of arousal. By the time she was able to look away from the screen, she was about as wet as she'd ever been in her life. Then she remembered that her husband had said in his text that he'd left a "package" for her....and she had seen something on the blue plastic chair, all right. In the dark, though, she hadn't been able to tell what it was. Now, she put her hand down and felt for her "package." What was it? Some slutty piece of equipment her Master wanted her to put on for him? Maybe a collar? 

Great minds think alike, right? She'd stashed a collar in the pocket of her fat-suit sweats. Maybe Armando had put a collar in here for her.

But when she felt around on the floor and found the "package," it was limp and moist. Her stomach turned. She actually brought the revolting thing pretty close to her face -- close enough to smell it -- before she realized that what she thought was a "present" for her was in fact her Master's sick sense of humor -- a wadded-up mass of cum-soaked tissues from the dispenser in the wall, clearly left there by the booth's previous occupant. It was just a little joke that her Master was playing on her. Her "present" was something disgusting. It was not the first time he had amused himself at his slave's expense with this rude kind of humor.

But Tera had never been so angry. First, she was pissed at the guy who had left it here. There was a perfectly good tiny little garbage can in the corner. It was stuffed to overflowing, sure, but the least he could do was throw his cumrag away! Men were disgusting!

Mostly, though, she was mad at her Master. She might be submissive, but some things were crossing the line. Tera threw away the wadded-up tissue and growled under her breath in disgust and fury. She was covered in sweat from top to bottom, completely dripping. The sweatshirt, the sweat pants, the beard, even the jockey shorts -- they all felt disgusting against her skin. She wanted them gone. 

Everything except the boots.

It wasn't easy to get undressed in a booth that small -- but Tera was small herself. It was only the stupid costume that made her so uncomfortable.

She wriggled out of the fat suit. There wasn't really anywhere to put it, so she hung it from the door by the neck hole. It didn't feel very stable, but she didn't really care. She did the same thing with the sweat pants. 

She took off the beard, feeling her face abraded by the spirit gum. Armando had not used too much of it; mostly, he relied on the ear loops to keep the thing on her. Still, Tera had to spit on her fingers and rub her face hard to get the sticky stuff off of her.

Then Tera decided she wasn't going to put up with these stupid jockey shorts anymore. She pulled them down her slender legs and tossed them into the garbage. That meant she had to pull out her least favorite dildo and handle it. She was somewhat tempted to throw it in the trash, but it was a sex toy and she didn't want to give it up quite so easily. So, instead, she moved to put it on the little hard plastic seat -- but then she'd remembered that the wadded-up cum tissues had been there. She couldn’t bring herself to put her dildo there -- even her least favorite dildo. So, with some difficulty, she tucked it into the pocket of her fat-suit sweat pants, which still hung precariously from the doorknob, their hems trailing on the cum-slimy floor.

It was still hot as hell in the booth, and Tera felt sweat running down her naked body. But she liked being hot. She liked being naked even better. And most of all, she loved being naked when she had her sexiest boots on.

The eight-inch platform-heeled boots felt divine as she stood here stark naked in a porn booth. She felt so sleazy.

Tera touched her waxed-smooth sex, caressing it all over, from her lips to her clit to her hole.

She felt the ring Armando had ordered pierced through her clit.

She touched the word that Armando had ordered inscribed just above her cunt, where her pubic hair would be if he allowed her to wear any.

The tattoo said: SLAVE.

Tera caressed that word gently with her fingertips, fancying she could feel the slightly raised texture of the letters.

It made her wet to touch it...even wetter to touch her firm, erect clit and feel that ring that Armando had ordered put through it -- another mark of his ownership.

She remembered her collar.

She had to feel around in the overstuffed pockets of her stupid fat-suit sweat pants; yeah, there was that busted pillow of lube again. It got all over her hands. Worse, it had gotten all over her collar. Tera felt a wave of disgust...but what did she care? It was a collar, a dog collar. Not an expensive slave collar, but the kind you buy in a pet store. Armando insisted on that. As His slave, Tera didn't get $120 slave collars at Mister Leather. That kind of money was reserved for silicone toys meant to be shoved in her pussy, or vibrators so powerful she couldn’t stop herself from cumming.

So what did it matter if this cheap black leather collar was covered in slime? It only made it more demeaning. Tera could feel her pussy getting wetter, her clit throbbing. Ever since the piercing was put in, she'd been that much more sensitive. So sensitive she could cum with just her hand, a lot of the time. She'd usually needed a vibrator before, and still couldn't cum when Armando was just straight-up fucking her. If he had her hands tied while he fucked her, then she was doomed to either be left on the precipice, helpless -- or to fake an orgasm for her Master's benefit. She wasn't above doing that now and then, when Armando ordered her to cum and she couldn't. There was something deceptively hot about faking it, but she tried not to make a habit of it. On the other hand, when Armando gave her permission to just use her hand for a little bit on her clit, she could often cum when he fucked her, without using a vibrator at all. She liked that.

She buckled her leather collar around her, her eyes fixed once again on the unbelievably hot scene playing out on the screen. The blonde was really getting it good from the five -- no, six! -- black guys. There were still five of them in her face, slapping her face with their cocks. But another one was behind her, and every few seconds there'd be a cutaway shot of his giant cock going into her pussy. Holy fuck, that cock was big.

Her Master really knew her proclivities -- that much was obvious! In selecting this title, he'd just about guaranteed that his slave would be putty in his hands. But why was there only one more minute on the clock? What the fuck? Did Armando really expect to be done that fast? He hadn't even stuck his cock through the hole in the wall, yet! Seriously? One fucking minute?

She saw that, unlike other booths she'd seen, this one had a bill slot. The legend above it said it took ones, fives and twenties as well as quarters. But Tera hadn't packed any money into her sweat pants -- just lube, a mini-vibe, and her collar. She grew swiftly infuriated as she watched the scene. The last fucking thing she wanted was to interrupt this unbelievably hot fucking scene while she was just getting up to speed! What was her Master thinking?

She leaned against the wall, bent over with her feet on the ground, afraid to put her bare but on the soiled blue seat. Bent over like that, she didn't even notice, at first, that there was a second hole -- on the opposite side of the booth from the screen. 

To her dismay, Tera realized that put the second hole right underneath her wide-spread legs. If a dick came through it, she would only have to lower herself through it and she'd find herself rubbing up against it....and onto it, if she wanted.

Oh fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, she thought. Her mind swirled and raged with intense excitement as she thought about that. She realized that Armando's plans for her really were more dirty than she could have dreamed! Her Master really did know what a fucking horny slut she was! Was he going to pimp her out to a stranger, or did Booth #26 have one of Armando's friends in it?

Tera knew the answer. There was no way Armando would leave something like that to chance. He had spelled it all out for her in his text message. A whore fucks and sucks what comes through the hole. She knew her husband too well. He wouldn’t just leave her pussy open for a stranger.

No, it was one of his friends in #26, no question about it.

Tera felt giddy, dizzy. Suddenly the three whiskeys she'd had before coming here seemed to hit her all over again, as if she'd just slammed them down. She felt heat coursing through her, and her hand went right to her clit. She rubbed it furiously. Pleasure shot through her body. She shoved two, then three fingers up her tight hole, remembering vividly that the soggy mass of tissues had been in her hand only a minute ago. She fucked herself with her fingers anyway. She rubbed her clit. What was fucking taking so long?

Tera was right on the edge. She could cum easily, if she wanted to. She didn't have to ask for permission. Earlier, as she'd dressed, Armando had ordered her, "Cum all you want, slut."

And yet the money on the clock was running down, and Tera could do nothing about it. She watched in horror as the counter dropped to 3 minutes, then 2. With a melancholy feeling, she prepared to watch the last snatch of the filthy gangbang porn she would ever see. She started rubbing her clit hungrily.

The blonde was now getting it from both ends hard. There were five cocks in her face, taking turns getting shoved into her spit-pouring mouth so deep that she choked on them and gagged them down her throat. Meanwhile, the guy behind her had a hyooooge cock, and he was seriously fucking her -- hard!

Tera moaned in distress as the counter made it to "1." She could feel a physical tension from it as it closed in on zero. 

What the fuck had Armando been thinking, giving her only a few minutes? And why was his cock nowhere to be found? And if one of his stupid friends was in Booth #26, where was his cock? She decided she'd give just about anything to suck and fuck just then...why was her husband falling down on the job? It was just his style to tease her, deny her, make her wait -- but this was ridiculous!

Tera kept rubbing her clit rapidly, feeling herself mount toward orgasm. She moaned as she stared at the gorgeous, disgusting, filthy, arousing scene on the screen, sympathizing with the blonde as she got used by six men -- and wanting to sympathize with her even more. Longing to feel what the woman felt.

If she only got to see another minute, Tera decided, she was going to take matters into her own hands.

Just then, something happened on the screen that made Tera go completely bonkers.

In an exquisitely erotic close-up, she saw the huge-dicked man in the tiny blonde's pussy pull his giant fucking cock out of her, and -- without any hesitation -- shove it right up her ass.

He didn't go slow; he didn't warm her up; he didn't lube her; he didn't lube his cock. Oh, sure, it was porn -- they could have done any or all of those things off screen, and probably did. But Tera didn't care; she was more than content to savor her brutally filthy fantasy that the ebony giant had just pulled it out and stuck it in. He hadn't considered whether, with a monster like that, he should go a little slower when fucking a hundred-pound girl in the poop chute. HE hadn't thought that maybe a good percentage of her five-foot-nothing height would be taken up with the apparently foot-long hugeness of his cock -- or that the mind-boggling girth might stretch her tiny hole painfully. No; he'd just pulled it out and shoved it in.

Tera totally lost control.

Her hand moved automatically. She reached up to her sweat pants and found the giant bulge in the pocket where she'd stuck the dildo. "Mister Tiny," she called it. Well, it wouldn’t feel tiny if she shoved it up her own ass the way that brutal bastard on the screen just had done to the blonde. His cock was huger, yeah...but the blonde on the screen was an experienced porn star. Tera could hardly be expected to take it so easily.

But she did. All it took was a quick trip of the dildo into her mouth, getting lubed up by her saliva as she pushed it back, far, to the point where she choked on it, just like the blonde was repeatedly choking on six huge, hard cocks. Her throat aching from the pressure and her gag reflex, Tera pulled the dildo out of her mouth, spat, spat again, and reached back with her hand to guide it into her ass.

She had lube in the pockets -- plenty of it. Hell, there was still lube on her hands, along with her pussy juices. She could just smear her fingers over Mister Tiny, and it would go in a little bit easier.

But Tera didn't do that. She wanted it hard, like the girl in the video was getting it. She wanted to take Mr. Tiny so hard up her ass that it hurt.

And it did, a little. Tera was experienced enough with anal play to know she wasn't going anywhere she wouldn't easily recover from. But it did sting to shove Mr. Tiny up her own ass, without warming up or anything. It was almost as cruel as the giant bastard on the screen had been to the poor little blonde.

Her legs awkwardly held straight, Tera shoved her ass up into the air, fucking herself onto Mister Tiny. She pushed herself back against the wall and used it to brace herself. She cried out as she realized that doing that pushed Mister Tiny even deeper into her ass. She flattened her palms against the wall by the screen and watched the crocodile tears on the blonde's face as quick cutaways showed her face being slapped with cock and her asshole fucked simultaneously.

Tera came. She came fucking hard. She wasn't even touching her clit when she did -- just shoving herself onto Mister Tiny. She strongly regretted ever giving the dildo that nickname; it felt anything but tiny as she fucked herself onto it, feeling her tight ass forced to expand to take it.

But then, as she came, she cursed softly under her breath, because the screen had just gone dark.

Damn Armando anyway! She'd had like five fucking minutes when she got in here. And now she was finished...stranded. Did he not even plan to stick his dick through the hole at all? Was there, in fact, no friend of Armando's in the other booth? Had Tera just humiliated herself for nothing?

She'd never been so angry. She felt sweat dripping all over her naked body. Perched between the two walls, she felt far from finished. Even as her orgasm rippled through her body, she didn't want to stop. She pushed herself hard against the wall just above the illicit hole. She wanted to keep fucking herself onto Mister Tiny. And she wanted more.

Then something happened that Tera didn't expect.

Armando -- or his friend, maybe -- came to her rescue.

To her surprise, a large, dark-colored hand came through the hole behind her and started touching her pussy. She panicked, not sure what to do. Where was Armando?

Then, to her relief, Armando's hand came through the front hole -- the one right under the screen. Or at least, it looked like Armando's hand. She was a little distressed to realize she'd never really looked that carefully at her husband's hands. It was the right color and all that, she supposed...but it was hard to tell in this terrible light. The one thing she was sure about was that the hand currently feeling her up -- and, oh fuck oh fuck!, pushing two fingers easily inside her tight hole -- belonged to a very dark-skinned man...roughly the color of the truly hot black guy who had clocked her on the porn shop sales floor.

In fact, for a moment, Tera thought that maybe her husband had been gone because he'd been recruiting that very guy to take a place in Booth #26. How did it happen? Did her inventive Master have spies in the store? Had they texted him and told him that his wife had been seen flirting with a good-looking black guy who seemed to know she was female under those men's clothes -- and seemed to be more than interested? Had Master had pity on her, and decided to finally give her what she wanted?

Tera almost didn't care. She wouldn't put any of that past Armando; he was a smart guy. But the most important thing was that she'd decided that the firm, confident hand that was now working a third finger up into her pussy belonged to the super-hot black guy she'd made eye contact with, and flirted with, in the store.

Maybe that's why it felt so good to have his hand on her, his fingers in her.

But the hand in her face -- Armando's hand -- held, in some ways, even greater promise. 

Because Tera really wanted to see the end of that porn scene.

She knew she'd be way too embarrassed to ask the clerk what the name of the porn movie was. Once it was gone, she'd never see it again. 

And she really wanted to see that blonde get everything that was coming to her.

That's why she started kissing and sucking the fingers of the paler hand in front of her face with such abandon and such eagerness. She didn't do it just because it was Armando's hand, but because...

There was a twenty-dollar bill in his hand.

#

Thank you, Daddy, she thought as she plucked the bill from his hand and started sucking his fingers while the gorgeous black stranger fingerfucked her other end -- and Mister Tiny continued to make life interesting for her asshole every time she pushed herself against the wall to work her cunt harder onto the stranger's hand.

Tera had to pull Armando's fingers out of her mouth to get a good look at the bill, and straighten it out and get it flat against the black, dead screen.

But that was all right...because he took that moment to unzip his pants and replace the hand with his cock. 

Tera pumped the bill into the receptacle. The screen sprang to life. She felt a wave of relief as she realized she hadn't missed more than a few minutes. The blonde was still getting what she needed from six -- no, seven! -- guys. But now she was sitting on one, her legs spread wide and her smooth-shaved pussy exposed, her hole tight and stretched by the giant cock that had just been fucking her.

Tears streaming down the blonde's pretty face as men crowded in to shove their dicks at her, slapping her face with them when she tried to get her mouth on them. She didn't try to fend off any of the slaps...not just because she seemed to like them, but because her hands were occupied with stroking two of the men at a time, moving from cock to cock to cock as she "fluffed" them for entry into her mouth. The guy underneath her might have been the one who had first fucked her up the ass...but in any event, he was still deep in that tortured orifice, his enormous pole opening it up so wide that it made Tera's whole naked body shudder to see. 

Meanwhile, one of her co-stars -- Holy shit! He had to be the biggest of the lot! -- was making his way between her spread legs, about to enter her pussy.

The blonde was about to be double-penetrated.

Tera's arousal grew more and more intense as she watched, until she was almost out of control. She was so stunned at the filth on the screen that when the dick was shoved in her face, she didn't start sucking. Her mouth dropped open, but it was in shock, to see the blonde's pussy expanding what had to be painfully around the second cock, while her asshole continued to be filled. She was impaled.

Tera felt drool running out of her open mouth. She was so hot that she was drooling. 

And then she felt the cock being swept from side to side -- slapping her in the face, just like the unbelievably hot, unbelievably evil bastards on the screen were doing to her poor blonde doppelganger.

That was enough to get Tera focused back on track. Best of all, if she opened her eyes wide, she could still watch. She could see the screen, from way too close...but she could see it.

She could keep watching the super-hot scene as she did what her Master had commanded and serviced "what comes through the hole."

Tera started to suck.

#

As she began to give head, Tera worked her hips up and down. The stranger's fingers alternately caressed her sex and pushed into her cunt. She felt him spending lots of time on her clit, too. Could he see the tattoo there? SLAVE? Did he like the idea that she had been ordered to be here, spread for his pleasure, opened wide for his fingers to explore? Did he like the piercing through her clit? Did he like that she was marked twice by another man? Or did the hot black stranger want to mark her himself -- to replace Armando's ring and Armando's mark with one of his own? Did he want to claim ownership of her, to black out her tattoo and replace it with something even more humiliating...while stuffing her clit piercing painfully full of an even bigger, even more obvious, even more humiliating mark of His ownership?

The idea got her so fucking hot that she knew at once she would cut again.

That gave her motions a certain kind of leisure, rather than urgency. With the twenty-dollar bill inserted, the counter had gone all the way up to 25...the same number as her booth. It had to be a good omen that the sign by the slot -- she hadn't even seen it before now -- bore a notice that you could INSERT $20 BILL TO GET 5 BONUS MINUTES!

In this booth, Tera thought, five extra minutes were heaven. 

And she still had almost the full twenty-five to go. She worked her hips around in a circle, meeting the flirtatious strokes of the black stranger's hand as he teased her lips, her clit, her upper thighs. He began to finger her hole again, and she almost couldn't take the pleasure. She nervously pushed herself onto him, struggling not to lose her grip on the cock in her mouth. She bobbed up and down at both ends, like some kind of obscene dancer. She worked her lips up and down on her Master's cock as she pushed her rear end onto the stranger's big fingers -- two or three at a time, at the stranger's whim. Was his cock going to be to scale? Would it be as big as his fingers were?

Then Tera felt the stranger pulling his hand back and slapping it forward -- spanking her cunt. She felt a surge of excitement go through her...she loved that. She pushed her ass back against the hole. He spanked her harder -- hard enough to sting. It made her shove her body against the hole more firmly -- which drove Mister Tiny's ballsy base hard against the wall and rammed him deeper into her asshole. 

The stranger spanked her pussy again, harder...and then harder still, five or six more times. Every stroke made Tera feel even hotter -- in sexual terms and in temperature. The booth was sweltering, but she didn't mind. IT was like a sauna -- but a sauna that smelled like cum. Tera liked cum, she decided. She liked it a lot. She wasn't even mad anymore about Armando's "present" for her, she decided. A good cumslut was supposed to smell and touch and feel and even worship every man's cum, wasn't she? That's why she wanted Armando to be so rough with her.

Tera's temperature was mounting. She was already dripping sweat all over her naked body, but it felt so good that she wiggled her butt up against the rear hole, begging for more hard spanks. The stranger gave them to her, sending through her naked body a stinging pain that aroused her still more.

Why wasn't Armando being this rough with her other end? All he did was stand there while she went to town on his cock!

Sometimes a Master needs a little guidance, Tera decided. She figured if she wanted to be roughed up so bad like the stranger was doing on her back end, she should drop a few subtle hints. So she did.

She let Armando's cock fall from her mouth, dripping her copious spittle.

Then she grabbed it and slapped it across her own face, as hard as she could.

At first, he pulled back, but he didn't go away. Tera did it three more times, showing him what she wanted just as the blonde on the screen was getting it rougher than ever. She had three cocks in her -- one in each hole -- and in each hand, with one guy crowded up between her tits. Tera felt a sudden overwhelming respect for porn cameraman; how the hell had they gotten that angle, showing all of what was going on? All six of the guys were getting their crack at her at once -- no, there were seven -- no, eight of them! She realized this as the seventh and eight men crowded in at the girl's face and pulled her head off of cock #6 by the hair. They slapped her, with hands and then with their cocks. The sixth man did the same. All of them were having a go at her, and Tera couldn't tell if the blonde liked it, hated it or was just doing it to get the money. Probably a little of all three, she thought. Black mascara tears flowed from her eyes.

Distracted by the screen, she didn't expect the hard cock-slap in her face.

Just as the guy behind her withdrew his fingers...and replaced them with his huge cock.

#

She had been worried that she wouldn't know when the guy took his fingers out and moved on to fucking her -- if he'd gotten permission from Armando to do that, of course. But once she felt the guy's cock up against her dripping slit, Tera realized there was no way in hell she could ever mistake even three of his admittedly big fingers for his cock.

The thing was a giant. It was a fucking monster. Bigger than any of her dildos. It was so big that, for an instant, she harbored serious concerns it might damage her. She couldn't believe Armando would let her anywhere near it. Maybe he hadn't checked the guy's package out, first? If Armando was going to throw caution to the winds and give her to a stranger, why would he worry about what shape or size the cock that he gave her to? And if this was one of his friends, of course he wouldn’t ask -- that would be the creepy side of friendship, maybe even creepier than asking a kinky friend to help gangbang your wife in a glory hole.

But deep inside, Tera was sure Armando had just met this guy...Armando didn't have a lot of black friends, it was true. It would have surprised her.

And besides, this was what she really wanted...a total stranger. Totally huge. Impaling her, through a glory hole...never seeing her face, never knowing if she liked it...never caring. She was just a hole, a thing to be used. AT both ends.

She felt cock-slaps in her face, and warm submissive pleasure suffused her body. She whimpered and pumped herself up and down, pushing Mister Tiny harder into her ass as she positioned her slit to be penetrated by the black stranger's monster dick. Every slap made her feel more submissive, more eager to serve, more willing to let these two cocks use her however they wanted. Tera felt very out of control...but she liked it.

Loved it, in fact.

Tera moaned like crazy as she took cock from both ends. The guy inside her started to pump wildly, fucking her faster and faster; Tera, meanwhile, alternately slurped and jacked the guy in her face. She could feel his orgasm approaching, with little tremors that started in his balls and then moved to the base of his dick. Next thing she knew, she was sucking out hot spurts and gulping them down.

Meanwhile, the other guy pumped himself to an explosive orgasm inside her. Tera could feel the hot wetness erupting in her hole, slicking her up while she swallowed hot, pungent spunk.

No sooner had the two men finished than they had withdrawn through the holes. Sprawled there with legs spread and holes dripping, Tera felt the ripples of pleasure raging through her naked body. She tugged at her collar, breathing hard. She had never felt so used... and she loved it.

Tera straightened and wriggled back into her jockeys and fat suit. She stuck Mr. Tiny through the fly of her jockey shorts again, and then stuck the beard back on half-assedly.

The beard was practically dangling off her face, but she didn't care.

Her heart racing, her legs feeling weak, Tera exited the porn booth and went outside to meet up with Armando.

#

Tera waited at the edge of the alley a couple doors down from the Nyx's Novelties storefront. Some of the working girls across the street seemed to eyeball her; so did a young guy who looked like he might be a dealer.

Armando left her waiting there for ten minutes before he came out, a smile on his face.

He didn't care that Tera was wearing the fat suit again. He didn't care about the beard or Mr. Tiny making his faux erection-bulge in her pants. He pushed her up against the wall of the alley and kissed her deeply.

Tera could still taste spunk on her tongue. Armando didn't care -- or, she guessed, maybe he liked it.

"That was so fuckin' hot," he said. "What a hot bitch you are, leaving the beard on like that."

Tera's eyes went wide.

"Um?" she said.

Armando stroked his wife's fake beard.

"I know what you were thinking, slave," he said. "I sent you left, down the gay aisle, so you gave me a fag blowjob." Armando reached down and spanked Tera's ass. All he got was foam rubber... unlike the guy who had spanked her in the glory hole.

The stranger.

Tera gulped.

She had forgotten the "turn left" part of Armando's instructions. She realized now that there'd been three aisles in the preview booth area at Nyx's Novelties. Each row had its own "theme" -- and "left" meant the gay aisle. Each row had its own numbered booths on both sides.

Her eyes had been dazzled by the bright lights, her senses confused by how hot the damned fat suit was. Tera wasn't even sure which way she had turned... but apparently, it hadn't been left.

Booth #25, into which Tera had gone, was different than the Booth #24 on the aisle that Armando had been in. Whoever had been in Booth #25, sucking off her Master... it wasn't her.

She had just been fucked by two strangers... one at each end.

Tera opened her mouth to tell her Master that she hadn't left the beard on when she sucked him. She'd taken it off. In fact, she'd stripped naked.

If Armando had gotten BJ in Booth #25 on the gay aisle... it wasn't from her. It was from a real guy.

And whoever's cock she had sucked... 

...she would never know.

Tera forced a smile. She pulled Armando to her and kissed him as deeply as he had kissed her.

"Yeah," she purred. "So fuckin' hot. I love you, Master. Thank you for making this slut be a real faggot whore."

Armando growled in her ear:

"You're very welcome, slave. We're gonna come back here soon."

Tera's heart raced. Her voice trembled as she said, "Yes, Sir, I'd like that."

"See you at home," said Armando. "I'm gonna fuck you so good tonight..."

"Yes, Sir," said Tera, breathing hard.

Tera and Armando walked to their separate cars and started for home.

As Tera slid into the driver's sweat, she felt the squishy wetness leaking out of her pussy, into her jockey shorts.

All in all, Tera thought wickedly as she started the car, a successful perversion...

She drove the speed limit, thinking of what she had done... and arrived home hornier than ever.


"High Class Party" was first published by Deception Press in 2013. Copyright © 2013 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

High Class Party by Derek McDaniel

You say that you get off on danger. You say you get wet from walking on the ragged edge of sanity. You say you hunger to sink into subspace in that place where you could get caught, get hurt, get humiliated. That's why you need a man like me, a man who can take you to that edge and push you just far enough over it that your need is sated. That's why you need me, even though you've got a husband. Your personal ad said you were "testing the waters," seeing if another man could satisfy your desperate hungers. It said that you craved the ultimate humiliation in a "safe space...but not too safe. Too safe is boring...and I want something hot."

My goal for tonight is to see if I can give you exactly that...and teach you to be careful what you wish for. 

If I can't, it just might be true love. If you keep on wishing for dirty things, for nasty things, for things as bad and filthy as this, then I think you and I just might be true love. That'd be bad news for your husband, sure...but good news for me. What I’m doing to you tonight is a kind of test run, to see if I can make you into the kind of slut slave I've always wanted. Tonight is Cock Whore Tryouts, baby, and at least for tonight you're the sole applicant.

You don't know that, though; you think it's just another night out on the town. You're a classy dame; you go to high-end parties at the Scene Club and the Banquet and Clairveaux -- private homes, clubs without names, spaces owned by rich perverts with a thing for kinky parties. They're the kind of pay-for-play enterprises where everyone wears a long black cloak and a lacquered mask, the women in garter belts and stockings and high heels, the men in nothing but a hard-on. You sip champagne and enjoy caviar between giving blowjobs. With those clever little half-masks nobody's any the wiser when you show up Monday morning to your day job.

That's where you think we're going. You're letting me drive your husband's Jag because it's so hard to drive in six-inch heels. The long coat doesn't make it any easier, either; it covers everything you're wearing, or rather everything you're not wearing. Normally you'd just dress in elegant street clothes and check your little black dress at the door. But on my orders, you've come this way: naked under the coat, except for collar and heels. Your makeup is perfect: red lips, dark eyes, and plenty of blush. You'll be wearing something different by the end of the night.

I get off the freeway; I hear you catch your breath. You saw the sign: REST STOP. I don't even have to look. I can feel you squirming in your seat.

"What are you doing, baby?"

"Is that a safeword?" I ask.

You draw a deep breath, and I can hear the tremble in it from how turned on you are.

You can't even speak. You just shake your head and go "Mm-mm."

"Then open the glove compartment."

I swear I can hear your heart pounding as you obey me. They're White and industrial and just your size. They're girl's models, because you're such a petite little slut.

"Put them on," I tell you as I pull into the parking space.

You hesitate. I think I'm going to have to drag you over my lap and spank you right here in the car, and I'm already getting hard at the prospect. But then you open your coat, stretch the knee pad over one high-heeled shoe and up your perfect, gorgeous leg to settle it on your knee. Then you put on the other one, and as you do the coat opens enough that I can detect the scent of your sex, dominating even the $100 a bottle perfume you like to wear to these high-class events.

"Button your coat," I tell you, "And let's go."

"What are you doing to me?" you ask, your voice not small with fear but rich with hunger, your throat tight and your arousal rising. I want to grab you and spread your legs and finger you to see just how wet you are, but that would be pointless; I already know you're dripping.

I get out of the car, come around and open your door for you. I gallantly take your hand as you get out.

"Oh my God," you say as you stand, tottering on the heels. "I can't believe I'm really doing this."

"Is that a safeword?"

Again the hesitation, again the shake of the head, the "Mm-mm," and I'm leading you once around the parking lot, where men wait in their cars watching, some with horrified looks on their faces, others with open lust. It's midnight: No families, no kids, just men here at the rest stop for the reason God intended.

"Open your coat," I tell you. Your hands shake as you do it. I take you around the parking lot again, coat open now, your naked body on display to the men who wait in their cars for other guys to walk by and give them the eye. This is the last thing they thought they'd see tonight. I come up behind you and pin your wrists into the small of your back and make you stretch and arch, displaying yourself to them: collared throat, perfect tits, flat belly, shaved puss.

"Won't we get arrested?" you whimper.

"What an interesting thought," I growl into your ear. 

Then it's down past the vista point, down the path past the ladies' room, and right to the place you belong: MEN, like a fucking advertisement. 

There are a couple of guys pretending to piss when we walk in. They go bug-eyed. I turn you around, grab the collar of your coat, pull it back over your arms. You stand there nude and shivering, and I let them look at you. 

I guide you into the stall on the far end, which still has a door that closes; the holes knocked in both sides dispel any lingering doubts in your mind about what you're about to do. I hang your coat on the hook. I turn you around and sit you down on the toilet.

You look up at me, eyes big and open and wet with submissive hunger.

We hear footsteps in the two adjacent stalls.

"Really?" you ask me.

"Really," I say. You lean forward and work my belt like an expert, like you've got plenty of practice undoing men's pants. It's seconds before your mouth slides down over my cock and I can tell by the way you're sucking that you've never been so fucking wet. You're dripping into the toilet as your full red lips glide up and down on my shaft, and when a cock appears through the hole to one side, you don't even pause; you just glance over to take stock of it and then wrap your hand around it obediently.

"Good girl," I tell you.

Even in the dim flickering light from the ruined fluorescent overhead, I can see the glow that comes across your face as you service me and the stranger. Another cock appears in the opposite, but you're so lost in the bliss of sucking my cock and jerking off a total stranger that you don't see it at first.

I put my hand in your blonde hair, pull you off my cock, and slap you.

A submissive shudder goes through you. You look up at me guiltily and say "I'm sorry, Daddy," and reach out with your free hand to take the new stranger's cock. Then you're back down sucking mine, pumping both strangers while you service me.

You're an expert cocksucker; you've had lots and lots of practice. You've got me on the edge in minutes, and I could pump my cum down your throat. But I pull you off me again and thrust your face toward one of the strange cock's you've been jerking off, and obediently you begin to suck it. You lean over hard and work mine with one hand, one stranger with another, and suck the second stranger. The one in your hand starts humping against the hole, fucking your hand.

"Swallow it," I say.

The humiliation and hunger on your face is evident; you obediently put your mouth on his cock and pump him off with your hand. He groans on the other side of the partition. You never stop jerking off the other cock, and an instant later your mouth is back on it, slurping with the cum from the one you just serviced. That one comes fast, too, humping and fucking your face and you suck every drop of his cum.

We hear footsteps and there's another cock through both holes a minute later. You go to grab them but I stand you up, turn you around, and bend you over the toilet. I hear you moan softly. I kick your legs apart and fit my cockhead, still wet with your spit, into your smooth shaved slit. I enter you and you cry out with a girly little yelp; I go deep, and reach around to rub your clit while I fuck you. With my other hand I lick my thumb and pop it into your ass while I fuck you; you stand with your ass high in the air, tottering on high heels, and steady yourself with the cocks on either side of you.

These two shoot while I'm fucking you; their cum goes streaming across your back and you moan as you feel it. I pull out of your cunt and enter your ass as two more cocks appear. You start to jerk them off, and then I reposition you with your face against one of them. You suck it. 

You don't keep count, baby, but I do. Seventeen cocks you suck that night, including mine, but only one in your cunt and one in your ass. I don't even cum. I pull out of your ass and let you suck me clean but I save it, when the last stranger's cock has been serviced, when I've helped you into your coat and led you back out to the car, your makeup ruined and your face dripping cum, your back and belly and legs covered in it.

I'm saving my cumshot because we're still going to the party -- the classy one, the one your husband thinks I’m taking you to.

When you show up ruined with your face a mess from sucking glory hole dick, baby, they'll all know what kind of a girl you really are. And when I push you to my knees and make you suck me in front of everyone at the party, that'll just be the icing on the cake.

You'll savor the taste of my cum mingling with cum from guys you don't know, will never know, whose faces you will never even see. And when you taste my cumload, you'll know that on your knees is where you belong.

You'll know that every party becomes just the party for a high-class cockslut like you. In a men's room or at a high-priced SM event, you belong on your knees with dick in your mouth.

And I'm just the Master to keep you there.


"Midnight Movie Date" first appeared in Morning, Noon and Night: Erotica for Couples, edited by Alison Tyler. Cleis Press, 2012. Copyright © 2012 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Midnight Movie Date by N.T. Morley

Marie drew glances as she entered the porn shop. None of the guys there wanted to stare, or be caught staring. Nonetheless, she detected the shamed heat of lust radiating from the men who furtively sized up her lithe form in the tall, tight trench coat -- tall because she was wearing high heels; tight because she had it buttoned to her throat and belted snugly at her waist.

About a dozen guys browsed the stacks -- a pretty thin crowd for a shop this big. They tried to ignore her as she browsed. Marie tried not to rubberneck at the dark, dank corridor at the back of the shop -- the one with the giant sign on one side that said No Unaccompanied WOMEN In The Preview Section EVER, and the one on the other side that said YOU Must Buy $5 In Tokens EVERY Time YOU Enter the Preview Section! She tried not to look, but she could barely take her eyes off it. To distract herself while she waited, she cruised easily among the men who tried not to look at her and peered uncomfortably into giant wooden bins filled with shrink-wrapped dongs.

She wandered between racks of cheap, stinky sex toys and wireframe shelves packed with DVDs under signs that said things like Anal, Teen, Double Penetration. They've got a double penetration section? Marie found herself thinking. Why can't every business be so lucky? She couldn't stop glancing back at the "preview section," parts of her going slick that really had no business going slick just yet. But it wasn't her moistening pussy that really bugged her; it was the feeling of energy that coursed through her body. She'd expected to be scared; she really wasn't. She felt like she had these guys by the balls; they seemed far more afraid of her than she did of them. The chance of her getting groped or something -- which had seemed so real just moments before she entered the store -- now seemed ludicrous at best. Perhaps more importantly, any minute, Aaron was going to walk through that front door. Any errant hand that made its way to her posterior would not be a happy hand if Aaron saw it doing so.

He would show up, wouldn't he? Of course he is, she told herself. Didn't that son of a bitch talk me into this?

She thought about it; she honestly couldn’t remember. She figured they'd talked each other into it; that was good enough for her.

As far as she could tell, no one was really using the preview booths. Maybe it was the exorbitant price -- $5 in tokens? She remembered the first porn shop she'd ever been to, it was like $1 or something. Or maybe it was just a slow night -- after all, it was a Tuesday, about to be a Wednesday. She looked at the clerk, a twenty-something retro kid with chopped-up Sting hair wearing a SILENCE=DEATH t-shirt and paging through an Entertainment Weekly. She felt sympathy for the poor bastard; working the graveyard shift at the twenty-four-seven porn shop must get tedious when you were twenty-three or something and queer. Well, she figured, she and Aaron were about to do their part to make the kid's life slightly more interesting. Only slightly, but hey, it was something.

Cruising the sex toy section, Marie spotted something she didn't expect; one of the smoothie-style vibrators came with batteries already installed, a fact proclaimed on the package in hot pink type with multiple exclamation points. Why the hell didn't I think to bring one? She thought, and snatched the vibrator up. She felt simultaneously disgusted that sex toy industry copywriters were so lame they'd get that excited about the batteries already being in the damn thing, and excited because now she had a vibrator that was ready to go. Why hadn't she thought to bring one, after all?

Well, now she had one -- and none too soon. The ancient wall clock over the bored clerk's bleach-blonde shrub clicked down to exactly midnight just as Aaron walked through the blacked-out glass door.

Damn, he looked good. Six feet of man in leather pants and engineer boots. Shoulders broader than usual -- which was saying something -- because he wore his padded jacket. He'd locked his helmet to the bike, so his big, spanky hands were free-range. Marie quivered a little as she wondered whether people ever got spanked at glory holes. One step at a time, she told herself. Blowjob. It made her sweating knees feel weak and her moistening pussy feel tight. She licked her lips and felt the sticky-smooth slime of her bright red lipstick; Damn, I always do that, she thought. She wasn't used to wearing lipstick -- or for that matter, makeup of any kind. She wasn't especially good at it. Fixing it seemed kind of silly at this point -- not to mention obvious.

Especially because Aaron had already sized her up with his big brown eyes -- as if he didn't know her, yum -- and ambled to the counter.

She heard his deep rich voice intone the magic words:

"Twenty dollars in tokens."

The clerk changed Aaron's bill and counted out twenty $1 tokens. Aaron shot another look at Marie -- a wicked look, up-and-down, the bastard. She felt so objectified! It made her nipples hard. How was it the big dumb lug was so unbelievably good at that?

She walked toward the counter, her high heels click-clacking on the cheap linoleum floor. As she passed the preview area, she couldn't resist peering down the hallway. Aaron hadn't gone in yet; he was making a show of reading the movie listings mounted on the wall next to the booth at the end of the hall. But she saw, to her amazement, that the booths that were occupied -- maybe three out of the twelve or so booths -- had little red lights blazing just above the doors. Holy shit, she realized, groping after an ancient memory. Confession. They're just like confessionals.

Well...maybe not just like confessionals. But the confessionals at her church growing up had those same kind of lights above the doors, too, to let you know when they were occupied. God forbid you'd try to scoot in on some other schoolgirl uttering her made-up confession. How many times had she knelt in booths just like this at St. Isadora's, a rosary in her hand, her mouth doing something very different than what she was about to do?

Holy shit, was it possible the very same factory made the very same lights for both churches and porn booths?

Marie's brain practically short-circuited at the thought.

Marie stalked to the counter. She forked over her vibrator and a twenty.

"Hi," said the queer clerk cheerfully. "Having a pleasant evening?"

"Very pleasant," she said, while he rang up the vibe.

He smiled at her like her status as a woman visiting a porn shop and his status as a queer man working in a porn shop somehow put them on an equal footing, like pervy sisters. She kind of liked that. So after he asked her if she needed a bag and she said "No" and slipped the vibe into her coat pocket, she probably only need to fork over one Jackson, instead of two. But better safe than sorry.

"Twenty dollars in tokens," she said.

"You've got $40 here," the clerk said.

"I think one of those is yours," said Marie.

She smiled.

The clerk gave her a look as if to say, I would have let you go back there anyway, but he didn't turn down the bribe. He pocketed one Jackson and put the other in the drawer and counted twenty tokens into Marie's hot little hand.

"Thank you," Marie said, and winked at him.

She'd never been good at winking, so she felt a sense of accomplishment having done it. Did the kid think she was a prostitute? No, she decided. Prostitutes in this neighborhood probably didn't have $20 to pass around. He probably knew what she was -- a suburban lady walking on the wild side.

She click-clacked into the corridor between the No Unaccompanied WOMEN sign and the YOU Must Buy $5 In Tokens sign. Aaron saw her coming. He gave her the toothy grin of a man who knows he's about to get a blowjob. He ducked into the preview booth. She took the one next to him.

At least he hadn't held the door for her.

#

The booth was cramped and tight. It smelled of cum, sweat and bleach. There was a glory hole beneath the video screen -- cut or kicked in the wall, and lined haphazardly with ancient strips of duct tape.

How many dicks had slid through that hole?

Add one to that number, she thought, imagining Aaron's cock, familiar in their bed -- yet unfamiliar, a stranger's, here in a porn booth with a wall between them.

She could hear tokens clinking down the slot in Aaron's booth next door. She heard moans and bad techno as his cinematic experience began just inches away. She fished the tokens out of her coat pocket in handfuls, pumping them in. Her own flick started -- a hairy-assed septuagenarian severely rogering a wispy blonde he never could have banged if he hadn't paid her $300. (Actually no, they were doing anal. Make that $375 or something, Marie decided.) She flipped through the channels and quickly settled on a tall ice-blonde Dominatrix in a tight latex dress smoking a cigarette in a long holder while a very cute and very nude brunette worshipped the Mistress's shiny knee-high boots.

Yum. That would do rather nicely, thanks.

Marie had stuffed a penlight into her pocket -- the one she'd just emptied of tokens. She took out the light and scouted for errant pools of jizz on the chair and the floor. She didn't find any; it was actually surprisingly clean. The smell seemed to emanate from the trash can, a little pint-sized number that resided just under the wall-mounted tissue dispenser. The former was three-quarters full of half-stiffened used tissues. The latter had a single errant tissue hanging out, wafting in some unfelt breeze like a jellyfish on the tide.

She hit the light again and checked the chair one more time, just to make sure she hadn't missed some prior resident's leavings.

The chair looked fine, but she still wasn't planning to sit there.

It was for her coat, which she shucked quickly, leaving Marie naked -- unless you counted her stockings, high heels, and knee pads.

The stockings and heels were de rigueur, she felt. How could you give head naked in a glory hole and not wear sheer, white, seam-backed lace-top stay-ups and sexy white high heels? Unless, of course, you wore black fishnets, but she wasn't that kind of slut. She had, after all, once knelt in a booth not much larger than this, and worried an antique rosary through her fingers as she made up some bullshit about taking the Lord's name in vain. She was glad she'd never had anything like this to confess in the old days; Old Father Sullivan would have had a heart attack.

The knee pads were a different story. She wouldn’t even have thought about doing such a thing if Aaron hadn't suggested it. They were eminently practical; there would be no jizz on her knees, even if she'd missed some. More importantly, at her age she couldn’t go fucking around with the health of her knees. She was practically thirty; she had to watch that shit. What more humiliating reason could there be for needing knee surgery at thirty-five? It's true, Doc. I wore my knees out sucking cock in glory holes. She much preferred the immediate humiliation of wearing knee pads, which just had something so dirty about them. Knee pads. Who wore knee pads? Athletes. She was an athlete, in a sense.

Marie glanced up at the screen and saw the cute brunette leaving red-mouthed kisses all the way up the Dominants long, slender leg. Double yum. Before the red mouth could make it to Candyland, the blonde Dominatrix grabbed the smaller woman's hair and shoved her face between her thighs.

Marie was just about ready to decide she was a lesbian when Aaron stuck his dick in her face.

She hadn't exactly planned this part, but then again, in any other context she never had any trouble just letting her instincts take over. Marie was a big fan of head; she liked giving it and getting it, but giving it was her selfless pleasure. She did it so damned well that she felt a warm glow of pride whenever she saw a guy she thought was cute, because she knew she could rock his world. Which maybe made it slightly less "selfless" than she pretended, but Aaron didn't seem to mind.

She took his cock in her mouth, feeling the familiar curve, the intimate texture. She went down about halfway, caressing his balls and teasing the lower part of his shaft. She opened wide and aimed her head just right and swallowed him easily -- three times in a row, nice and easy, almost effortless. She heard Aaron cursing in amazement, "Jesus, Jesus, fucking Jesus," his obscene and blasphemous moans mingling with those of whatever chippie was caterwauling copiously in rhythmic fakeness from Aaron's chosen porn movie -- probably some kind of ass-fuck garbage. But when Marie came up for air, she saw that it wasn't Aaron's porn princess who was yelling like that; it was Marie's own yummy blonde Dominatrix, making languid "O" faces while riding the brunette's face. Ugh, Marie hated those fake sounds porn stars made. Tall Blonde and Dominant wasn't so hot anymore. Marie decided maybe she wasn't a lesbian after all, and then she opened wide and took Aaron's cock deep into her throat again.

He moaned, "Jesus, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, Jesus, fuck fuck fuck!" How was it he always seemed so surprised? She really could rock his world. Marie felt a warm glow of self-satisfaction...which was when she remembered she had a vibrator just inches away -- already loaded up with fresh batteries.

She had to grope a bit, behind her, because she was so unwilling to pause what she was doing. She was enjoying it too much. Having gotten the deep throating out of the way, she felt she'd impressed Aaron as much as she needed to. Now she could just rock his world with her tongue and her lips and her smooth, soft face, which she rubbed all over his shaft while she lapped at the underside and groped for the vibe in her trench coat pocket.

She found it, got it out, and twisted it quickly.

The buzzing started in her hand --  hot, heavy and quick.

Twelve bucks and more powerful than the spin cycle.

She settled the vibrator between her legs, letting the tip nestle against her clit for a minute. Pleasure throbbed into her body. She nudged the vibrator down into her slit, teasing her lips apart and feeling how wet she was; after just a minute, the whole vibe felt so slippery she was afraid she might drop it. Without even thinking, she pushed her thighs together, which accomplished two things. It sent an explosive wave of pleasure into her -- almost too explosive! -- and it allowed her to pluck a tissue from the wall-mounted box. She used it to grip the vibe, scandalized and pleased with herself that this whole sleazy scene had gotten her wet enough to make the vibrator almost slip out of her hands. Wow. She really was a slut, wasn't she?

She smelled the mixed-up scents all around her, familiar and alien. Aaron's cock. Her spit. The sticky vinyl scent of the duct tape that lined the glory hole. Aaron's leather pants. His sweat. Other men's sweat, lingering thick on the air-conditioned breeze. The bleach that suffused the booth -- hell, the whole store. Aaron's pre-cum, musky in her nostrils as she rubbed her face on his cockhead. Other men's cum-cum, wafting up gross from the garbage can How could a girl as classy as she was think that jerkoffs' jizz in a garbage can was kinda hot? Weird...it was weird. She was weird. She didn't give a fuck.

Pleasure hummed through her. After that, Aaron no longer got the benefit of having two eager hands on his cock; he only got one, but that was more than enough. Marie deep-throated once, just to remind him she could do it, and got the pleasant strains of obscene language as a reward. That made her work the vibrator harder against her clit. She jostled it rhythmically. She was close.

Aaron was closer. Marie had been so lost in the pleasure of servicing him that she hadn't even noticed how close he was getting.  When he erupted in her mouth, she had to gulp fast, and she didn't get it all. Aaron's cum ran down her chin and onto her tits. She squealed and pushed the vibrator hard against her clit. She felt the cum dripping -- no, pouring -- down her belly, drizzling over her hand as she worked the vibe. Just like always -- in their bed, on the couch, a motel room, a dungeon -- it was the warm salty flood of Aaron's cum that pushed her over the edge. It wasn't that she was some kind of a cum freak; she simply needed to know that she'd rocked his world.

She took her mouth off his cock, still drooling everywhere. She looked up at her new girlfriend, the O-face Dominatrix; she was still putting on a pretty fake act. Marie put on a much better one, moaning at the top of her lungs as she came. She didn't care who heard -- not the queer boy clerk, not the customers. Besides, that dumb Dominatrix was doing such a midnight-movie acting job, anyone who heard her would think she was part of the act.

She came hard; her flesh goosebumped. She swayed and clutched Aaron's cock for support. She was glad she wore knee pads.

Marie gave herself a minute, leaning her forehead on the side of the glory hole and giving Aaron's one last kiss before he pulled it away, stuffed it in his leather pants, and zipped up.

Her flesh goosebumped. She was getting chilly.

She plucked six more tissues from the box and wiped her face and tits and belly.

She stuffed the cum-soaked tissues through the garbage hole to join their many stinky brothers. Marie gave her howling Dominatrix one last disdainful look as she donned and buttoned her trench coat. She tied the belt and stuffed the vibrator into the pocket -- this one was a keeper.

As she made for the door, Marie looked the clerk in the eye, and smiled at him.

He smiled back.

She tried to wink, but a stray blast of Aaron's cum had dried on her temple; it distracted her at a crucial moment.

Oh well. Marie was pretty sure the guy got the idea.
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Closet Captive by Kylie Cooper

Mike pulled the car up to the curb in front of the house. He put the car in park, turned off the ignition, and got out without saying a word to his wife, who sat in the passenger's seat.

Mike came around and opened the door for Chelsea. He held it.

Chelsea and Mike's eyes met as she got out of the car. Her big blue orbs sparkled with excitement, but her expression also conveyed a certain amount of embarrassment, humiliation and guilt. Her pale cheeks turned red and she bit her full, red-painted lips as she stood on the curbside in the shadow of her lanky husband, who wouldn't take his eyes off of her or move aside to let her take the concrete path up to the front door.

Shamed, Chelsea dropped her eyes. Mike's eyes, however, remained on Chelsea, roving up and down her half-exposed body. Chelsea's tight, curvy frame was packed into a snug white tank top and a tight pair of cutoff jean shorts. The top two buttons of the shorts had been undone, and the threadbare denim hung precariously on Chelsea's hips. The "v" of her button fly was open just far enough to show the very top of her tattoo just above her pubic region. Mike couldn't read it, but he certainly knew what it said.

Mike felt his cock stirring shamefully in his cotton slacks as his eyes roved over his wife's body, always returning to that teasing visual hint of her tattoo.

Chelsea was not wearing a bra, and it did not take long before the probing gaze of her husband caused her nipples to stand erect through the thin cotton of her tank top. She could feel it happen, and it embarrassed her a little. Her husband already knew how much this turned her on; she hated to think that she was rubbing it in by so blatantly displaying her own arousal.

But then, wasn't what that what he'd asked for, from the very start?

She dared a look back into her husband's eyes, and found them moist with desperation, but warm with hunger. His expression had changed from one of resentful deprivation to a look of heartfelt compassion.

He said, "You're sure you want this, Chels? You really want this?"

Chelsea didn't have to think about it. She nodded quickly, her breath becoming short as she thought about what "this" was. Her blonde hair danced against her shoulders as her wide eyes remained locked in her husband's, the heat between them obvious to both parties.

Then she laughed.

"What do you want me to say, baby? You're the one who wanted Mistress to sluttify me. Guess what? It worked. Be careful what you wish for, slave!" 

Mike tingled to hear himself called that. It still hurt a little... but part of him liked it. Mistress Imani had decreed that slave was what he was to Chelsea, now... same as he was to Imani and any of her friends she wished to disburse him to. They were both hers to use; Mistress Imani held all the power in their marriage, now.

Mike's eyes lingered on his wife's full cleavage. She was twenty-six and had the tits of a twenty-year-old -- big, full, and perfect. They might have been C-cups, but on Chelsea's petite frame, they looked even bigger; what's more, their perkiness tended to accentuate the deep valley of her cleavage between them. At the ingress to that valley there was a key, depending from a chain around her neck.

Chelsea relished that power. Her skin positively glowed with sexual arousal as Mike led her across the shabby, uncut lawn and up the stairs to the ratty old house's front porch. They had never been here before; why Mistress Imani had summoned them to this address, Mike did not know.

The house had a screen door; the front door was standing open. Imani was waiting, there in the shadows, a cruel smile on her face; she startled Mike, but not Chelsea, when she said through the screen door: "Hello, slave."

Both Chelsea and Mike said, at once, "Hello, Mistress."

Imani opened the screen door and let them in.

It was a very warm day, and the house smelled close and musty. It was an older house, and was not in the best shape. Imani, however, was in better shape than ever, a fact made obvious by her tight, skimpy shorts and tight T-shirt. Mike was taken aback by her casual clothes; he had seen her naked (while she was fucking his wife, of course) and very nearly naked (riding his face wearing knee-high boots), but he'd never seen her in such casual clothes. Her ebony skin and impressive curves were very much on display. She wasn't wearing a bra, either; her D-cups swelled through the T-shirt, and her full, dark nipples were plainly erect... with arousal, no doubt. Mistress Imani loved to have playthings to fuck with.

Like Chelsea, Mistress Imani was wearing flip-flops. It made Mike's mouth water a little to see her painted toenails. He found himself wondering what her feet smelled like. Again he felt the painful stirring in his cock. Mike tried to breathe deeply as Mistress Imani looked him over with disapproval...then looked his wife over with obvious approval.

Chelsea played teacher's pet and said:

"Mistress, should this one strip, Mistress?"

 Mike looked at his wife resentfully; she fairly beamed at Mistress Imani. Mike was well aware that if Chelsea was asking that question, he should have asked it, too...maybe even first. But asking it now would just call attention to his lapse. Besides, he didn't want to strip. He was already fighting to keep himself from popping a boner inside his tiny, spiked chastity tube; to do so would cause him uncountable agony. If Mistress Imani ordered him to strip down to his panties, he would be helpless. His little cock would find itself swelling unstoppably in the brutally tiny tube, being jabbed with half a dozen sharp spikes as it did...

Just the thought of it made it start to happen. Sweat broke out on Mike's brow as he tried hard to think of something unsexy. But Mistress Imani looked openly at Chelsea's tits...and then came in for an open-mouthed kiss, sticking her tongue into Chelsea's mouth while she felt up the young, blonde wife's tits through the tank top.

Mike trembled all over as pain shot through his cock. 

When their wet kiss broke, Mistress Imani finally answered Chelsea's question.

"Not just yet, slave. But you're a good girl for asking." She shot a disapproving glare at Mike, who reddened as he struggled to get his hard-on under control. He finally managed it, feeling his little cock soften as he willed himself to relax.

"Follow me, slaves."

Mistress Imani led the couple into the kitchen. Through another screen door, it adjoined a sizable, semi-enclosed back porch. There was a back yard beyond, the grass unkempt and half-dead. A very tall and very well-built black man with his shirt off entered the porch, carrying a giant cooler of drinks. He carried the cooler with apparent ease, but his shirtless chest was wet with perspiration from the heat outside. His chest and his belly rippled with muscles.

"Hello, baby," said Mistress Imani, approaching him. The man put down the cooler, looked first Chelsea and then Mike up and down -- the former with lustful approval, the latter with vague disgust.

Mistress Imani hugged him, rubbing her hands on his sweaty chest. She got up on her tiptoes and kissed him, as obviously open-mouthed as she'd kissed Chelsea. 

Then she sniffed him, pressing her face in between his bulging pectorals. "Ooooh," Mistress Imani said. "I love it when you smell manly."

In response, he grabbed her ass, squeezed it, and kissed her again, tongue in plain view and smacking noises all but echoing through the closed porch.

The guy wore a loose pair of gym shorts. They may have been loose, but they didn't do much to hide the massive package he was carrying. Mike thought with some distress that this guy's cock looked bigger than the cocks Mistress Imani liked to fuck him with. He felt his cock stirring painfully again...

When their kiss broke -- finally! -- Mistress Imani said:

"Slaves, this is Maurice. He's my new boyfriend." She groped the front of Maurice's pants, her dark hand molding plainly to the outline of the man's giant cock as if to send a message to Mike that, yes, she did in fact let Maurice fuck her.

"Both of you will do everything he says," Mistress Imani continued. She looked sternly at Mike; she didn't need to look at Chelsea at all, since Maurice was doing that, openly and eagerly. Mike whined inwardly. Why was he always the one getting rebuked? Hadn't he brought his wife to Mistress Imani...as a "tribute," sort of, though ultimately it had been at Chelsea's request? Why was he always getting in trouble, while Chelsea was getting praised?

He knew the answer. His wife had that perfect rack on brazen display in her tight top. Her luscious lower body was barely clad in the skimpy shorts. And her pussy was always on tap.

Mistress Imani loved to top her -- and to let others top her. She knew she could count on Chelsea to always be a shameless, horny little slut. She could just set Chelsea loose on her friends and she'd "manage" herself, pleasuring them eagerly. 

Mike, on the other hand, required constant control. It was work to brutalize Mike, and Mistress Imani made sure he always knew it. 

Chelsea, on the other hand, always got a heartfelt "Good girl!" for sucking strangers' cocks. Mike received nothing but insults and ridicule, even when he tried very hard to be a good size. Most of the cruelest comments were about the size of his cock.

Speaking of dick size...Mike hoped that Mistress Imani wasn't going to let this Monster fuck his wife! With that beast in his shorts, he'd rip her in two!

And yet there was Chelsea, arching her back and thrusting her tits out, looking the stranger up and down as if she couldn’t wait to get a crack at that monster dick. What kind of shameless slut had Mike turned his wife into with his filthy fantasies and kinky cravings?

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Maurice," Chelsea said, her voice rich with flirtation. "May I call you Sir? Master? Daddy?"

Maurice grinned in response, clearly tickled by the dirty and humiliating titles that Mistress Imani had trained Chelsea to use with all men she met in a kinky context. It sent a stab of regret and humiliation through him to hear Chelsea using "Daddy" so casually with strangers; it had been her favorite thing to call Mike back in the old days, when he had been her top. Before it grew clear how pathetically ill-equipped he was to be a beautiful woman's "Daddy." Before Chelsea realized how much more fun could be had by letting her husband's secret Domme train her to be the perfect slutwife. Before she realized how much she loved calling all men "Daddy," "Master" or "Sir."

Even more humiliatingly, Mike was expected to ask the same thing. His face reddened.

But before Maurice could respond, Mistress Imani did, and saved Mike the humiliating task of asking Maurice what to call him.

Mistress Imani pointed accusingly at Mike and said, "You will call him Daddy...but only when other people aren't around. If they are around, you'll call him 'Sir.'" Mike felt his cheeks burning with humiliation.

Imani's fingers then caressed Chelsea's face affectionately as she added, "As for you, Chelsea, you won't call him anything. Your mouth will be full."

Again to Mike, Mistress Imani said, "Take your wife down that hallway and into the second bedroom on the right. Find the closet and get your wife ready. You'll find everything you need, along with instructions and a diagram of how to use it. I want her strapped in nice and secure before Maurice's friends arrive. Understand?"

When Mike just stared at her blankly in shock, Mistress Imani moved like lightning. She crossed the few feet between her and Mike in an instant. Her hand went to Mike's throat. She squeezed.

"I asked if you understand," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," whimpered Mike desperately, squirming as his cock stiffened painfully again.

"If your hot little piece of ass wife isn't strapped down good and tight for my boyfriend's friends before they get here, I will do things to your balls that will make you wish you'd never been given any." She laughed cruelly as her other hand rose between Mike's slightly-spread thighs; she grabbed his balls beneath the heavy weight of his chastity tube. She squeezed. A squeal escaped Mike's lips. "Is that understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," squeaked Mike.

"What are you going to do?"

"Take my wife in the bedroom and str-struh-strap her down for your boyfriend's friends!"

"And then?"

"D-d-do everything he says."

Mistress Imani twisted Mike's balls viciously.

She cocked her head in mock confusion.

"What was that? Do everything who says?"

"D-d-Daddy," said Mike.

Mistress Imani smiled. She took her hand off Mike's throat and slapped him lightly, almost affectionately, across the face. She did not take her hand off his balls yet, however.

She jerked her head slightly to indicate the grinning, amused Maurice. "Tell him you're sorry for forgetting his name."

Blushing fiercely, Mike stammered: "I'm sorry, D-Daddy."

"Aw, that's all right, slave. Just don't forget the next time." He came over and wiggled his fingers in Mike's face. "I got bigger hands."

Mistress Imani and Maurice laughed at him a little. Chelsea laughed, too. Mike glared at her. The little bitch kiss-ass, he thought.

#

Mike obediently led his wife into the bedroom. It was outfitted simply, uncluttered and basically unfurnished except for a small couch, three beanbag chairs and a single folding metal chair. As Mistress Imani had promised, there was a small closet, empty of clothes, with the door open.

Mike's eyes widened as he realized what was in store for his wife.

"Yum," said Chelsea. "Oh, yum. Yum."

Taped to the inside of the closet door was a sheet of instructions, complete with a diagram. Mike took a moment to read it and stare at the diagram. Chelsea leaned in and read alongside him, placing one arm around him and putting her other hand on his chastity tube.

Mike read the instructions twice. He stared at the diagram, almost not believing what Mistress Imani had ordered him to do. It seemed like a dream.

But after three months jointly owned, with his wife, by Mistress Imani -- and often called upon to serve her friends -- Mike knew he wasn't dreaming.

"We'd better hurry," said Chelsea. "I'd better get my clothes off."

Mike watched in growing humiliation as Chelsea quickly shucked her clothes. She lifted the tank top over her head, revealing her full, perfect tits with their firm pink nipples. She opened the last few buttons of her already half-undone shorts and wriggled out of them. She wore nothing underneath. 

When the shorts were around Chelsea's ankles, Mike stared lustfully at her naked body. He could now see her tattoo: SLAVE. Just a year ago, it had meant she was his slave. Technically, she still was. But Mistress Imani owned Mike, which meant she owned Chelsea. And that suited Chelsea just fine.

When Mistress Imani ordered Chelsea to tease and deny and hurt and humiliate Mike, Chelsea did it, and Mike's so-called "authority" over her, still technically valid per their Contract, was superseded by the fact that Imani owned him. The cruel bitch had ordered Chelsea to disregard every command that her "Daddy" gave her. When Mistress Imani told Chelsea to strap on a cock and fuck her husband as painfully as possible, spanking his sissy ass while she fucked him, she did it. In fact, Chelsea did it with relish, often inventing new and creative ways to degrade her husband, which Mistress Imani often rewarded her for. Chelsea was more than happy to obey her Mistress in every way and to "liberally interpret" her orders. The last two months had been a torturous erotic ordeal for Mike as Chelsea came into her own as a Domme and a cuckolding slutwife, ramming her cock up her husband's ass every night at Imani's command, torturing his balls, keeping him in chastity...whoring herself out every time it amused their Mistress to force Mike to watch her fuck a stranger...

Mike struggled against his own thoughts as he looked at his naked wife. He tried to blank his mind out. He couldn't indulge himself in such filthy thoughts; they'd arouse him. If he was going to make it through the next few hours with his wife in this closet, he was going to have to stop thinking about anything.

Chelsea embraced him, caressing the front of his pants. She took pleasure in teasing him. She was close enough that he could smell her skin. She'd smell a lot different, he thought, when the party was over.

"Please tie me up, Daddy?

Mike whimpered sadly, "Yes, Mistress."

#

The room may have been appointed simply, but it had taken some ingenuity to get the closet set up for its appointed task...as a glory hole booth.

The closet was the perfect size for a petite little sexual firebrand like Chelsea. Standing just five feet, Chelsea nonetheless handled the five-foot-eight Mike with ease when they wrestled, often because she fought dirty. Chelsea liked to wrestle because it reminded Mike she could take him if she needed to. Mike's bigger body mass was not of much use to him, he had always been a skinny thing. Chelsea, on the other hand, was a compact package of muscle, having always been something of an exercise addict. 

#

The closet was the perfect size for a woman of Chelsea's height and weight. Mike would almost have thought it had been custom-designed for her...but that was impossible. The house was much older than that, and the closet smelled musty, as if it had just been aired out after years of holding someone's old sneakers. What had been custom built, however, were the bolts shot the concrete-slab floor with padded black leather restraints attached by padlocks. The restraints were placed about four feet apart, so that the barefoot Chelsea was required to spread her legs wide and lean forward to reach the wrist restraints a few feet higher up on the opposite wall. 

From the high corners of the back wall, close to the ceiling, there depended a sling made of soft stretchy fabric, so that when Mike followed the directions and ran the sling underneath her, Chelsea was placed in a bent-over, spread position.

Heavy brackets had been placed underneath the wrist restraints. That way, Chelsea could rest her elbows on the arms and take the weight off her legs. She could even end her knees to lean forward a little.

With the give that the sling al afforded her she could even bend her knees and lower her body a little, leaning forward. What she could not do, however, was remove her pussy and ass from the path of the open glory hole that had been cut through the wall immediately behind her, or her face from the proximity of the one cut in front of her.

The furthest she could lean forward still put her within easy reach of someone reaching through the hole. 

There would be no escape for Chelsea...not that she wanted any. 

The little slut was dripping wet.  

Mike's wife was plainly looking forward to her glory hole ordeal with mounting excitement. 

In fact, as Mike bent down under her to secure the ankle restraints, she could not resist humiliating her husband further.

"Rub my pussy a little, will you, Daddy?"

In this humiliating position, down on his knees and securing his wife into bondage for strange men to use, Mike could not stop the twinge of degradation that raged through him in response to hearing her call him "Daddy" again. His little cock -- no, no, no, no, he thought desperately. He had to stay soft. The spikes!

He was close enough to smell her cunt and knew how wet she was.

When she repeated the request, Chelsea's tone was firmer, bordering on stern. 

"I said will you please rub my pussy a little bit, Daddy? And why don't you give it a kiss. Lick my pussy a little,' she said with relish, relishing the humiliation as she upped the ante for every moment her husband hesitated. "Lick my little hole. Fluff me for them, slave. Make sure my cunt is wet enough. They're really going to fuck me with some really big dicks, I bet. I hope that guy Maurice is the first one. Fuck, did you see that monster in his pants?


Mike whimpered and started to obey, licking his wife's cunt to fluff her for the many strangers who would fuck her minutes from now.

Every stroke of his tongue made his cock hurt, but he continued, desperately wanting her to stop. His wife's dirty talk was making his little cock stiffen in his chastity tube. He obediently planted his mouth on her pussy and started to lick her hole.

Chelsea continued tormenting Mike:

"Maurice's cock looked so fucking big... if he puts it in me, I think I might never recover. I mean, once a girl gets fucked by a monster like that..." Chelsea giggled provocatively. "Where does she go from there?" She laughed more, but this time it was not a girlish giggle. It sounded more like a witchy cackle. "Glory hole gangbang, I guess," Chelsea purred. "See? Everything works out."

Mike was licking Chelsea's cunt from behind. This position put his nose right up in her crack, a fact that Chelsea was well aware of. 

She savored it, pushing her body bac and pinning her husband's head to the wall as she bounced up and down, making him smell her butt-crack.

Mike felt the back of his head against the padded edges of the glory hole.

Chelsea pinned him there against the wall as she rocked her hips and jiggled her body up and down in the sling, testing the give of her bonds. 

Mike was practically suffocated when his wife flexed her muscled ass-cheeks, squeezing his nose till his air was cut off.

"Mmmm, stick your tongue deeper in my cunthole, Daddy. You know how I like that."

Mike obeyed, even though he knew that his wife most certainly did not "like that." What she "liked" -- because he'd put the idea in her head when he'd confessed his cuckold fantasies, and then Mistress Imani had trained her to like it -- was making Mike lick other men's cum from her pussy. She liked to make him do this sort of thing, too, "fluffing" her to get her ready. She was well aware of the effect this humiliating ritual had on her husband. In fact, she began to tease him about it.

"Is your little thing getting hard, Daddy? Is your whole four impressive inches getting nice and hard in that little tube? Poor Daddy! Remember when I was your bitch and I had to let you stick it in my hole whenever you wanted? Oh, God, Daddy...I faked so many orgasms!"

Chelsea let out a rapturous purr of pleasure.

"Well, I don't have to fake them now, baby. I have them all the time. Real ones. And the funny part is you get off on being humiliated like this. Who would have ever thought I'd learn to get so turned on telling you about what a bad lover you were, all those years when I'd stare at the ceiling while you pumped away?"

Mike moaned in humiliation. The pathetic sound made Chelsea shove her ass harder onto Mike's face.

"I said deeper, slave! Stick your tongue up there! Get me all wet for their cocks, slave!" It tormented Mike to hear Chelsea careen at will from calling him "Master" or "Daddy" and calling him "slave." He was both... but the "slave" title really predominated. After all, he was only her Master insofar as Mistress Imani allowed him to be called that. In name, he might be one thing or the other... but in practice, it was clear what Mike was.

He was a cunt-lapping, butt-sniffing fluff slave.

"God, Daddy, I cum so hard, now! Whenever we visit Mistress Imani... or one of her friends... I get off so hard I scream! Did you know I was a screamer, Daddy? Now you do. What you're hearing are real fuckin' orgasms, slave. I never thought I could have them like that... but I cum like a little bitch nowadays, don't I?"

That much was true, at least, and it made Mike whimper in his deepening humiliation.

Since they had come under Mistress Imani's ownership, Mike had learned to tell the difference between his wife's faked orgasms and her real ones. He'd accepted the sad truth that Chelsea wasn't just teasing him when she said things like this; she really had faked with some frequency in the old days. 

It was intensely degrading for Mike to know that, but what could she expect? He'd been her "Daddy" because he wanted to be dominant; he wanted to have a slave. It had become clearer and clearer with every passing month of their marriage that Mike was not equipped to top a willful firebrand brat like Chelsea. As it did, it became clearer -- first to Mike, and eventually to Chelsea -- that what he really wanted was to actually be a slave. Once his secret meetings with Mistress Imani started, Mike found himself helpless to stop his slide into humiliated sexual slavery. By the time Chelsea found out about his affair, about his secretly wearing panties, about the huge dildos he fucked up his ass when she wasn't around, Chelsea was ready to give up her own pledge to Mike and seize the reins of control in their marriage.

But it turned out she didn't need to. Mistress Imani now held control over them both...and she gave total control of Chelsea to her pathetic "Daddy."

Mike's cock throbbed in pain as Chelsea teased him with words and her pussy. She pushed back and forced the back of his head rhythmically against the padded edge of the glory hole, alternately suffocating him and leaning forward just enough to let him breathe. When she finally relented and let him stop licking, Chelsea was even wetter than before. There was little she loved lately more than abusing her husband.

#

The construction of the glory hole booth made a comfortable saddle for Chelsea to occupy while she got fucked. The restraints at her ankles held her legs wide open, her pussy and asshole directly at the entrance to the glory hole. 

She could lean forward, stretching the sling that supported her hips, or she could put her weight on her bare feet and stand on the concrete slab floor. She could also rhythmically pump herself forward and back, as she did when she made her husband lick her and rode his face. Mike had no doubt that Chelsea would be making liberal use of that mobility to fuck herself onto some very large cocks. 

Her upper body was mostly unsecured, but she could lean on the bracketed cushy arms that jutted out of the wall. This gave her upper body more support when she needed it -- but, importantly, left her tits free. That was important because the front panel of the closet did not just have one hole. There were a total of five, with one hole in the closet door, draped in black fabric -- with the hole placed strategically close to Chelsea's hanging left breast. In the back wall of the closet, another black-draped hole was close to her right. Men could reach in and feel her as they wished. In her front, three holes faced her. One was directly in front of her mouth, and her collar was chained to it, so she couldn’t really get away.

Each thrust back onto her husband's face had rattled his collar chain.

Mike tried not to think of it as a "leash," which only made his little cock swell painfully all over again. The wrist restraints also had a little give, just enough that Chelsea would be able to give a handjob to any of the cocks that were shoved through the holes right in front of her armrests.

"Before you go, close the door, Daddy," she said. "I wanna see how dark it gets."

Mike obeyed, closing the door.

The closet was not really big enough for two people; he was forced to stand awkwardly against the door.  

It was completely dark. Mike didn't know what was going on on the other side of the holes.

He could smell his wife's body in the close, tight closet, and it did things to him. 

"Oooh," I like it, purred Chelsea. I hope Maurice sends some of his friends in, soon. Would you go tell your new Daddy I'm ready/"

Mike squeaked in pain as his cock swelled to hear that term "Daddy" on his wife's pretty lips, in reference to Maurice -- his Daddy, at least for the night.

He opened the closet door and discovered that Maurice was standing there, still wearing nothing but his shorts and his running shoes. His broad chest was huge and muscled.

Maurice did not look happy. His arms were folded across his chest. 

"What the fuck?" he said. "What's taking you so long, bitch? 

"S-s-sorry, Sir. She's ready now."

Ignoring the insult to her husband, Chelsea cried flirtatiously, "Hi there, Sir! I think I’m ready to play..."

Maurice frowned and ignored her. He said to Mike, "Get that goddamn door closed!" Mike obeyed, and realized there was a hasp on the outside. Maurice had a padlock clutched in his hand; he fitted it through the hasp and shut it. 

"Your wife's locked in now, salve. She doesn't get out until everyone's finished with her.  Maurice reached through the hole in the door. Mike heard Chelsea squeal inside the booth. 

"Go around and see if the holes line up properly."

Mike gulped as he watched Maurice playing with his wife's tits. "They do, Sir."

"Don't give me that!" he said. "Go see for yourself from the outside! Stick something in her."

"But I--" Mike looked down shamefully at his crotch, which showed a noticeable bulge. It wasn't from his partial erection; the hard plastic of his padlocked chastity tube made the distended bulge in his khakis. 

"I can't," he said. 

Maurice said, "Did I ask you that? Figure something out. Grab a cucumber in the kitchen."

"Yes, Daddy," Mike said, feeling his balls throb as he used the honorific. He could see Maurice's cock stiffening slightly in his shorts as the big black man felt up Chelsea's boobs.

Chelsea giggled and moaned far more demonstrably than was probably necessary, no matter how hard Maurice was pinching her nips. Mike knew his wife had very sensitive nipples and loved to have them pinched, but that's not why she was making so much noise. She was trying to entice Maurice to stick his dick through the hole -- preferably ones in the front or the back of her, or all of them in turn.

Maurice did not, however. He sent Mike around to test the holes in the back.

#

Mike stopped in the kitchen to see Mistress Imani cutting up vegetables for dip. There were already guests here -- big black guys out on the deck, where the barbecue was running. Mistress Imani was the only female there, so far, and it disturbed Mike a little to see her doing such a domestic task.

"I need a...cucumber," he said.  "Mistress."

Without looking up at him, Mistress Imani held out a giant cuke, the size of an eggplant. 

Mike stammered, "Um, I think she'd be better with a s-smaller--um, smaller cucumber... Mistress?"

Imani laughed. "It's not too big," she said. "Stick it in her. Trust me. Once you tell me she's ready, I'll start sending guys in. Her back two holes are down that little hallway...her front ones are on the front porch.

#

Chelsea's rear-end glory hole opened onto a little alcove cut in the hallway. A red velveteen curtain had been placed across the alcove.

When Mike drew the curtain back, there was his wife's pussy, undulating as Maurice played with her tits. 

Mike closed the curtain behind him. He dropped down and positioned the cucumber at the entrance. He reached through the hole and spread Chelsea's pussy lips with his fingers, exposing the dripping slit he'd just gotten so ready by licking. 

Chelsea eagerly pushed back against the hole. 

Mike figured if she didn't go slow; why should he?

He rammed the cold cucumber home, shoving it as far as it would go in his wife.

Chelsea let out a squeal at the hardness and coldness of the big cucumber.

She howled, "What the fuck!" so loud that everyone in the neighborhood must have heard.

Red-faced, Mike withdrew the cucumber, which glistened with her juices. 

He exited the alcove.

More had started showing up. There was already a line.

"Our entertainment ready?" asked one of the guys, rubbing the front of his loose sweat pants. He was black, of course, and big, if a little bit lanky. Mike could see the outline of the man's half-erect cock through his sweat pants.

"Yes, Sir," said Mike. 

As the stranger entered the alcove and pulled down his sweats, his hardening dick popped free. As Mike went around to check Chelsea's front end, he heard his wife squeal.

The stranger was fucking her bareback.

The hole at Chelsea's front end opened onto another alcove, this one with three small partitions -- almost like a voting booth, or a urinal stall.

Mike thought nervously that the big, beefy black and mixed-race guys he saw lining up all the way down the hall would never fit into those sad little alcoves. Maybe that's why there were so many lined up at the back end.

But many more guests were still arriving, and Chelsea's front end was going to be well-used. After Mike slid the cucumber through the front hole and his wife eagerly licked off her juices, he realized that there were even more guys coming in to use Chelsea's mouth and hands than there were lining up to fuck her anonymous pussy.

Chelsea was going to service a lot of hard cocks with both ends before she was finished for the night.

And the night would go on a long time.

#

Mike came around back and saw the first guy leaving the alcove at Chelsea's rear. The stranger was zipping up; he'd already finished fucking Chelsea. Mike caught a glimpse of Chelsea's smooth-shaved pussy up against the hole; it was stretched open and fucked wide -- far wider than even the remarkably big cucumber could have made it. What's more, from the glimpse he got, Chelsea's pussy was glazed with white liquid. The stranger who'd used her had shot his load up inside her.

Mike knew he'd be licking that load out later....along with many others. Mistress Imani always insisted that he eat Chelsea out after another man fucked her.

Mike's dick stiffened with agonizing pain as he thought about that.

As the next guy took his place at Chelsea's back hole, Mike felt increasingly desperate -- both turned on and horrified. How had he let things come this far?

Mike already knew the answer. 

It was because he had always wanted this. He just never dreamed that Chelsea would want it, too. Mike had fantasized for years about making Chelsea a complete and total whore for black cock. In his wildest dreams, he'd never dared fantasize that she'd want to go even further than he would!

But here she was... slung up in a closet in bondage, with her holes ready for any of Maurice's friends with the small change to use her.

The next guy stuck his dick in. He was a really huge black guy with a very, very big dick. Through the thin plaster walls of the closet, Mike heard a shriek of surprise as the newest black stranger began to thrust deep into Chelsea's already well-stretched cunt. He was even bigger than Chelsea was used to.

But Chelsea's surprise didn't last long.

Within just a few seconds, Chelsea had acclimated herself to the size of the new stranger fucking her bareback.

Before half a minute had passed, Mike could hear his wife's cries of pleasure as she thrust herself against the glory hole, impaling herself rhythmically.

It didn't take long for Chelsea to reach her peak. Even above the pounding beat of the music, Chelsea's howls mounted to a volume that was impossible to miss. She was cumming.

A moment later, even those cries of pleasure were silenced by the telltale gulping and slurping sounds that told Mike someone had just stuck a new dick in her mouth.

Mike went around to the front of the house. There, three guys were walking away, zipping up. A new man was at Chelsea's mouth-hole. Four big black guys were shrugging at each other. They all seemed noncommittal. They were deciding which two of them would be the next ones to shove their hands through the holes to get hand jobs from Mike's wife.

It didn't take long for them to decide; soon, two guys had taken their places, and Chelsea was doing her best with her mouth and her hands -- not to mention her pussy.

Mike watched for long, torturous minutes as Maurice's friends used his wife.

How many night had he jerked off imagining scenes just like this -- never believing that they would happen?

But Chelsea was a different woman than she had been when this started. Mistress Imani had changed her.

"Oh, yeah," grunted the guy fucking Chelsea's mouth-hole. "Gulp that dick down. She's fuckin' horny as hell! Nice tight throat on her. Somebody trained this bitch good..."

Feeling dizzy and sick, Mike went out back to find the cooler and get himself a beer. It was going to be a long party.

Both lines stretched around the house... and men were still showing up.

It would be a very long party...
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