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Wanna Watch? by CC Young

I'm kicking back at home when I hear my phone buzz. I've received a text. It's Kendra.

It says, "Do u want to see me get tied up & fucked?"

In the first second after I read it, I've got a boner. I feel dizzy. I think it's 'cause all of the blood in my body rushes right to my dick.

I text Kendra back. "You know I do," I tell her. 

Kendra texts me:

"This guy I know is gonna do it! Tie me n fuk me I mean LOL"

"I'm pretty drunk, but he's so fuckin' hot."

"He's totally into bondage."

"OMG u have to see his place."

"So much lether!!!"

"Bondge bed and everything!!"

"He wants 2 tie me n fuck me. He says u can come ovr"

"but there's 1 cond."

My head spins.

Kendra and I aren't exclusive; yeah, we're boyfriend and girlfriend, and pretty damned serious. I'm in love with her, no doubt about it. But from the start, she told  me she'd keep on seeing other guys. I guess I could do the same, you know -- with girls, I mean -- if I was more of a player. But mostly, I just like to think about Kendra with some of the other guys she sees. Sometimes, she tells me stories. I've asked her to let me watch, some time, if it feels right. She's said she will, if she ever finds the right guy.

I've got a big fuckin' cuckold fetish. I love that my girlfriend fucks around on me. Even though it isn't fucking around, because... Well, on our first date, she told me she'd do it. And I was completely and totally into that. Am, I mean. Maybe more than ever, now that we're getting so serious. Hell, definitely more than ever, since we've been doing all that Femdom stuff. She's been getting so into it... and I guess maybe I think that the things she's been doing with me make her more into fucking around with other guys. I don't know if that's real or just my imagination... but I'll admit, it's fuckin' hot.

I just wish that she'd let me watch. 

I know I'll fuckin' do anything to get her to let me do that. I don't care who the guy is. Anyone. Everyone. It makes my dick hard just thinking about it.

I want it so bad, I can't think straight. 

I text her back: "Anything."

She texts me: "He sez u have 2 fluff."

There's a long second where I'm staring at that and feeling my dick throb, my head spin, my stomach swirl crazily.

Kendra texts me: "LOL!"

I don’t know what to do. I type: "Um."

She texts me a sad face.

I text her back, "r u serious?"

She says: "Yeah. He sez u have 2. If u wanna watch."

I take a deep breath. "Can I think about it?" I text her?

"No way," she texts me. "I'm so fukn horny. He's doing it right now. Like RIGHT now. But we're pretty close. Pine and 7th????"

Holy fuck, that's right around the corner. As in, walking distance. Like a ten-minute walk.

I've had a couple of hits and a couple of beers and a shot or two earlier. I'm slightly drunk and a little bit high. 

I type to Kendra, "u kno im not gay rite?"

Kendra types back, "LOL!!!!"

My face reddens as she goes on: "That's why it's hot 4 me."

Then, again: "Prolly why it's hot 4 him 2. LOL! His name's Jorell. He's black. LOL I know u like that!"

Oh, fuck. I don't know what to do, but my first impulse is to take my dick right out of my sweat pants and--

Kendra texts: "Hez got a rally big dik. I know u like that 2."

More: "And all of this bondage stuf."

"And this fuckn hot bondage bed hes gonna tie me 2."

I feel woozy.

"Im so fukn wet," Kendra texts me. "Please, baby? Just suk his big dik a little..."

I move like I’m in some kind of trance.

I'm out the door, thumbs tapping away, before I even know I'm doing it. The door slams behind me. Fuck, did I even lock it? Did I bring my keys?

My thumbs fly across the screen as I race down the stairs and start walking. My big fuckin' boner is bulging my sweats. My face reddens as I walk, but I barely care if anyone sees that I've got an erection.

Kendra knows how my brain works. She knows what a hot, sick little pervert I am. She loves it. That's why she does stuff like this.

Well, it's part of why. 

The rest is that she loves dick. She's a kinky, hot slut herself. This is a typical Saturday for her, and I'm not exaggerating.

She just usually doesn't invite me along.

I type: "I'm on my way, Mistress."

Kendra types back: "LOL!" 

Then there's a happy face.

She gives me Jorell's address, tells me the door to the building will be open; same with the door to Jorell's apartment, #7. It's on the second floor. Kendra says I should just come in and come up and...

"I'll prolly be tied up by the time u get here," she texts me. "LOL!"

That part damn near makes me blow my load right there on the street, in my sweats.

I'm glad I don't. I don't want to waste it yet.

###

I'm winded and sweaty by the time I make it to Jorell's building. It's a converted warehouse, turned into lofts. The address is clearly marked so I know it's the right place. There's a brick shoved in the door, propping it open. I kick the brick out of the way and race up the stairs to the second floor.

For a brief second as I rush, panting, down the big, open hallway, I want to change my mind. I want to turn and flee, run back to my place, get stoned, jerk off thinking about what my girlfriend is doing.

I don't, though.

I just take a deep breath and find the big door that says #7. 

The deadbolt's shot. The door's propped open. 

When I push it open, it creaks. From inside, I hear a swish, then a crack. I hear a muffled groan, whimper, moan, something like that. One more swish, harder. Faster. The crack of leather-on-flesh.

Kendra's tied up by the time I get in, all right -- tied to the "bondage bed" she told me about. Jorell is still dressed, but Kendra is naked. He's got my girlfriend in sort of a face-down, ass-up position, her legs and torso bound in a rope harness, her ass way up and her face way down, her mouth stuffed with a ball gag. She's wearing a heavy black leather slave collar, padlocked.

Her blonde hair is pulled back into a tight pony tail. Her legs are spread, her shaved pussy exposed. She's got stripes on the backs of her thighs -- hot red ones, presumably from the big flogger that Jorell is holding.

He sees me enter. The door swings shut behind me. I guess I opened the deadbolt when I turned the handle.

He turns toward me. I stand there mutely, wide-eyed and brain-damaged.

It takes me several long seconds to even take in what I'm seeing.

This guy is huge. He's at least six-two, six-three, with broad shoulders, big pecs, big biceps and even bigger boots. He's wearing jeans and a sports shirt -- "date attire." Other than the boots, he's dressed pretty normally.

Across the floor of his loft, I see whispers of Kendra's clothes, discarded carelessly. There isn't much to any one item. Add them all up and it's probably a few square inches of fabric at the most. She dressed for this date, all right. She dressed like she wanted -- badly -- to go and get fucked.

There's that hot fuckin' skirt that makes me rock-hard constantly whenever she wears it. Just a tight, narrow slip of a thing, fuchsia with white floral print. There's her tight yellow sweater -- so tight and skimpy that it shows off her navel ring when she wears it. It looks especially good with the push-up bra I see there, too, on the floor, in the trail from front door to bondage bed. This push-up bra is a nice model; it gives Kendra cleavage to drool over. Kendra's still wearing her shoes -- black patent pumps with high heels. Totally slut-shoes. Fuck-me pumps, she calls them. 

No, panties, though. Kendra went out on this date without wearing them. That would be slightly less hot and a little less slutty if she hadn't worn that arrestingly tiny, tight mini-skirt.

Did she bend over for Jorell, I wonder? Did she "accidentally" flash him? Did she show him that she'd shaved her pussy just for him?

Jorell says, "So you're the husband?"

Husband? Shit, I guess I like that. I guess maybe she shorthanded "boyfriend" when she found out this guy was dominant. Or I guess maybe she already knew. Or is this Kendra's perverted way of proposing?

I don't care. I'm not going to say "no" to a damn thing this guy asks me tonight. I guess maybe I didn't quite realize just how drunk and high I am. From the scent of pot in the air, I get the sense Kendra's pretty high, too. She was already drunk when she texted me. And I can smell liquor, a lingering scent under Kendra's most provocative perfume. It's the perfume she wears when she plans to have sex with me -- kinky sex, especially. The kinkier it's going to be, the more she puts on.

She's wearing lots of it. But there's lots of liquor, too. And lots of pot smoke. Jorell looks pretty straight, so... I guess it's my girlfriend's who's drunk, stoned and... I fucking lose it.

I say, "Yeah. I'm..." I don't know who I am. I don't know what I am. Husband, boyfriend, fuckbuddy, polyamorous partner... All I know is, Kendra's been fucking my ass with her fingers for almost a year now, with a strap-on for more than six months, and fucking men other than me the whole time we've been seeing each other. I jack off constantly to stories and pictures and videos of shit exactly like that.

Why the fuck don't I know what to do?

I say awkwardly, "Yeah, Sir, I'm... I'm Kendra's husband. Craig. My name's Craig."

I put out my hand like he's going to shake it.

He doesn't. He smiles at me cruelly.

He says, "You're not too bad. She told you what I want, if you're going to watch?"

I nod numbly. I take a deep breath of pot smoke. I see Kendra's bright blue eyes flickering under the heavy load of mascara she's wearing. Spider-webbed red, those baby-blues have never been more gorgeous to me.

"Yes," I say. "Yes, Sir. She told me."

Jorell says, "Get naked."

"Um," I begin. I don't know what I’m going to say; it's just... Things are moving so fast. I've never sucked dick before. I've never wanted to suck dick before. Sure, in a story, a video, one of those role-plays that Kendra and I do, where she's got the strap-on and I'm, like, her wife's bitch, or whatever...but in real life? I never thought--

Jorell raises his whip hand. He points the huge flogger at me.

"I said, get naked!"

I see the fire in Kendra's eyes as Jorell's hard voice echoes through the big loft.

I start to strip.

#

I'm not wearing underwear. Just the sweats, sneakers, a T-shirt, a sweatshirt. I kick off the sneakers and socks, unzip the sweatshirt. I pull down my sweat pants and my dick just bounces out, shamelessly hard, seeming little compared to the giant whip Jorell is pointing at me... let alone what those pants must be packing.

I get all confused when Jorell's dark eyes slide down my body and linger on my hard little dick. I've only got my sweat pants halfway down when I start to pull off my T-shirt. I'm still kicking the sweat pants off when Jorell starts to unzip his jeans.

"On your knees," he says. "Crawl to me."

He takes his dick out. It's huge. He's already hard. He sure as hell doesn't need a "fluff."

But I crawl to him anyway. Like I said, I've never wanted to do this, but... Here I am. Here he is.

I've got his dick in my mouth before I know it. It tastes bizarre, unfamiliar. But something about it makes me feel like I know exactly what to do.

I mean, I've had one of these things my whole life, right? So I should just... Do to him what I like Kendra -- or any girl -- to do to me.

So I do. I work the tongue back and forth across his glans as I bob my head up and down, sucking and drooling. I feel Jorell's big hand on the back of my head while I suck him.

His other hand still holds the flogger. It whistles down. He whips my ass.

There's a sharp crack as it makes contact. I squirm and surge forward; his hand tightens at the back of my head.

"That's for not getting here fast enough," Jorell says as I bob up and down eagerly on his dick.

The whip descends again. My ass is up, almost instinctively presented for him. This time, he whips my ass even harder.

"That's for not stripping before you came in here. Swallow it!"

I don't know what he means, at first, but two more swift strokes of the flogger drive the point home to me. 

"Swallow it!" he growls.

He wants me to deep-throat.

Kendra and I talked about this, once, because she says she does it every time. She says, "It really blows a guy's mind when you're just going down on him and you just open wide and take it all down. Assuming he's big enough, naturally. It's really easy once you get used to it. You just take a deep breath, and swallow as you push it down..."

Hearing my girlfriend talk like that always makes my dick hard as a rock. Sometimes I've jacked off just thinking about Kendra talking like that -- talking dirty technique, how she sucks other guys, what positions she likes.

But with someone like Jorell, it doesn't turn out to be quite as easy as Kendra made it sound. I choke, gag and drool on his cock the first few times I try it. He whips me each time. Pretty soon, my ass is red and stinging. That only fuels me to try even harder.

I can see Kendra, bound and ball-gagged, watching me. I've got a delicious view of her face and her pussy. Both are wet, shiny, glistening. She's been drooling around the ball gag. Her pussy's been dripping like crazy.

Her eyes follow every move I make, and every move Jorell makes. She's going crazy just watching us.

I finally get Jorell's cock down my throat. When my lips are around his base, he holds me down for a few seconds, his hand on the back of his head.

Then he lets me up for air. I gasp. I drool.

He grins at me. 

He grabs me.

He pushes me over to Kendra. She's been tied right on the edge of the bondage bed, so a tall guy like Jorell can stand there and fuck her without getting onto the bed.

"Put it in her," he tells me.

I take hold of Jorell's big cock and guide the head up to my girlfriend's wet pussy. I work his cockhead up and down in her slit, feeling my cock throb with how wet she is.

Jorell does not push it right in -- he takes his time, letting me work her open for him.

Kendra likes quickies. When she and I fuck, there's no need for foreplay if she doesn't feel like it. Sometimes, without warning, she just climbs onto me or sits in my lap, facing me, pulls out my cock and sees how fast she can get me hard, doing nothing but rubbing her tits in my face. There's never any need to worry about getting her wet enough to fit my dick in her.

With Jorell, it was another matter.

Kendra is petite, but she's real experienced. But I don't think any amount of experience makes a dick as big as Jorell's go in nice and easy.

Kendra squeals like a bitch when Jorell finally pushes forward and penetrates her, his dickhead popping into her tight, tiny pussy. I feel his shaft sliding through my fingers, pussy-juice and spit slicking everything up. I hear myself moaning softly. 

Jorell doesn't pull my hand away. He lets me hold it while he starts to fuck Kendra's pussy.

It doesn't take long for Kendra to have her first orgasm. I know what my girlfriend sounds like when she's cumming -- and Kendra, let me reassure you, does not ever fake it.

I know she's not faking it out. She screams like crazy behind that ball gag. What's more, my hand is right there. I can feel her pussy-lips clenching and spasming as Jorell starts to fuck deeper, stretching her out, pinning my hand between his body and Kendra's cunt.

She cums for a long time -- like, a really long time. I don't ever think I've heard her scream that loud. If she had not been ball-gagged, there would have been noise complaints. From the next county.

Her second comes just a few minutes later. By then, I've taken my hand off Jorell's cock, and I just kneel there, naked and watching in awe. Kendra is squirming like crazy against the bonds, like she's struggling... Except I know she isn't trying to get away.

After a long time -- fifteen, twenty, twenty-five minutes, I don't know -- Jorell pulls out most of the way. He lets the head rest inside Kendra, right up in her tight cunt.

"Hand!" he barks at me.

I can't believe I really do this... But there I am, doing it. I reach up, take Jorell's cock, and... I start to jack him off.

Kendra moans as she unloads in him. It feels so good that my eyes roll back in my head. I feel every hot pulse of his jizz, up inside her. He blasts out what feels like a gallon.

When he's good and finished cumming in Kendra, he pushes my hand away, pulls back and pops his cock out.

Next thing I know, Jorell's hand's on the back of my head again... And he's pushing my face up between Kendra's legs.

I start licking.

His cum pours out of her tight hole... Maybe not "pours" at first; it just starts as a drizzle. But it doesn't take long. Before a few minutes have passed, I can taste Jorell's cum more than I taste Kendra's pussy.

Meanwhile, Jorell has left, hit the can, hit the fridge. I hear the flush of a toilet, the hiss of a beer being opened. He's drinking the latter when he comes back and watches me for a while. I just go right on eating my girlfriend's soiled pussy.

He says, "You may jerk off if you wish, slave. Keep licking, though."

Slave? Holy shit, that is so fuckin' weird... Hearing that from the lips of another guy. But I take him up on it... And yeah, I keep licking. I follow his orders. I'll do anything that he wants.

I moan as I squirt on the floor. I kneel there, panting. 

Jorell watches me jack off dispassionately, drinking the rest of his beer.

When I've finished, he says, "All right, slave. You can get dressed and go. Get dressed, first, I recommend. I'll send you home for her later. Maybe tomorrow. I'll let her text you if she's staying all night." 

I stare at him. He says, "What are you waiting for?"

I look at Kendra. Her eyes are sparkling. She's still got the ball gag in, but if she didn't, I know she'd be smiling.

"Get dressed and get lost, slave," Jorell tells me.

I tell him, "Yes, Sir," and crawl for my clothes.


"Home from My Date" first appeared in Easy as Pie. Deception Press, 2014. Copyright © 2014 by the authors. Used by permission of the authors. All rights reserved. 

Home from My Date by Meredith Marshall

In the back of the cab, I take a selfie. I'm surprised at how hot I look -- especially my dirty face. The gooey globs dripping from my chin are sexy in such a weird way. It fuels my excitement; I push things further. I spread my legs, lift up my skirt and spread my legs. I take a picture with the flash. The cab driver glances back at me, annoyed. I run my fingers up and down my wet slit, feeling how smooth and swollen my lips are. My pussy feels raw and wet, dripping. The guy I met tonight really fucked the hell out of me. He came inside me three times, and I barely even asked his name. Rashid. It was Rashid. I'll remember that, but I don't really care. What mattered was the sex...and the fact that he was a stranger. I've never experienced such a thrill before.

But he won't be a stranger the next time he fucks me. He said he wouldn’t mind "meeting up" again. And we both know what that means. Rashid is my new boyfriend. His name may not have mattered tonight, but it'll matter the next time I spread my legs for him. It'll matter when I howl it again as he makes me cum harder than ever.

So that's why I call up the place where he typed his phone number into my phone. I select ADD NEW CONTACT. I add it. Rashid. He'll be getting some interesting pictures tonight, just like someone else I know.

In the meantime, though, I enjoy them myself. I flip back and forth between the two pictures on the little screen: my pussy, my face. Dripping cum, both of them. To my surprise, the second picture, the close-up of my sex, is pretty clear. It's washed-out from the flash, but the stranger's cum looks almost phosphorescent. The outline of dripping cum can be seen down my thigh. Big gobs of it are welling up on my smooth, swollen lips. Embarrassed. I run my fingers over it, mopping up the obvious wetness. I slip my fingers into my mouth. I taste myself, mingled with the stranger's thick, pungent, musky cum. It sends a ripple of pleasure through me.

I leave cummy fingerprints on my touchscreen as I send the stranger both pictures. Then I leave a few more smears and text them both to Mike.

I don't know which makes me feel naughtier, dirtier. I just know that after I've pressed "SEND" and I have a chance to reconsider, a ripple of pleasure and guilt goes through me. I shouldn’t be doing things like this. I shouldn't be taking dirty pictures. Let alone taking dirty close-ups of my cum-gushing pussy and my jizz-dripping face, showing off to my husband while another man's cum drips off of me. I'm a bad girl for getting turned on by this.

Quickly, trying not to think about it too much, I take another bold action. I send the pictures to Rashid to show him how he's marked me like an animal. Then I send them to Mike so my perverted husband could see how another man's soiled his wife.

And I do feel soiled. In such a delicious way. I've been soiled the way Mike's always fantasized I would be...by another man's cock, a big black man's cock, hard and raw and bareback as he dominated me. And I captured my filthy behavior, or at least the aftermath, for posterity. Hell, I could post it online if I wanted. It could go in my next personal ad...and with how good I feel now that a stranger has possessed me, I'm pretty sure there's going to be a next one. Maybe it'll have a few "personal" shots, if you know what I mean.

That's flat-out dirty. And I know that Mike is rock hard at this moment, drooling over the picture. He's never been happier; I know that. I've made him happy.

I give the driver a big tip as I get out of the cab. I feel the slimy wetness between my legs as I walk the path to the front door. These high heels make it hard to walk. With my skirt this short, I feel like I'm flashing the whole fucking neighborhood. I did when I left the house, but I wasn't as drunk then. Of course, I also wasn't dripping cum.

I look at the picture again as I hear the cab driving away. I near the front door. The picture glows in the darkness between the roadside and the porch light. 

Mike hears me coming. He opens the door for me. The entryway's dark, but I see that he's wearing his black silk robe. His phone glows in his hand. His face is blank as he looks at me. I don't know what he's thinking. I don't know what I was thinking. Did I go too far? Have I pushed the limits past what Mike will accept?

My face turns seven shaves of red as Mike looks at me in the glare of the porch light. He sees what a frightful mess I am. The guy I met fucked me hard. He fucked me every which way...six ways to Sunday. He fucked my face. He fucked my tits. He stripped me naked and spanked me. He left my long blonde hair tangled and tattered. He even left my face dripping, telling me not to wipe it away. "Save it for your husband," he told me. 

I did save it for Mike. It's ready for him. I can feel the cooling globs of cum on my chin. My dress is half-ripped, hanging limply off of me with the zipper broken. My tits hang out of it. My bra is gone; so are my panties. I'm wearing nothing but the dress, the high heels...and a stranger's cum. 

I ask Mike: "Have you been a good boy, slave?"

To my surprise, Mike pulls his black silk robe open -- right there in the open doorway. It's a shortie; I can see his legs are shaved smooth for me, just like I told him I wanted. But I don't expect to find him in panties, his cock standing rock-hard and ready for me. His chest is smooth, too, his hard flesh silken and soft near the thick silver rings I ordered put through his nipples.

That's kinda hot. I didn't tell him to wear panties or shave his chest. My husband's anticipating my needs. I like that. Or maybe he's just a sick pervert. I like that even better.

I smile. I come in and kiss him. He recoils. He gulps, ashamed. I can see how submissive he feels. He fades back into the darkness of the entryway.

My hand finds his cock, gripping it tightly through his panties. I pull him toward me.

"No, slave," I tell him. "Kiss me right here, where the neighbors can see you. Taste his cock, now."

Mike says softly, "yes, Mistress." He lets me kiss him.

His lips feel full and waxy. I realize he's wearing lipstick; I just couldn't see it in the yellow porch light. I think he's also got eyeliner on, maybe even mascara for me. It's inexpertly applied, but it still turns me on. 

I dig my fingernails into his cock and pull him harder against me. I shove my tongue in his mouth.

He whimpers softly, tasting the stranger's cock. I thrust my tongue in. I make him taste it more. Then I reach up and grab his hair. I'm so glad he still has a full head; there's nothing I love more than running my fingers through it.

I grip it tightly and tip my head back. I press his lips to my cummy chin.

"Lick it off," I order him. "Lick your bitch clean...like a dog."

Mike whimpers. He obeys. His tongue is hard and reluctant, at first, but it softens. I feel him lapping Rashid's slimy jizz off my chin. I feel a charge as he tastes it and responds with a tensing of his cock. I dig my fingernails into it and push him back into the darkness of the entryway. 

I pull down my dress. It's half-off me already; with no bra, my tits are almost three-quarters exposed. With a heavy hand, I guide Mike's slurping mouth down to my tits. There's some cum down there, too, from when Rashid came on my face. It ran everywhere.

Mike licks it up. He moans softly. I feel his cock tightening with pleasure.

"Like it?" I ask him with a mocking tone.

He nods. He says, "Yes, Mistress."

"There's more where that came from," I laugh. "Down, boy."

He hits hard, first on his knees and then, as I shove him, onto his back. His big body sprawls on the cold hardwood of the entryway. I drop down on him, looking into his eyes in what little light I have. The whole house is dark, but a whisper of moonlight scrapes across his painted face as I land on top of him. There are pillows there on the little settee in the entryway -- silk ones, expensive. I reach out and grab a couple. I shove them under him.

I incline Mike's head to the perfect angle. I don't even bother removing my dress, at first. I just sit down on him.

Mike makes a desperate little grunting, gasping sound as I force his mouth open and push my wet cunt onto him.

"Lick, boy," I order him. He obeys. His tongue slips out and into my pussy. My eyes roll back. I'm intensely sensitive. After the treatment my new boyfriend gave me, I almost can't handle this. But it's Mike who seems far more uncomfortable, every muscle in his body tight as his back arches under me.

I come down on him, harder, rocking my hips as his mouth opens wide for my cunt. I ride his tongue with increasing force, squeezing my muscles. I feel the fluid leaking from deep inside me. It runs down into Mike's warm, wet mouth as his tongue continues licking. I breathe harder. I'm starting to like it.

My dress is so torn, I don't bother with the zipper. I just pull it off, over my head. The fabric smells filthy. I toss it across the room. Naked except for my heels, I bounce myself firmly on Mike's face. I pinch his nose, almost smothering him. He licks deeper in response, coaxing more jizz from inside me. It pours into him, lots of it, rivers of cum leaking out. Every stroke of Mike's tongue brings a vivid memory of one of Rashid's strokes inside me, his naked cock fucking me deeper than Mike ever could....or ever would again.

I tell him: "That's what a real man tastes like."

"Yes, Mistress," he says when I let him get air. Then I'm down again, pinching his nose, almost choking him, riding his face hard. I can feel the flow really starting up; he's tasting everything, now. It seems to affect him once he realizes just how much cum he's going to be eating to night. He had no idea how far I would go.

Now he does.

I let him get me off once without ever letting him take a break. It's not too easy in that position, but oh so worth it. After that, I know I'm a hopeless case; Rashid wrung me out like a cumrag. If I cum again, it'll be a miracle. But that doesn't meant Mike will get off easy.

I lift my leg, swing it over, reverse my stance. I adjust the pillows to make sure Mike's face is properly positioned.

Then is settle down on him again, this time with his nose pushed up into my crack. I ride him hard, making him smell my ass even as I make him taste my pussy and Rashid's ripe cum.

When he's had plenty of that for a while, I lean my body forward. I reach down his body. I pull down his panties. His cock pops out, hard, willing and able. I lower my mouth to it, letting him feel my warm breath. His tongue works more eagerly into me. I bring my lips closer to his hard cock.

"Oh, you want this, don't you?" I tease him. "I bet you really want a blowjob! I bet you need one. You were a good girl all night, wearing your panties, touching your cock but never letting yourself cum while a stranger fucked my brains out, weren't you?"

He makes a grunting sound: "Yes, Mistress," muffled by the relentless pressure of my sex.

"Well," I purr. "Here's what you get, baby. Here's what you get for being a good girl."

I my fingernails rake over his cock while I grab his balls with my other hand. I dig my teeth into his cockhead, tightening my thighs mercilessly as I do. Mike tries to cry out, but I smother him hard as I torture his cock and his balls. I start to jack him off, painfully, working my fingernails over his shaft as I ride his face viciously. Of course, I never bite him or scratch him enough to break skin, but does that really matter? I'd learned how to hurt him as bad as a man can be hurt...

...and still make him cum.

Mike has been saving it for me. That much is clear. He blows his load easily, jetting it over my tits in warm, comforting streams. I rub it into my tits with one hand, using the other to keep jacking Mike past the point where it's painful. I feel him writhing under me, his cries of discomfort smothered by the weight of my cunt.

"What a good girl," I tell him. "Suffering for Mistress while a big, black stranger fucks me..."

I finally relent, lifting myself off of him. On my hands and knees, now, I poise over him, bringing my tits to his face.

I dip down over him, pushing my tits together and almost smothering him. I make a show of licking my fingers as I do.

"Which one tastes better, your cum or his cum?" I ask him, licking his cum off my fingers. "I think it's his cum, but what's your opinion? I want to know, because you're going to be a real expert..."

Mike doesn't answer me, but I feel his tongue lapping obediently at the creamy seed he's sprayed across my tits. His tongue works eagerly over my flesh. When I dip my nipple down into his mouth, he does marvelous things with it.

"Yeah," I say as Mike sucks my tits. "You're going to be a real expert at how good cum tastes...since I can tell you like it so much..."

Mike says, "Yes, Mistress."

I sit on his face some more, and find out how much he's learning to like it.
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Knee Pads by Corey Sawyer

Peyton makes me wear knee pads when her boyfriend Cordell comes over.

Cordell is a big, handsome black man with a huge cock. He and Peyton have been together for six months; they're not monogamous, but they're certainly what I would call "serious." And that's putting it mildly.

If I ever had any doubt, Cordell makes it obvious what my wife really values in a man. She loves black men; she really loves well-hung men; and she really loves huge, muscular, well-hung black men who are extremely Dominant. Cordell is the exact opposite of me, her husband, a wimpy little pasty-white sissy. That's why Peyton loves to see me sucking Cordell's cock.

Cordell is 100% straight, of course. He's a real man, unlike me. But he doesn't mind letting me suck; with all the stuff Peyton's done to me, I'm practically a girl now, anyway. And Cordell really loves my wife....loves to fuck her, that is. He knows if he lets me "fluff" him for a while he and Peyton make out on the living room couch, he'll get a much better fuck out of her.

You see, my wife gets insanely turned on when she watches me sucking another guy's cock. She loves it even more when it's a really hard, rough, Dominant guy like Cordell--the kind of guy who knows that he's deeply humiliating me by letting me take his dick in my mouth and serve it. That's why Peyton has fallen so deeply in love with Cordell; he really "gets" her. He knows that the rougher he is with me, the more desperately my wife wants to fuck him. It's a simple equation. To my wife, the Alpha Male should get all the pussy, and she really loves giving it up to him.

As for me? I've never been an Alpha Male or anything like it. I guess I wanted to be one; that's why I married a submissive woman like Peyton, but I didn't know that under that submissive nature was a deep resentment of guys like me who pretend to be Dominant when we really harbor secret fantasies of deep submission. 

If I'd been honest with her from the start, she never would have married me. If I'd known more about myself when I said, "I do," I wouldn't have ended up in this situation. But, as Peyton is fond of telling me, maybe this is what I wanted all along.

That's why Peyton started to fuck other guys behind my back--even before she found out how sexually excited I became when she cheated on me. Once she did, it was easy for her to up the ante and start bringing guys home to top her and fuck her right in front of me. And since Peyton only fucks straight guys, it was only natural to make me start wearing panties for her "dates." Then she started making me wear lipstick. Then she made me grow my hair. Then she started giving me boobies. By then, she owned me completely.

It's been six long months since I took my first hormone shot, and I'm barely even male anymore. But I'm not female, and Peyton won't let me become one--she doesn't want the competition.

Instead, ever since Peyton started to feminize me, I've started migrating to something in between male and female. I'm not just a submissive man, and I'll never quite be a woman. What I am is a cocksucking slut. The wet little thing I've got dangling in my panties doesn't matter. The only things that matter about me to my sadistic wife are the humiliated tears that pour from my big blue eyes when she makes me fluff other guys so they can fuck her.

Peyton fucks lots of guys.  Cordell isn't possessive; but Cordell's cock is Peyton's favorite way to humiliate me. She loves to make out with him on the sofa while I blow him. She loves to laugh at the long black tears pouring down my cheeks. Peyton loves to watch my face reddening when I look up from giving Cordell a blowjob to see his huge dark hand thrust between her pale thighs, his fingers disappearing into her cunt as he sucks her tits.

And Peyton really loves to hear me gagging as Cordell chokes me on his cock.

I've been getting better. My gag reflex used to be infinitely stronger than it is now. Peyton has trained a lot of that out of me with nightly use of her strap-on. Though she sometimes sticks it in both ends, she really prefers to focus on my "front hole," as she calls it. She likes to fuck my face roughly with her strap-on, and that helps me learn how to deep-throat her boyfriend's better. I've learned to take deep breaths, open wide and relax my throat muscles. I've gotten so I can swallow cock pretty easily.

But Cordell is really huge. Even the biggest strap-on Peyton fucks me with isn't anything compared to his enormous cock.

What's worse, Cordell has got very big hands, and he doesn't let them sit idle. He puts his powerful hands to good use while I'm "fluffing" him.

Peyton's been making me grow my hair out. It's almost down to my shoulders. That gives Cordell a very nice handhold when I'm sucking him off, and he's not shy about using it. If I don't fuck my face onto his cock with enough enthusiasm, he just reaches out with one of his huge powerful hands and grabs my hair and pumps my head up and down like I’m a rag doll. He makes me take his cock deeper down my throat; he makes me swallow it all.

All the knee pads do is keep me from bagging the black fishnet stockings Peyton makes me wear. Peyton got tired of buying me a new pair of stockings after every "date." Now, I can wear one pair of fishnets for two or three dates with Cordell. My wife insists on being economical.

Mind you, she doesn't mind if she has to buy new stockings after every date. I mean, even if I kneel and suck for half an hour or even an hour, I'm just "fluffing." Cordell can last forever; he never gets tired of letting me choke on his cock. My cocksucking only stops when Peyton gets so turned on that she has to beg Cordell to fuck her. Sometimes she wants him to take her to bed. Other times, she's so hot that she can't even wait that long. She begs him to fuck her on the couch or on the living room floor, and Cordell always starts out by fucking Peyton doggy style. It's her favorite position; she loves how submissive it makes her feel. She's submissive to Cordell, of course, not to me. He does whatever he wants to her, and Peyton loves every minute of it.

Cordell isn't gentle when he fucks Peyton from behind, any more than he is when he fucks my face. He rides her roughly and really pounds her, slamming the bed or the couch into the wall. If he's fucking her on the living room floor, he can even make the walls shudder a little. He fucks her so hard sometimes I think he's going to bring the house down, but Peyton always begs him for more.

Whether Cordell does Peyton on the couch or the bed or the sofa, he fucks her so hard that Peyton's stockings always end up ripped in the knees. A pair of knee pads would really help, you know? Knee pads just like the ones that I wear.

But Peyton doesn't care. She says she finds it sexy when Cordell ruins her clothes by fucking her so hard. To her, buying a new pair of stockings for every date with Cordell is just part of the price of sex with a real man.

But I have to wear knee pads. Peyton insists on it. She says buying me new stockings for every date is a waste. "It's not like I need you to look all that pretty, darling. All I need you to do is kneel there and suck."

And that's what I do whenever Cordell comes over. But sometimes I wonder: If my wife hates competition so much, why does she make me suck Cordell's cock? I guess the answer is that I can't be Peyton's competition. Sucking his cock is just a show of submission. Yeah, sure, it makes my little dick so hard I leak wet pre-cum till my panties are soaked. But it's not like it's a sexual act. Not like when Peyton goes down on Cordell. When that happens, they make eye contact and Cordell caresses her face and says dirty, romantic things to her. He tells her how pretty she is and what a good submissive little cocksucker she is. 

Sometimes I wish he'd say those things to me, but Peyton would never allow it. I'm not supposed to be treated like Cordell's "girlfriend." I wouldn't be, even if I were a real girl.

All I am is a knee pad sissy--kneeling and fluffing so I can watch Peyton get what she's always wanted:  real cock from a real man.

I'll tell you the truth though. Since Peyton never makes Cordell use a condom -- and she doesn't take birth control,--there are a few special days every month that I really look forward to. Peyton tracks her cycle meticulously, and she knows the days that she's fertile. That's when Cordell can't cum inside her. Instead, he fucks her in front of me, sometimes for hours, and when he's good and finished, she makes him pull out.

Those days, Cordell snaps his fingers and motions me over.

My little cock is always hard when I know it's a fertile day for Peyton. I know I’m going to get that special thing from Cordell that I've started to crave. Those days, I feel the sexy softness of my knee pads as I crawl across the floor. I plant my mouth around the tip of Cordell's pussy-wet cock and wrap my hand around the shaft. 

I look up into Cordell's gorgeous dark eyes as I stroke him off. I feel his hot, delicious cum erupting into my mouth. I suck and I swallow. I take every drop, making eye contact with him. My eyes burn.

I like to fantasize that there's something more than just contempt in Cordell's eyes. I like to think that those gorgeous, seductive brown orbs hold something more than the disgust of a real man, a Dominant man, for a submissive cocksucking sissy like me.

I like to think he enjoys shooting off in my mouth and seeing how eagerly I swallow. I like to think he has some affection for me.

I like to think that he's having fond thoughts about me as he watches me lick his cock clean of my wife's musky juices. I like to think that it turns him on a little, the way I look up submissively as I lick his balls and say, "Thank you, Sir."

But I never know for sure. All I know is that after he cums in my mouth, Cordell always goes back to my wife. That's one of the things Peyton loves about him. He knows how to nurture her afterglow. He's amazing with the romantic post-sex cuddles.

So all I can do is kneel there with the taste of Cordell's cum in my mouth, and the succulent memory of its texture gliding down my throat. All I can do is kneel there with my fishnet-clad knees cushioned by humiliating knee pads and watch Cordell take my wife in his arms.

Those days, the tears that form in my eyes are a different kind entirely. They feel just as humiliating, but they don't come from my gag reflex, and they don't come from the humiliation of having to wear knee pads over my fishnets. They come straight from my heart.

I taste Cordell's cum and remain on my knees watching my wife with her boyfriend, trying to suppress my soft sobs of despair as black tears run down my cheeks.

I watch them and hope it'll soon be time to "fluff" again.
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What You Really, Really Want by Sonia Palmer

You should be careful what you tell me, baby. You should be careful what you ask for. If you're not careful, I might find out what you really, really want.

And maybe I already did.

I mean, we've only been together for three months, right? When you tell me things like you told me last night...a girl could get the wrong idea.

I might think you actually want those bad, bad things to happen, rather than just fantasizing about them.

I don't mean the thing about you wanting to wear panties, baby. I figured that out on our first date, just from the way that you blushed when I flashed you a little, did you think that was an accident? I mean, why do you think I kept dropping hints, baby, or did you really think it was your idea to wear my panties and let me put lipstick and eye shadow on you?

Letting me lock you in chastity and dress you up in panties and put makeup on you was very brave, baby. But as for that chastity tube, you don't even know yet just how brave it really is. But you will.

Because even though you think I'll unlock you, baby -- if you decide you really need me to -- I've never been great about safewords.

And you know what? I think that's okay with you.

Because I think in your fantasies, you like it when a mean bitchy girlfriend like me won't unlock a guy's chastity tube, even though she promised she would.

How do I know? Well, I'll get to that, honey. Just sit there and listen. Listen and squirm.

You already know you should be careful what you tell me, baby. You should be careful what you dream of, what you jack off to. You should be careful what you let yourself want, because I might give it to you. But you already know about that, because you've probably figured out by now that you didn't even really ask me as nicely as you did to get me to do a little "chastity play" with you, darling, and to help you cross-dress. Ha ha! 

You're just starting to think that maybe I've done this before, aren't you? Yeah, baby. You would be right. Remember my old boyfriend Nick that I told you about? Well, I told you a little white lie, baby. Nick and I didn't break up. I sold him. Or should I say "her"? Because by the time I turned her over to her buyers, she wasn't named Nick any more. Her name is Nicole, and I get emails from her now and then -- with very pretty pictures. From what I can see, she's very happy in that brothel in Nevada. She's made a lot of new friends. I really like it when my boyfriends make new friends.

That's why you should be careful what you whisper to me when I've got you tied up and my fingers in your ass, all covered in latex and slicked up with lube. You should be careful how loud you moan when I say really, really, really bad things to you, baby, like "I bet you'd like it if I went out and fucked some strangers and then came home smelling and tasting like them, huh?"

You really shouldn't moan like crazy when I say that, baby. A girl could get tempted. You really should be more careful what you admit you want.

And you should really get a password for your laptop.

But it's no use playing games now, baby. The damage is done.  I read those stories you saved on your hard drive, in the file marked "Private" and the one inside that marked "Femdom" and the one inside that marked "Favorites."  I looked at those pictures, with the dirty little captions describing exactly what I might think you want if I didn't know better. I even watched the video clips you file-shared, baby.

I had to fast-forward, though, because I did it while you were in the shower. Probably jacking off, if there's any truth to the stories in the file marked "Femdom fantasies I wrote." If there's any truth to those stories, baby, you just about always jack off. I know a lot of those stories you wrote way before I even knew you, but you obviously liked them enough to keep them right there bookmarked on your hard drive.

And if there's any truth to the stories, then you spend almost all your time thinking about  how your girlfriend -- that's right, that would be me at the moment -- is off fucking black guys...picking the up in bars and getting fucked in the men's rooms, bareback and unprotected, and bringing home nice juicy loads for you to eat right out of her snatch.

If your filthy little stories are any indication, you're probably thinking about that when you go down on me.

I always wondered why you do it so well, baby.... now I know. It's because you're fantasizing that every time you and I fool around, it's because I'm horny to have brought a nice hot load up inside me. You're going to town on my pussy because you can't stop thinking about how good I feel when those big manly black guys bend me over in a train station or a rest stop, or at my apartment, right on my bed, on the nights when I called you and told you to come over an hour later than usual. Or even on your bed, when you're out running errands on a Saturday.

Look, baby...all I'm saying is, if you're not going to password-protect your laptop and you're going to let me get anywhere near it, I'm going to snoop. You have to know that. So you have to know that I'd find that stuff...that I'd find out what a filthy little pervert you are.

And so last night you were really going out on a limb -- far more than I knew at the time. You were really risking a lot when you asked me, blushingly, "Do you think you might want to dominate me some time? Nothing heavy, just a little...play?"

"Sometime" turned out to be now, mostly because when I grabbed your nipples, you melted like a horny little pig bottom...and you looked so fucking cute sprawled out on the couch underneath me. You got all hard and horny when I grabbed your throat, when I bit your neck, when I pulled your hair. And by the time I worked up to slapping your face? It was obvious you wanted more than just "a little play."

That's why I spanked you, baby. That's why I made you pull down your pants and I spanked you. That's why I squeezed your balls and fucked your ass with my fingers. I'm telling you, darling, I'm familiar with the ins and outs, so to speak, of the male anatomy. I know what a tight virgin asshole feels like. Yours isn't one. What was it, baby, a dildo? Did one of your girlfriends give it to you good, baby -- maybe more than one? Or were you just fooling around with your fingers, like I did last night?

Did you wish you had a dildo the same way I wished I had a strap-on, so I could give you what you so badly need?

Well, I'm ready to give it to you, baby. You might think I'm naïve, but I've done this before. Three months into our relationship, I find out what a pervert you are? Please, darling...I've been there before.

That's why I've decided to come clean, baby.

Yeah, I fuck strangers, baby...lots and lots of strangers. I fuck lots and lots of strangers. It's usually black guys -- I don't know why, I just like them, baby. I'm attracted to black men. Sometimes I see a black man and I just want to drop my panties. I fuck them in men's rooms, cars, motel rooms, alleys. Even at orgies, baby...I mean gangbangs of course, since it's always just me and my "friends." Sometimes I'll take on, like, twelve guys, baby.

And yeah, baby, I hadn't really thought about it, but I guess I always do get horny for strange black cock when I know I'm going to see you. Maybe that's why every night when I come over to your place after work, I drop by the train station first. I've tried to resist the urge, but I just can't. I park in twenty-minute parking. I sneak into the men's room. I just go right into the stall and bend over, baby....I'll never know who does me. Sometimes it's one guy, sometimes it's ten. Either way, I walk out good and wet for you, darling.

I bring you what you want. I bring you just what you want.

And as for the weekends, baby? When I stay over at your place, making lazy love with you and napping through the afternoon? I don't always sleep, baby. Sometimes I sneak down to the corner store right by your house. I don't even get dressed, really -- not all the way. No panties, no bra....just a tight pair of white sweats and a tank top that guys can see right through. It's never hard to make a connection, baby. When you look like me, and you're dressed like that, it doesn't take more than a toss of my hair to get invited back to your neighbor's house. Do you even know how many smoking hot black guys live on your block, baby? Plenty. And recently, since we got together, I think more and more of them drop by the corner store. I've ever fucked the clerks, baby....all of them.

And then I come back home steaming, horny for you. Wet up inside, where I let them fuck me bareback. I'm dripping their cum, and you don't even know it. I snuggle up next to you in bed, baby, smelling like them even more than I already smell like you.

You know how I wake you up with a blowjob some afternoons? That's just a smokescreen. What I really want is to sit on your face.

You give really good head, baby. Really good head.

Ant it turns me on to humiliate you like that. That's why I always cum when you lick me. No, it isn't your skilled little pervert tongue, baby. It isn't how focused you are on my pleasure, as you fantasize about how many cocks have been up inside me. You're not the one who gets me off, baby -- at least, it's not your oral skills. It's the memory of how good those strangers' cocks were, and how humiliated you would be if you knew you were chowing down on a stranger's seed.

And now you ask if I'd like to "play"? If maybe I might want to "dominate" you?

And the day after I find out just what an easy little horny little pig bottom you are, I find out you want what I've already given you?

Well, baby. The second I read those stories, I knew I just had to come clean. I knew I just had to tell you all about my little adventures baby.

And I can see you like it...you like it a lot. In fact, you're almost as hard as they are, baby. The strangers, I mean, baby. The ones I let fuck me.

Your dick is almost as hard as theirs get, baby. But do I even need to say it?

You're nowhere near as big.

So why don't I give you just what you've been wanting, baby?

See, on the way over to your place tonight, I took a few extra minutes and went down by the river. There were some hot guys there, baby...just kind of kicking back and getting high. I wasn't wearing panties, baby. I never do, now that I know what you're into. Now that I know how bad you want me to be a total slut for strangers. I wasn't wearing panties, and you already know how short my skirt is. Here, baby, why not put your hand up it. Why don't you feel me, baby...there. You feel how wet and slick and gooey I am? There's not just from being turned on baby...yeah, I’m turned on. But you know as well as I do that I'm way too wet for that to explain it, baby. I'm positively dripping.

You wanna know why? You've already guessed, but I'll go ahead and tell you 'cause I know you wanna hear. It's because those guys down by the river, baby... well, all of them spread me and fucked me. Two bent me over and did me from behind. Two of them rode me...missionary-style. The fifth and the sixth just wanted blowjobs. And you know how much I love to suck cock, baby...at least, when it's attached to a stranger. Keep fucking your fingers into me, baby. Get me off again and maybe I'll give you a hand job.

And I bet you can feel how sensitive my pussy is -- oh! Oh fuck, baby, that feels good. Yeah, your fingers, oh fuck, they hit all the right spots, baby. Too bad your cock doesn't do the same. If you wanna get down and suck it, baby...just go ahead, get down on your knees. Yeah lick me, baby...if you wanna. If you don't...well, then, I'll just drag you to bed and sit on your face later, okay? I know you won't say no.

Because I know that you wanna be dominated. 

Now I know you wanna be dominated by a slutty girlfriend who makes you lick her pussy clean after she fucks a bunch of strangers.

Am I wrong, baby? Were those stories just fantasies?
          

Well, that's too bad, baby...because it's a little late for that. I already invited a couple of friends over. That's right, baby...guys I met at the train station. You can hear them coming up the stairs now. I told them I have a boyfriend in panties who really wants to meet them. A boyfriend who will do anything I say.

A boyfriend who knows what he really, really wants. He's been getting it from me -- but now he wants to drink it right from the source.

Want me to go to the door and tell them you're not ready to get what you really, really want, baby?

Yeah, well, I thought you'd say that. That's why I waited till I'd locked you in chastity. I mean, I can already tell that you're really fighting not to get hard, baby. Don't even try to pretend you're not as turned on as you are. That's what makes it so sexy, baby. You can get as turned on as you want, but you'll still be soft...just like a girl. Soft and wet, since your little cock is drooling all that pre-cum, baby. You're positively dripping.

There's the doorbell, baby! That's my friends. They're coming here to play. They want to meet you, baby. They're going to give you what you really, really want.

Why don't you crawl to the door and answer it, baby?

You can trust me, baby. And you can trust my friends. You can trust them to bring you what you want.

That's it, baby. Down on your knees. Crawl to the door. Tell my friends what you really, really want.
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Video Editing by Kylie Cooper

I can hear Mercedes moaning in her little home studio next door.

The home studio used to be our second bedroom -- a guest bedroom. But Mercedes had me redecorate it, made me put soundproofing on the walls, made me drape it all in white fabric so the black guys she hires to fuck her look even more gorgeous and built and hung against the pale background, not just against her white flesh.

The former guest room is where Mercedes shoots her low-budget porn features. She's making a mint on them. Her porn income lets her keep me in chains. She doesn't need me to work. I never worked very hard, anyway, which is why she's done this to me.

All of her co-stars are black and all of her scenes are shot bareback. Most importantly of all, Mercedes insists on internal cumshots. When she comes to get me from my cage, I know she'll be dripping.

When Mercedes has a "guest" over to fuck her for money on camera, I wait for her in my cage. I wait patiently for her to finish her scene, my cock throbbing. I know she always looks at the footage right after she finishes getting fucked.

From what I can hear, today's scene has been an incredible one. Mercedes is really screaming her head off. It sounds like she's being split in two -- and she likes it. I don't know how many times she's let out a screaming climax. Cole Carter must really be giving it to my wife good. 

Cole Carter is one of the most experienced black male porn stars around. He's also incredibly well-endowed. My wife likes them big. More importantly, her fans like them big. I've seen Cole Carter's photos and resume... and he's got a monster down there. This guy is hung.

And, since Mercedes' guarantee to her fans is "all internal cumshots, all the time," Cole Carter is giving my wife a nice big fat creampie with my name on it -- in fact, judging from the masculine grunts I can hear through the thin walls, it sounds like he's giving it to her... right... about... now.

Mercedes howls: "Uh, oh, uh, oh, yeah, baby, pump it in me, cum in my pussy, baby! Knock me up! Fuck me pregnant, Cole! Give me a fuckin' black baby!"

Mercedes really gives her fans what they want. They're all white guys, I'm sure... like me. They're all white and poorly hung and obsessed with my wife getting knocked up by black guys. She gives them just what they want every week -- that's why she's a star.

My face turns hot and red as I hear my wife begging Cole for a baby. It makes my little dick hard. That's how this started. That's why my wife figured there was a market out there. I was obsessed with such scenes long before my wife started to do them. I guess I can blame myself.

After Cole does his masculine groaning and my wife begs him for a baby, things quiet down. I want to wank, but I don't dare. Mercedes will cum for me.

I hear the shower running.

Twenty minutes go by. I hear Hank's and Susie's cars starting outside, in front of the house. Hank is Mercedes' cameraman; Susie's her make-up artist. 

Cole, for his part, gets a cab. I hear the cab pulling up outside and then taking off again, with Cole inside it, about half an hour after Cole Carter jizzed in my wife's unprotected snatch.

Mercedes enters the bedroom. She's naked except for her high-heeled black boots. She's still sweaty. She wasn't the one who showered. She smells like sex. She smells like male sex. She's got Cole Carter all over her. I can smell Cole's cum dripping out of her pussy.

Mercedes unlocks my cage and hooks up my leash.

"Time for a snack, slave," she says. "Think of it as a working lunch."

I'm naked except for my collar. I crawl obediently after her. She leads me down the hall to her studio. It still smells like sex. In the corner, her video workstation's set up. Mercedes does all her own editing.

There's no chair... just some rope. Mercedes leads me to the video workstation, forces my knees wide apart, and forces me into a backward-bent stance, securely knotting the ropes around my wrists and ankles to force me into a position suitable for how she likes me best.

I'm going to serve as my wife's chair while she edits video of herself getting fucked.

Kneeling in front of her desk like this, with my head tipped back, I form a seat Mercedes can perch on. I don't think it's all that comfortable, but she doesn't care about that.

Mercedes keeps herself in pretty good shape. She doesn't mind doing her work while she perches on my face, her thigh-muscles tightening to keep her in place and make sure her cunt hole stays pressed to my mouth, gushing cum.

When she settles atop me and pinches my nose, I know what to do.

I start eating her out.

Cole Carter's big load of jizz starts pouring out of my wife's cunt.

It tastes exceptionally ripe after half an hour.

There is lots of it -- and I mean lots of it. I don't know what kind of vitamins this guy's been taking, but he left about a gallon and a half of jizz up in Mistress Mercedes. It pours down out of my wife as she squeezes her muscles and milks herself onto my eagerly burrowing tongue.

Cole Carter's jizz glides, wet and slimy, down my throat. The taste overwhelms me. Mercedes wiggles her butt to shove her pussy harder against my mouth, encouraging me to lick deeper. 

I do. I do everything Mercedes tells me to do.

When Mercedes got into the porn business, with me as her full-time cuckslave, she was already a bit of a workaholic. She said she'd feed me what cucky-sluts need from their Mistresses, but only if she could do it without losing any working time. This is her solution. I'm her desk chair.

She starts to edit the footage of her and Cole Carter. 

After she fucks on camera, Mercedes always likes to edit the scene right away.  She says if she does it while she still feels the guy's cum up inside her -- and feels me licking it out -- she ends up with a much sexier scene.

She's totally absorbed in her task, headphones on, editing intently as she keeps sitting on my face, enjoying the touch of my tongue.

After maybe ten minutes of that, when my throat is coated with jizz and the messy drizzles I missed are running down over my chin, Mercedes takes a break.

My wife wiggles her cunt off my face and stands above me, legs spread, ass in the air. She leans down with her elbows on the desk. 

Then, she reaches down to grab my long blonde hair and pull it and drag me half-upright so I can see what's on the screen.

She puts the headphones on my head and says, "Look at that. Is that fucking magnificent, or what?"

She shows me some footage. I get a really good look at just how hard and deep Cole Carter's gave it to her, right up the cunt. In the headphones, I hear her moans and the sound of Cole's balls slapping against her cunt as he fucks her.

"Yes, Mistress," I say, breathlessly. "Magnificent."

"He fucked me forever," says Mercedes. "It felt so good. I came so many times. There!" she exclaims, pulling my hair and shoving my face even closer to the screen. "Look at that. See how he's pulling out? Oh, fuck, I love that."

Mercedes makes me watch this little section where Cole leans back and pulls his cock back till the huge head swells my wife's tight entrance. It looks like she's stretched so wide you could almost fit a fist in there. Hell, Cole Carter's dick is the size of some fists. How Mercedes can stay so tight when see her getting fucked week after week by all these monster cocks, I just don't know. But when I shove my tongue up her cunt, I always feel how tight she is.

Maybe my wife stays so tight because she never has sex privately. She hasn't fucked me for years. The most she takes up either hole is my tongue. The most I get is a HJ, and then only on special occasions.

Otherwise, my wife maximizes every penetration of her holes. Each thrust of cock is for profit, as far as she's concerned. 

"Isn't that glorious, how wide I'm stretched?" she purrs, making me watch it again and again.

"Yes, Mistress," I say, watching the screen closely.

Cum runs down my face from the creamy gallon that Cole Carter jizzed up my wife's snatch.

My little cock stands out hard from my shaved balls. Mercedes reaches down and flicks it.

"You want to jerk off to this?" she laughs at me.

"Yes, Mistress," I say.

"Too bad you're tied up," she says. "Look, baby, look at this... isn't it hot as hell how Cole slaps his dick on my cunt before he sticks it back in? Oh, yeah, look how wide he's stretching me. Isn't that fuckin' hot?"

I say, "Yes, Mistress."

"Oh, yes. There," she says, pausing on another sequence a few seconds later. "That's what I'm talking about. That's what a real man does for a girl who likes it hard and rough like me. See how he slaps my cunt really hard? See how he slaps my ass, calls me -- oh, listen, baby, I think it's right here --" 

She pulls one headphone away from my head.

I hear Cole Carter's voice growling, "Yeah, take it, you hot fuckin' bitch!"

"Hear that? Hear how he calls me a bitch?" 

Mercedes laughs at my miserable, "Yes, Mistress."

"You'd never have the guts to do that, would you, darling?"


"No, Mistress," I whimper.

"What do you think I'd do to you if you tried to call me a bitch?"

"Something painful, Mistress," I whine.

"Oh, yes! Oh, fuck, see that? See how he spits on me? "

All I can do is groan this time.

My cock throbs. My wife reaches down the front of my shaved body and lets her fingertips flutter up and down my shaft.

"I love it when real men get rough with me. Too bad you're just a pervert sissy cuckold, dear. I could have it every night if I got a real man in my life. Like, maybe... a boyfriend?"

I whimper in fear.

She laughs, her fingertips teasing my glans lightly.

"Would you like that, baby? Then you could watch me get fucked every day. Wouldn't you love that?"

There's no answer I can give that won't be humiliating. 

"Oh, yeah, look at that, baby. Watch as he makes me... oh, yeah, that's so hot. Watch and listen, dear. Listen as he makes me cum again..."

Mercedes puts the headphones back on my ears and makes me listen to her howling moans as Cole Carter's dick gets her off again.

I guess she might be faking it... but I don't think so. Mercedes' orgasms are commented on by her fans as being exceedingly real. They sure as hell seem that way.

As I listen to my wife's moans of climax, her fingertips glide up and down on my cock, barely touching me, but teasing me closer and closer to a humiliatingly ruined orgasm.

She takes the headphones off of my ears and lets them dangle around my neck. She starts playing with my nipples as she runs one finger -- just one finger -- up my short shaft.

I moan like crazy, squirming. Cole's stale cum runs down my chin and spatters onto my shaved chest with every shudder.

"Keep watching, baby. Here, there's this one part I really want to show you..."

Mercedes fast-forwards a little, stopping as Cole pulls his cock back again from inside her, stretching her hole.

Only this time, he doesn't pull out. He keeps his dickhead inside her, and...

"Oh, here it comes, baby," she purrs in my ear while her fingertips stroke the sensitive underside of my hard little dick. "Here comes the creampie..."

That's when I jizz -- just as Cole Carter does. The difference is, he's really cumming.

My wife has done a superb job of making sure my release isn't a real orgasm. It's pure frustration, a series of unsatisfying spasms as my thin jizz spills on the floor, dribbling out instead of squirting. She barely touches me as I pop off, using the tips of her fingers, her red fingernails, the palm of her hand...

When I feel the last whisper of spoiled pleasure, I see that Cole Carter's still cumming. I can see the vein on the underside of his giant cock pulsating as he pumps cum in my wife. He's jacking his giant cock off with just the head inside her, so when he pops out, a thick stream of jizz drizzles out onto my wife's hand. The same hand that she just used to "get me off," in one of the most unsatisfying hand jobs she's ever managed to give me.

On the video, Mercedes licks Cole's cum out of her cupped hand for the camera. She spreads her swollen cunt lips. Hank gets in there close, zooming so tight that Mercedes' stretched hole takes up the whole screen, cream gushing out of it so it runs onto the lens.

I know it's not really running on the lens. Hank has a piece of clear plastic to cover the front of the camera. That's how my wife ends her scenes, though... in a flood of jizz, the whole scene going milky until everything disappears in a haze of creamy white.

Then they always fade to black.

"See how much goo Cole shot up inside me?" Mercedes sighs happily in my ear, running her fingers teasingly over my neck. "I poured all that jizz on the camera and still had a full meal for you, baby. Look at your chin, baby. You're such a messy little bitch."

My wife licks my chin, as if Cole's old, congealing jizz is a pleasure to taste.

Mine, on the other hand, is nothing but waste.

Mercedes unties my wrists and ankles. She pulls my hair and leash, tugging me back and then forcing me onto all fours with my face shoved against the floor under her desk.

My thin jizz glistens on the carpet.

The carpet is already stained from so many ruined orgasms before this one -- so many drizzles from my little cock, while my wife makes me watch her new scenes.

"Clean your mess, baby," she says.

"Yes, Mistress," I say.

I start to lick.

While I "clean my mess," Mercedes positions me in an all-fours position, face-down, ass-up -- so she can plant her naked ass in the small of my back and go right on using me as her chair while I lick up my cum.

She pulls the headphones out of their jack. She turns up the speakers.

She backs up and watches the cumshot again. And again. And again, while I lick my jizz from the carpet.

"He's so fucking hot," she says. "Look at how much Cole jizzed in me. That is so hot. Isn't he hot?"

I whine, "Yes, Mistress."

Mercedes laughs.

"I think I want to have him back. I want to have him cum in me again. You'd love another taste of that yummy jizz, wouldn't you, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress," I whimper.

I keep on licking mine up from the floor... as Mercedes watches Cole cumming in her again and again and again and again, while she howls wildly, "Give me a baby!"

"This one is going to make me a bundle," she purrs. "That much cum in me... my fans are going to think I'm knocked up for sure."

I shiver at that.

Mercedes notices me shivering. She laughs cruelly. She thinks her fans are the stupidest white guys in the world.

They're all so naïve. Almost as naïve as I am.

I lick my jizz from the floor, while Mercedes watches herself getting seeded again and again, touching herself as she does so. Her pussy still dribbles. Drops of her juice and Cole's jizz run down onto my back.

I lick those up, too, without Mercedes having to tell me to do so.

Every last drop is precious. I treat my wife's juice and Cole Carter's jizz like they're nectar.

I lap it up like a good little slave.
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One of Those Nights by Tammi Hayes

Craig and I get to the Emperor Club about 11:00 at night. I know it seems late, but all the online forums about this sort of thing say that's the best time to show up to a bar if you don't want to waste any time in finding a guy to go home with. I'm not sure just how long my nerve is going to hold out, so I wanted to make this happen as quickly as possible. I mean, I've topped Craig hard in the bedroom. But what I want to do tonight is a whole other level of danger.

And it gets me wet.

At first, though, I feel a little ridiculous...I mean, I'm not wearing much. I've probably worn more than this at the beach. I've never dressed up like a whore like this in public before. Well, not unless you count Halloween, 2009, when I went as a naughty nurse to Dave and Anya's party. Or Halloween, 2010, when I went as a hooker to the Erotic Ball. Or unless you count Halloween, 2011, when I went as a slutty schoolgirl stripper, complete with breakaway skirt and blouse and white bra and panties underneath. Or Halloween, 2012, when I went as a harem girl/sex slave. Or Halloween, 2013, when I went as -- get this! -- a dominatrix. 

Guess what? All those costumes were Craig's suggestion. Why didn't I see the writing on the wall back then? Why didn't I realize that my husband gets off on making me into a slut for other men to enjoy?

Well, guess what else? He won't have to make me one, after tonight. It won't be for just Halloween. I really will be a slut after tonight. I'm in charge now. I was a bitch that last Halloween, when I started to get the picture after Craig kissed my boots and got instantly hard. Now Craig's the bitch. He is my bitch. 

Even so, this dress I’m wearing is completely outrageous. It's positively obscene. It's a little slip of a thing in a cream color that hangs off of my shoulders on spaghetti straps and dips all the way down to the crack of my ass. Back at home, I asked Craig to look and he said I'm covered past the crack. He was lying. I sneaked a look in the mirror before I left the house.

That's my husband, all right. He loves to show me off. He doesn't mind lying a little bit to do it. He's spent five years of marriage manipulating me, and guess what? His attempts have borne fruit. Tonight, I’m going to cuckold him hard.

Once we're in the door, I try to ignore my husband. I'm feeling shy and nervous, and I really want Craig's support. But I know it's worthless to ask for it. All he'll do is try to encourage me to be even sluttier. That sick pervert is never satisfied. That's why I'm doing this.

After I abandon him, I see Craig slinking, red-faced, to the end of the bar. He tries to buy a drink. I almost laugh.

I, on the other hand, have a drink on the bar in front of me almost before I sit down on a barstool. The bartender's hot, black, and big. He's got a glass in front of me; he's pouring before I know it. How did he know I like gin and tonics?

"Did I order this?" I ask him.

"No need," he says, smiling at me. "On the house."

I smile and sigh, flirting with him. I sip my drink. I'm nervous. I drink fast. It doesn't take long before I finish it. There's another in front of me instantly. I barely even get to bat my eyelashes at the hot black bartender. He's got sexy brown eyes and a big chest; he's wearing a red polo shirt. He makes strong drinks.

I look down at the end of the bar. I see Craig. He's still flailing madly, trying to get one.

When Craig used to get me all dressed up slutty for Halloween, even then sometimes I was wearing more than I'm wearing now. But that was only going to parties with friends we knew.

This is different. We're in a bar on the wrong side of town, a place legendary in certain circles for being a place where white women go to get picked up by black guys. 

It doesn't seem possible that everything I read about it online is real. Not until after we get there... and then I see the clientele.

Then it all seems real, and I know the stories are true. I know it in my bones. I know it in my...elsewhere. I know it right where it counts.

The clientele at the Emperor Club is amazing. Fully half the guys there are black. The rest are a mix... Latino, Asian, mixed-race, I don't know what else. There's no more than ten white guys in the whole place. Several of them look nervous. Are there wives here, looking for dates, like me?

Are they fertile, too?

As for women, there are fewer of them than I thought there would be. I spot just a few black girls, several Latino girls, two or three Asian girls. Most of all, I see white women. Not as many as I thought there would be, again, because what the Emperor Club offers seems to me like the greatest thing in the world. But then, it's taken me years to come to my senses. It's taken me more than five years with Craig to wise up... and to get up my nerve. 

When I say "white girls," I mean white wives, I think, mostly, in their late twenties through their late thirties. White wives like me. I say "girls," though, because we all seem to be trying hard to look younger than we are. I’m twenty-eight, and with my body on display like this, I wish I were twenty-four.

But here? I don't think it matters. Men like this know when a woman's in her sexual prime. And I’m right there. I'm out of control. I've been holding back for too long. My body and mind both want to give in.

And I will. I know it, as soon as I take a look around. I'm going to give in.

It feels good to accept it -- to really accept it.

My seduction begins almost immediately. I'm getting looks from the black men the second I walk in the door. Their eyes undress me. They smile and flirt. I smile nervously, blush, and flirt back. No one approaches me yet.

I feel incredibly exposed. Besides the fact that the dress is borderline ridiculous (even a stripper wouldn’t wear this without a G-string underneath -- she'd get arrested!) I'm not wearing panties. Not even the whisper of a thong. And my pussy is smooth, fresh from a Brazilian I got just this morning at Mary's Uptown Salon. I was nervous about it, because of how much it would hurt. I thought maybe I should just shave. But all the online resources I found for wives about to do what I was going to do said if you're going to go bareback with a stranger for the first time, then you really want to have a Brazilian. "The barer, the better" seemed to be the rule.

And I’m pretty fucking bare. Not just outside... but in. No protection. No pill. No IUD. No implant. No shot. No nothing. No condoms at all in my little black purse. When I go home with a black man tonight -- not if, when -- I won't expect him to have one on hand. In fact, whoever he is, I plan to make sure he doesn't, before I let him take me home.

When he fucks me -- and whoever it is, he's definitely going to fuck me, good, long and hard -- I won't ask him to pull out. I won't even let him. I'll wrap my legs around him and fuck myself onto him, if that's what it takes, if he has second thoughts.

But then, I know better than that. He won't have second thoughts.

I feel my insides seething and pulsing, hungry. It's time.

Can they tell that?  Can all these men tell that?

My tits feel out on display, exquisitely obvious. I'm wearing this dress without a bra, which I'm starting to think was going too far. I do look pretty ridiculous. My nipples are hard, now, from all of this being looked at. They show right through the dress. They feel swollen. Any black man who's interested in me, he gets to see what he'll get right now, right here, almost fully on display. The cream color even makes it look from certain angles like I'm not wearing anything. I guess they call it a "naked dress."

And as for my nipples, well, they're not so swollen just because I'm so turned on. They're so erect and so sensitive because it's time. One of those nights.

Can the men looking at me tell that? Will it make the right one approach me? The one who wants that? The one who wants to impregnate me? 

I don't know...I can't know. But I know I’m going to get laid tonight. For the first time in five years, I’m going to spread my legs for man other than my husband.

And I can't wait.

I feel totally ridiculous in this dress, but it's worth it. I get lots of attention.

I can't believe how many hot black men there are. I'm practically going crazy, especially with the possessive, acquisitive way they look me over. I feel their eyes burning into my flesh. Dozens of black men are checking me out. They're not just undressing me with their eyes. They're ripping my clothes off. They're practically raping me with their eyes.

And oh, it feels fucking good. After five years of marriage to Craig, I want sex more than I've ever wanted it before. I'm just now realizing how unsatisfied I have been. It's time to get what I want.

But it isn't easy to brave those hungry stares. Walking through the crowd alone, I feel suddenly frightened. But there's no denying it; I'm excited. I'm wet. I haven't been properly fucked in years. I haven't been fucked at all, not by flesh-and-blood cock, since I started to dominate Craig. I fuck myself with big dildos, of course, whenever I want to. But that's not quite the same, as you might well imagine.

Even before that, the best I could do was getting fucked by Craig, so it really has been years since I got a proper fucking.

It isn't very long before a big, powerful black man in a tight black -shirt, jeans and boots approaches me. I smile at him before he even gets there. Yum.

Yum. His big dark eyes drink me in. He's looking at me quite shamelessly.

I perch on the edge of my barstool, acutely aware that any movement on my part will nudge the dress up and probably give everyone within line-of-sight a beaver shot. Hey, it's a free show, right? I'll seem like a slut, but I can't imagine it'll hurt my chances.

But it doesn't matter, because this guy's gotten all the show he needs to make his move. And I’m grateful for that...he's gorgeous. Tall, built, and handsome. He'll do just fine. Does he know how horny I am? Is that why he picked me? He'll know soon, that's for sure; I can't hold it inside.

The stranger leans in and speaks in my ear.

His voice is like melted chocolate.

He asks: "Can I buy you a drink, beautiful?"

I look him up and down invitingly before I answer. I know what my body language says -- along with my dress, hair, makeup, high heels. 

It all says: "You can buy me a drink...but only if you promise to fuck my brains out."

"But I don't even know you," I smile, playing coy.

"I'm Keon," he says. "Now you know me."

"I'm Tammi," I tell him, thinking Not as well as I'd like to, Keon. But I don't say that. I say, "This is my first time here."

He grins. "That much is obvious."

My face gets a little hot.

He says, "Who was that chump you came in with?"

I guess it doesn't surprise me too much. 

I say smoothly, "That's my husband."

"Doesn't he mind you talking to strange men?"

I blush much deeper now, but I can't stop smiling. "It was his idea."

Keon grins. "One of those, huh?"

I bite my lip. I flirt with my eyes. I laugh. "Yes, I’m afraid. One of those." I shrug.

"He wants you to come here? Like that?" His dark eyes flicker up and down my body. It's obvious what he means. My dress, my hair, my makeup, my tits, hanging out. My pussy and ass, practically on display. Practically begging some fine, hot black man to take me home and fuck me.

I say, "Yes, he does," I say. "What can I do?"

"Of course," he grins. "A woman has needs." He takes my flirting and our conversation as a cue. He leans in closer and puts his hand on my knee.

We've known each other all of two minutes. He hasn't even bought me that promised drink, yet.

I've never let a man move this fast before...but then, I've never walked into a bar with a dress that practically falls off my body. 

I feel Keon's fingertips rubbing against my inner thigh. I look into his eyes.

I breathe a little hard as I say, "That's right. A woman has needs. I have needs."

He waves a bartender over, orders me a drink and one for himself. I drink it. It's strong. We make small talk. I barely remember it. He keeps on leaning into me, touching my arm, my shoulder, my knees, my thighs. I let him. He buys two drinks, then three. We make small talk. I'm getting a little bit drunk. Craig is nowhere to be seen.

It's been twenty minutes or less before Keon puts his full lips to my ear and breathes warmly on me. My skin goosebumps

Keon says: "Tammi, what are we waiting for? I want it, you want it. I've got cheaper liquor at my place, not far away. And we can have much more privacy."

I feel afraid for the first time in twenty minutes. Even when Keon practically put his hand up my dress, I wasn't afraid.

But now I need to ask him something. I say, "I'm kind of drunk, but...I have to ask, first..."

He looks in my eyes, says, "No. Not till you let me..."

Then he presses his lips to mine. I open for him. I melt in his arms. I feel his tongue invading me, touching me, sliding in deep. Caressing me. Deeply seducing me.

As he kisses me, I feel his hands on my body -- my hips, to start with, and then my waist. His big hands caress gradually up my belly. I feel them going too far -- but is it too far? Right here in public, I feel his hands on my tits. He touches them. His thumbs caress my nipples through my dress. They get harder than ever. I have very sensitive nipples Touching them really drives me crazy... if I'm really turned on. 

It had been years since I felt this exquisite a touch on my nipples. I haven't been this turned on... ever, maybe. At least since I got married. Maybe ever.

By the time Keon's lips leave mine, I'm dripping wet -- even wetter than I was before. My nips stand out full and hard in the dress, almost painfully obvious.  His thumbs are still on them. He's not just grabbing and twisting or pinching and fumbling, the way that Craig used to do. His touch is like some kind of elixir. It sends ripples of pleasure through my body. I want to get naked with this man. I want to get more than naked. I want him inside me. I want to go bareback.

He can do anything he wants to me, I know. Anything. So I may as well ask if he'll do what I really, really want. What Craig begged me not to do. What I know I should not do... but I know I'm going to anyway. Something in Keon's kiss tells me I won't have to worry. Something in how his tongue took me, possessed me, owned me, tells me that he's got what I want, and he'll deliver it with pleasure.

That's a little scary. But I still want to ask him first.

I feel out of breath, dizzy, as I say: "I don't like condoms...I'm not on the pill."

He looks into my eyes and smiles.

"That's okay," he says. "If you're cool with it, I'm cool with it. I like it better that way, anyway." I think I detect a hint of predatory excitement in his gaze, in his smile. He wants this.

So I tell him the truth: "This might be one of those...nights," I say. "One of my fertile nights." 

His eyes look deep into mine. "Might be?" he says.

I shiver. "Is," I say, red-faced.

Keon's mouth broadens into a grin. He doesn't say anything. He just smiles, then slides his hands up to my face. His lips close on mine. He kisses me, deeper this time, ever deeper, fully possessing me. I feel his pinky fingers toying with the straps of my tiny dress. Half of me wants him to tug them to the side, pull down my dress, strip me right here. Bend me over a barstool and fuck me, right here, in front of everyone.

He doesn't do that, of course. Instead he just kisses me deeply, his tongue seething in my mouth until I'm practically cumming.

"I'm drunk," I say. "I shouldn’t do this."

Keon says, "Yeah, but you're gonna. Come on, Tammi. I'm sober. I can drive."

I let him lead me to the exit. On the way out, I glimpse Craig, still standing there like an idiot, with no drink. He's been there this whole time, watching from the shadows. I look him up and down, see his slacks are tented in front. Of course.

Craig sees the look on my face. He knows what I've done. He knows what I’m going to do.

No more "maybe." No more "if you're not good." No more "someday."

I blow him a kiss as Keon guides me out of the bar... and into our future.

Craig doesn't try to stop me.


"A Guy She's Never Met" first appeared in Sweet Love: Erotic Fantasies for Couples, edited by Violet Blue. Cleis Press, 2003. Copyright © 2003, 2010 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

A Guy She’s Never Met by Zach Addams

It's not like I thought I would end up this way. On the contrary, before I had a girlfriend I always thought I'd be possessive -- I would have never wanted to share. Now I know different. I've got the hottest girlfriend in the world, and all I can think about is watching her spread to get fucked by a guy she's never met. 

That's the key to what makes my dick so fucking hard; this isn't someone she's picked out in the usual manner. Oh, she picked him out, all right... in that special way that, I'm betting, plenty of women would like to pick their men but never get to, because they don't have boyfriends as cool as me. Maria looked through hundreds, maybe thousands, of pictures of guys' dicks, without the option to look at their faces. I kept them all catalogued in a spreadsheet for her, so that I could match them to pictures of guys' faces and be prepared when I met with them.

I had already looked through and discarded the guys who failed to follow instructions. What I needed, as stated in the personal ad I wrote, was:

Well-hung studly guy, 20-40, ripped, cut or uncut, to fuck my girlfriend in all holes. Any race. Please be fit and hung. She is 25, brunette, very oral, receptive. Include high-res JPG of your face, one of your dick, and then a picture of both. If we proceed, paperwork will be expected.

The key is to know that the dick is real, the face is real, and that they more or less go together. Otherwise, 40something guys would send in a picture of themselves at 22, a JPG of Jeff Stryker's cock, and leave us having been had in more ways than one.

I included seven JPGs of Maria, from the waist down or from behind. In one she had her legs spread, gorgeous smooth shaved cunt exposed. In another she was on hands and knees, her long, lustrous black hair streaming down her back, her legs spread wide and her cheeks parted to show her perfect pink asshole. Another showed her from the side, from her tits to her thighs -- gorgeous. In others she was touching herself. It was a nice assortment of pictures; if I'd seen it myself, I would have thought "bullshit -- porn star." But she's for real. She's very much for real.

There were thousands of responses; perhaps two hundred guys could follow instructions. Maria and I had a date to have her look through the cock-only images. The understanding was that she would pick out the guys she wanted me to verify and consider inviting over -- not the guys, so much, but the cocks, with no concern over whether the guys would be good-looking, kind, gentle, or sexy; she would not worry about whether they would smell good, taste good, or be losing their hair. That would all be my concern. She would focus on one thing and one thing only: do I want this dick sliding into me. Every time I thought about it, my own dick would get hard, and fucking fast.

We made the selection one Friday night; I made her dinner, poured her wine, complimented her on her dress, told her how good she'd look out of it. We had a long, slow, lush dinner with several more refills of wine and a lot of deep conversation. Then I kissed her, took her hand, led her from the table to the desk. I sat her down, poured her more wine, and put on soft music. 

I called up the file with dick photos, pulled over a chair, and sat down next to her, my eyes roving from my girlfriend to the cocks of her potential lovers.

She looked nervous at first, but quickly settled into the task. 

She sipped red wine. She lingered on each cock, her eyes slowly sliding up and down their fleshy expanses on the 20-inch computer monitor.

She made some comments. "I like this one. Nice big thick head. Don't you think that would feel nice going into me? He'd have to work at it."

I breathed hard, leaning in to agree.

She took little sips of wine as she considered each one and then slowly paged to the next. "This one's far too long... if he was thicker, I'd like that, but... you know how I like them wide."

"I do," I responded.

She sipped. "Oh, my... this next one looks especially thick... I’m not sure I could do anal with him... and you know I want to do everything."

When we'd first started the negotiation, she hadn't wanted to fuck. The original plan was that after meeting the guy and talking with him extensively, she might suck his cock, but never go all the way. Then as we talked more, it became clear that what I really wanted was this -- "all holes," a stranger, a guy she'd never met. Gradually Maria came around to my way of thinking. Now she was getting as turned on by the idea as I was. I could see her nipples, braless in the thin flowered minidress, stiffening and showing through the fabric. As she leaned forward in the chair I could see the skirt riding up her thighs and knew underneath she was wet. 

I had weeded out the small ones; "Well-hung" has many interpretations, but one knows it when she sees it. She had lots to consider. Between lingering, longing looks up the images of strangers' dicks, Maria would look over at me and smile, seeing my red face, my lips slightly parted, my breath coming quickly. She would lean over and kiss me periodically, and ask my opinion on cocks.

"Do you think this one could fuck my tits? Look at that head... wouldn't that look nice shooting cum all over my face?"

"Yeah," I panted. "That would look good."

"Oh, this one...I like that he's so long… you know how I love to have my cervix pounded. When I’m in the mood. You're going to help me get in the mood, aren't you, darling?"

"Definitely," I breathed.

"Oh, wow... this one's nice. Something about the curve. I think it would hit me in all the right places..."

Finally, I couldn't stand it anymore. I leaned in and kissed Maria hungrily; my hands roved all over her and began to unfasten the front of her dress. She kissed me back but then gently pushed me away when I began to pull her dress off of her.

"Please... please, darling. I've got work to do. I'm trying to pick out a stranger's cock to fuck me. There are so many of them. If I don't keep working, I'll never decide which ones I want."

"You think you might want more than one?"

"Of course," said Maria. "I don't have to restrict myself, do I?"

I shook my head hungrily. "Then keep looking, and let me lick you."

"All right," she sighed. "But don't distract me." She spread her legs, cocking her knees over the sides of the chairs. The skirt came up easily; it was loose, and she wasn't wearing a thing underneath. I moaned softly and went down on my knees, pressing my mouth to her cunt. She was smooth and slick and juicy. I began to lick eagerly. 

I worked her clit with my tongue as she breathed rhythmically, sinking into the pleasure. She continued to comment on the dicks she was viewing. "This one has too much shaft, not enough head... I want something big at the top, don't you agree?" She'd guide my face up from between her thighs and make me look at the dick that might fuck her, and agree or disagree with her -- usually agree. 

One time, I did disagree with her, when she nudged me away from my task after saying "I could never do this one, darling. I think he'd positively rip me in two... don't you think?"

She guided me up, made me look at a mammoth prick with foreskin pulled back, head purpled with arousal and drizzling pre-cum. I caught my breath.

"I think it's perfect," I said.

"Really?" she said. "You'd have to lick me so good and get me really turned on to take it..."

"I would," I begged. "I promise."

"All right, then. We'll bookmark this one," she sighed. She pushed my face down between her thighs, and after that she didn't have many comments or questions -- just long, low moans as she built toward orgasm

***

She was supposed to pick a dozen, maybe, or half a dozen… she settled on one. It was the particularly outlandish uncut cock with dripping pre-cum. I thought at first it'd prove a hoax -- and I can't help but think maybe Maria did, as well. But it was not. When I went back to my spreadsheet, there he was: a good-looking thirtysomething black man, with a JPG of his face and one of both his face and dick. He was real.

Surely he'd prove boorish, unsuitable for the task? I met with him at a local pub, not too close to the house -- his name was David. He was six-foot-four, soft-spoken and charming. He explained he was uncut because he'd been raised in Guatemala by hippies. He brought his paperwork -- testing for all the nasty bugs that might make this venture risky. He wanted to verify that this was something my girlfriend had initiated.

"Well... I initiated it," I said. "But I think she's as into it as I am at this point."

"I have a hard time believing that," said David with a grin; he could tell I was crazed for the idea. "You have a picture of her face?"

I'd brought one, a print, hard-copy, something that couldn't be duplicated or distributed. I pushed it over to him: Maria in a bikini, pretty as can be with full tits all but popping out of rainbow spandex.

"Holy crap," he said. "She's gorgeous. And you'll be watching?"

I nodded.

"But not participating."

"Unless she wants me to," I said. "She won't." It was part of the dream -- that I could be summoned at any time to help her out. To get her off, provide her a second cock, to hold her while he fucked her, or hold her open for him. But even that would be denied me.

"I'm going to jerk off, though. Do you mind that?"

"No."

"That's a relief."

"All right," he said. "Obviously, I'm game."

I pushed across an index card with our address, a date, a time. 

"I'll be there," he said.

"How would you like her?" I asked.

"Excuse me?"

"Dressed up... naked... lingerie... I mean, you won't be going out or anything, but if you've got a costume you're partial to..."

"She like high heels?"

"Loves them."

"And stockings? Garter belt?"

"But of course."

"She have a name?"

"I'd rather you didn't call her by it," I said nervously.

David grinned.

"No reason to know it, then, is there? And she won't know mine?"

"Right."

"I'll see you Saturday."

***

Maria greets him at the door dressed for action: black lace garter belt, black seamed stockings, black six-inch high heels. Her perfect tits are bare. The neighbors might be scandalized, if David's great size didn't shield her from their gaze. He's wearing jeans and a dress shirt, black leather boots.

She kisses him at the door, on the lips, full of heat and lots of tongue. She leads him into the living room, where he accepts a beer from me and plants his mammoth bulk on the big white sofa. It's summer, so the sun's still out; the sliding glass door is open to the back yard and there's a nice breeze coming through as, without conversation, Maria lowers herself to her knees and gets to work on his belt.

"Getting right to business, huh?" grins David, and takes a pull from his beer as she gets his pants open. He's wearing cotton boxers; the fly comes open easily but his dick's so big she has to work to get it through. I watch as Maria takes a deep breath of its scent, and eases back the foreskin. She exposes its purple head, making a little savory sound as she makes it clear how much she wants it.

"I've never sucked an uncut man before," Maria says.

My own dick hardens instantly as her tongue begins to slide up and down on David's prick. 

The breeze from the back yard blows in as David relaxes into the sofa and sighs. Maria licks her way down to the base of his shaft, then back to the head; then she opens wide and swallows him, struggling as she gets it to the back of her throat. She comes back up for air and then bobs up and down on him, her mascara running down her cheeks. David glances over at me and grins.

I take my cock out and stroke it slowly. David gathers up Maria's hair to give me and him a better view of her beautiful face as she works her mouth wetly up and down on his cock, drooling everywhere. Her tongue lolls out and works all around his cockhead, licking off the pre-cum. The way she's turned, on her hands and knees with her ass toward me, I can see her legs spread wide, exposing her cunt. Five minutes ago, my face was between her perfect thighs, licking her, stroking her, fluffing her. The taste of her cunt is strong in my mouth. I can almost feel her clit against my tongue as she comes up slowly, spreads her pretty stocking-clad legs, and gets on the couch.

She helps David off with his shirt, exposing a big, ripped chest with tattoos. His pants go easily down his legs until they're gathered, with his boxers, around his ankles. She leans forward and suckles on his nipples softly, then kisses him as she reaches back and draws his foreskin down again, guiding his exposed cockhead to her sex. She works it between her lips and finds her hole; then, moaning, she sits down on it.

It takes a nice long time for her to work his cock into her; he's so fucking big that I can see her straining to take it. She might have an easier time if she added a little lube, but I know she likes it tight; she likes to work to get her cunt fucked. The head, in particular, seems to stretch her, but even once that's inside she's got to move her hips slowly around to push herself onto it. Once her pussy is stretched halfway down his shaft, she runs her hand all over it, feeling how full she is. She looks into his eyes and starts to fuck herself on top of him, kissing him periodically, tenderly, on the lips.

As they fuck, David easily kicks off his shoes, his pants, his boxers, even his socks -- leaving him naked, fucking my girlfriend.

I stroke my cock but have to work not to shoot already. David glances over at me now and then, but Maria is completely ignoring me, which only makes me hotter. I watch as her slowly fucking strokes take her lower on David's shaft, her cunt expanding to accommodate him, stretching to accept his length and girth. She's crying out before five minutes has passed; then I see her fucking rapidly, reaching down to rub her clit.

She cries out wildly, jerking uncontrollably. She always comes fast in this position; it's why she chose it to start with. She wants to come, and come, and come, the way I begged her to -- and when I see her writhing on top of David, I know she's just getting started.

After she's climaxed the first time, she works herself off of him with slight difficulty and gets back down on her knees before him. David's groaning softly as her mouth returns to his dick; she sucks his cock more eagerly than ever, savoring the taste of her own cunt. She looks up at him and begs "Don't come yet… please don't come yet. I want you everywhere," and she doesn't have to spell it out -- he knows what she means. If he can hold out, he'll get that sweet ass, the one he probably jerked it to when looking at the JPGs of Maria's perfect rear view. David chuckles and nods, and when Maria's good and sated, his cock slick with drool again, she lets him guide her back onto the couch, spreading her wide as he positions himself between her opened legs.

He guides his cock back into her and slides it home. He starts fucking her as she moans; he gets her wrists and pins her down tight against the couch to give him better leverage. He starts fucking her slowly at first; within a minute, he's pounding her to her steadily mounting cries. He leans in and sucks her nipples as he fucks her; then he leans back on his haunches and grabs her tightly, lifting her up and down on his bulk. She comes again, her body twisting and writhing. She doesn't look over at me, but David does.

When she's done coming the second time, she whispers "Fuck me doggy style... and then do my ass." He helps her to her hands and knees on the big assortment of pillows I've arrayed for the occasion. She spreads her legs. He gets behind her. In this position, I know from experience, she's really tight. He has to work to get his cock back into her, but then, she's nice and wide and open.

He starts to fuck her, from behind; he's pointed her face right at me so I can see her reaction as she's getting pounded. I want to see her penetrated, so I come around and lean in close; I can smell her cunt, his cock, the sweat of both of them. David reaches out, grabs my hair, pulls me close to where his cock slides into Maria.

This is the last thing I was expecting, but the feel of his bulky hand on the back of my head makes my cock throb. Maria looks back and takes an obvious thrill seeing me forced to watch her get fucked; when David releases me with a grin, I look up meekly and knee nearby as Maria's eyes center on my face.

"Go get the lube," he tells me.

Nervously, I rise; I've left the lube on the coffee table, close to them. I hold it out for him; he shakes his head and I obediently open the bottle. I pour it between Maria's cheeks; I put some on my hand and gingerly reach down her back and rub the tight bud of her asshole, careful not to get any lube on Maria's expensive garter belt or to touch David's cock.

"Thanks," he says. "Now you can sit down again."

I return to my chair and start stroking myself again as Maria looks up at me and locks eyes. I watch as David eases his cock out of her, guides it to her asshole. She begins moaning crazily as he works to stretch her around him. What he doesn't know is that I've already prepped her… my tongue spent half an hour in Maria's rear entrance earlier, fluffing her for him, getting her ready to open for his cock. Even so, he's big and she's petite… so tight she has to struggle for it. He finally succeeds in getting his cockhead into her ass, and she gasps as it pops in. I watch the rapture on her face as she slowly takes it. He reaches out and grabs her hair; his other hand rests lazily on one ass-cheek, holding her open wide for his long strokes. He starts to fuck her gently as she moans, her hand going down between her legs and rubbing rapidly. She starts crying out, rhythmically, pumping herself back onto David's cock as he fucks her in the ass.

And then she comes, louder than ever, her whole body jerking and shuddering as pleasure takes her over. "Come inside me," she begs as she climaxes, and David grunts and starts fucking faster. It isn't another thirty seconds before he grabs her hair more tightly, making her cry out as he cries out. He comes hard inside her asshole, and Maria moans. I can tell from the look on her face that she can feel it. Slick up inside her.

When his cock softens and pops out, he helps her onto the couch and I hand him another beer. Maria spreads her legs and he fingers her for a while before she stops him, kisses him, and smiles.

David doesn't need to be asked; he chuckles, finishes his beer, and gets his clothes on. Maria walks him to the door, kisses him as he leaves.

She shuts the door behind him, comes over to where I'm sitting. She leans down and plants her mouth on mine; I can taste the stranger's cock.

"Thank you, baby," she says.

"Did you like it?"

She smiles.

"A little bit too much," she says. "Want to look at JPGs?"

I catch my breath. I nod.

She leads me to the computer, where I watch her page through cocks.

I always thought I'd be possessive -- I never thought I'd like to share. But now I know different; my favorite night is when my girlfriend gets fucked by a man she's never met. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.


"Five Men and My Husband" first appeared in Cuckold Husbands, edited by Miranda Hendrix. Deception Press, 2013. Copyright © 2013 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Five Men and My Husband by Tina Taylor

My husband Scott and I have always enjoyed a wonderful and varied sex life together. We were married when we were both eighteen, and as of this June we’ll have been together ten years. We got married for the reason everybody always thinks eighteen-year-olds get married -- I was pregnant. But we have two beautiful daughters now, and I wouldn’t change a thing. Scott is the only lover I’ve ever had. He’s a kind and tender lover with a sex drive almost as voracious as my own. We’ve tried just about every sexual variation that two people can enjoy together, including watching porn, talking dirty, and having frequent anal sex. 

But Scott is the only lover I’ve ever had. And I’ve always had a fantasy that I’m a little embarrassed about. For as long as I can remember I’ve been really fascinated by black men. I don’t know what it is. There are all the rumors about them having bigger cocks, but Scott certainly doesn’t leave me wanting in that department. But whenever I see an attractive black man over six feet, I start to feel it right away. My pulse quickens. My breath comes short. My nipples harden, often so much that you can see them through my clothes. And my pussy gets wet. And no matter how much I try not to, my mind is filled with thoughts of what I want to do to him. Which is get down on my knees, take his big black cock out of his pants, and put it between my lips. Suck his cock until he cums on my face.

I know it sounds dirty, and it’s not very politically correct. But as I’ve gotten older the fantasy got stronger and more frequent, always making me wet.

Scott and I recently moved to a racially mixed neighborhood in a large Eastern city. I take the bus to work each day, and on the way home I pass a somewhat seedy bar that’s frequented mostly by working-class black men. Our city recently passed an anti-smoking ordinance, so there are always guys out there on the street smoking. I never fail to draw approving stares and smiles from them with my petite, slender frame, pale skin, blue eyes and light blonde hair.

Sometimes they even say “Hi” or make comments that are a little less polite. When they do that, it’s all I can do to keep myself from walking inside and getting down on my knees to start sucking all their cocks. 

The other night was when I just about lost it. There were five gorgeous black men standing out in front of the bar, smoking cigarettes. One of them saw me coming from the end of the block, and he pointed me out to the others. All five of them turned and looked at me as I got closer and closer to the bar. It was a warm autumn day, and I’d worn a kind of skimpy blue floral sundress to work. I felt my nipples harden as I approached the five black men, until they poked right through my bra and were obvious through the thin sundress. Soon I could feel the squishy wet feeling of my panties being soaked. 

All five men were still looking at me, and now I was less than ten feet away.

“Hello, beautiful,” said one of the men, flashing a gorgeous smile. “Want to come in and have a drink?”

I could hardly breathe, I was so turned on. The black men’s eyes roved over my bare legs, looked at my full breasts. I wanted nothing more than to accept.

I managed to smile instead. “No thanks,” I said flirtatiously. “Maybe another time?”

“Consider it an open invitation, darling. What’s your name?”

“My name’s Tina,” I told him. “What’s yours?”

“My name’s Ron, Tina. Any time you want a fine black man to buy you a drink, you come see me.”

“I’ll keep it in mind,” I said, walking past them.        I had to fight not to turn around and go back. God, I wanted to fuck them all!

By the time I got home I was so turned on my pussy hurt from throbbing so hard. I saw Scott’s BMW in the driveway -- he’d gotten home from work before I did, something that rarely happens. I knew exactly what I was going to do.

Mitzi, the girl who takes care of our two daughters after school was still there, but had her backpack on, ready to go. I kissed my two daughters hello and asked Mitzi if she could stay for a few minutes.

“Sure, no problem,” said Mitzi, and put her backpack down.

“Can I talk to you in private for a moment?” I asked Scott sternly.

“Um, sure,” he said nervously. Mitzi looked at me uncomfortably, like she sensed we were about to have a fight. She didn’t know what I was really up to.

The second I had Scott in the bedroom I slammed the door and shoved him onto the bed. Then I tore open my dress so fast I heard buttons rolling on the hardwood floor. I shimmied it off as Scott lay there on the bed with his eyes wide, watching as I stripped for him. I unclasped my bra, revealing my firm, round B-cup breasts. Then I quickly stripped off my thong. I did it so fast he barely had time to appreciate the strip-tease, but the bulge in his pants told me he approved nonetheless.

I leapt onto Scott, hungrily kissing him as I rubbed my naked pussy against the bulge in his pants.

I slid down his body, tearing his pants open. His cock slid easily into my mouth and down my throat. As I sucked him, all I could think of was the five black studs eyeing me, watching me. They made it very plain that they would show me a good time in that bar -- a very good time indeed. As I pumped my mouth down over my husband’s cock, I could imagine me going from one black cock to another, down on my knees in the back of that bar. And then getting on all fours and putting my ass in the air so they could take turns fucking me.

I climbed onto the bed, ass up high, begging my husband to fuck me doggy-style.

“Please,” I moaned. “Do it hard.”

Without even taking his clothes off, Scott mounted me. His big hard cock filled my cunt and I came almost immediately, practically sobbing from the intense orgasm. I moaned louder and louder as he pounded his cock into me, fulfilling my request to be fucked hard, making me cum a second time, which is when I buried my face in the pillow and screamed into it. All I could think about was a black stud mounting me, fucking me in my pussy.

When Scott finally shot his thick load deep inside my pussy with a huge groan of pleasure, I knew Mitzi was probably getting suspicious. My hands shook as I buttoned my dress, and I didn’t bother to put my underwear on as I went out and told Mitzi thanks.

“Did you have a nice talk?” asked the savvy nineteen-year-old, giving me a smile that told me she knew exactly what Scott and I had been “talking” about.

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, and she winked at me.

#

Later that night, we made love again, and I came twice more as Scott fucked me missionary-position. My eyes were closed tight and I was imagining those five black studs mounting me one after another. When we were finished, Scott asked me what I was thinking about.

My considerate, tender husband held me close and stroked my hair as I confessed to him.

“You know that bar on the corner?” I began.

He listened intently, kissing me on the cheek and nodding as I told him of my attraction to black men, of my fantasy of being taken by several of them at once.

When I finished my story, my husband smiled, chuckled, and said “Tina, I’ve got a confession of my own to make...”

#

And what a confession! Though Scott and I had enjoyed many porn videos together, there was one he’d never shared with me -- his favorite. He watched it when I was out of the house, and it never failed to make him cum. It was a compilation video called “Little Blonde Girls Gangbanged by Big Black Studs.” He had been nursing his biggest fantasy ever since he’d found the tape three years ago: To watch me be gangbanged by five black studs.

Scott and I decided that we wouldn’t waste any time. That very weekend, we would bundle the girls off to Grandma’s house and Scott and I would make a video of our own. I would star in it. And Ron would provide the co-stars -- as many of his friends as he could round up.

#

On Saturday night, I went to the bar while Scott waited for me at home. There were only a few women in the bar, and I was definitely the only white woman. The second Ron saw me he came over and offered to buy me a drink.

I was wearing a sexy, skimpy white cocktail dress and four-inch heels. The dress showed my nipples plainly through the stretchy fabric. Ron couldn’t take his eyes off me. I flirted with him as I let him buy me a drink, then another, and another. It seemed like every man in the bar was watching Ron put the moves on this white woman. When I was feeling just drunk enough to be brave, I leaned close to Ron and kissed him fully on the lips.

Ron answered by pulling me close, and I could feel his hard-on pushing through his jeans.

“How would you like to round up a few of your friends and bring them back to my place?” I asked him. “We only live a few blocks away.

“You serious, Tina?”

I nodded. “I’ve never been more serious, Ron.”

“I think I’d like that very much, Tina,” said Ron. “And my friends have been talking about you ever since you started walking by here every night.”

“There’s one condition,” I said. “My husband Scott gets to watch and videotape it.”

“No problem,” said Ron.

I waited at the bar while Ron talked with a few of his friends. Finally, five gorgeous black studs led me out the door onto the street.

Ron introduced me to his friends, and we walked the few blocks to our little two-bedroom house. Ron walked with me, and his four friends followed behind, watching my ass and commenting on how fine it was going to look out of my dress. I was so wet I could feel my soaked thong starting to ooze juice down my thighs.

Scott was already waiting on the couch with the video camera set up on a tripod. His eyes went wide when he saw the entourage of black men I had brought back to fuck me.

“Scott, this is Ron, Mike, Steve, Dave, and Chuck.” I winked at him.

“Let’s get started,” said my husband with a wolfish grin on his face.

Scott had put a blanket in the middle of the living room. Ron and I sat on the sofa and started making out, his hands cupping my ass and then moving up to the catch of my tight white dress. When Ron was good and hard, we got up and moved to the blanket. He and his friends helped me out of my tight white dress, bra and thong. All five studs looked at my firm tits and bare pussy.

Dave leaned in close and started kissing me. His hand pinched my hard nipples and traveled down to my naked pussy. Chuck was behind me, kissing my neck. I turned my head and let Steve kiss me deeply, pulling open his pants.

Then I slid down onto my knees, surrounded by five black studs.

When Ron, Mike, Chuck, and Dave saw me take Steve’s big black cock out of his pants and start sucking it, they knew what I wanted. They unzipped their pants and hauled out their cocks. I felt a hot surge go through me as I realized that I was about to live my biggest fantasy. I slid my lips up and down Steve’s big black pole and then moved on to Mike’s. He was even bigger. The feeling of hunger just took me over. I moved on to another cock, my eyes closed, not even caring whose cock I was sucking. Firm hands guided my head forward and forced my mouth onto the next cock, and the next, as the guys took turns fucking my face. My pussy was dripping. I glanced up just long enough to see that Scott was sitting on the sofa, watching me with his hard cock out of his pants. The five black men had left enough space between them that the camera could get a perfect shot -- me on my knees, sucking five black cocks.

When I had them all good and hard, I looked up at Ron and said “I want you to all fuck me at once.”

Mike was chosen to fuck my pussy, Ron to fuck my ass. Mike laid in the middle of the blanket and held his big dong up for me to sit on. I crouched over him and let him guide the head between my lips. It was big, even bigger than Scott’s. But I was so wet that I slid right down on it, my pussy clenching around Mike’s thick rod.

Scott handed Ron the lube and he smeared it between my ass-cheeks and over the head of his cock. As he fitted his cock into my asshole, Dave put his cock in my face. I took Dave’s big log into my mouth and started sucking it, moaning as Ron violated my tight asshole.

Then I reached out with both hands, and Chuck and Steve guided their cocks into my grasp.

I was filled so full with black cock that I couldn’t move. Luckily, Ron and Mike knew just how to gangbang a little white woman. Their pumping hips moved as one, Mike sliding into my cunt with the same rhythm Ron was using to fuck my back door. Meanwhile, I jerked Chuck and Steve off with my hands and sucked Dave’s cock hungrily. I got lost in the taste and feel of black cock and the press of hot, sweaty black flesh all around me, making my pussy throb. But when I glanced up, Scott was leaning over Dave’s shoulder, holding the camera on me. He was capturing every moment of my gangbang.

Ron and Mike fucked me hard, filling my cunt and ass with their powerful thrusts. I came harder than I’ve ever cum before, and that only made me suck Dave’s cock more hungrily. Dave’s hips started moving fast, and I knew he was going to be the first to cum on me. I jerked Chuck and Steve’s cocks faster, wanting them to cum all over me. When Dave pulled out and started jerking his cock, I turned my face up toward him and opened my mouth. He shot thick white streams of jizz all over my face, soaking my hair and covering my tongue. I lapped at it hungrily and Steve took his place, shoving his cock into my cum-filled mouth. I felt another cock in my hand -- Scott’s. My husband was still holding the camera on me. The five men welcomed him in to the circle, letting him shove his cock into my grasp, letting me jerk him off as the four remaining black studs had me. Dave’s cum dripped down my neck and onto my tits. Mike reached up and smeared it all over them, fucking me faster as he got ready to cum. Chuck was the next, though; he grabbed my hair and forced my head back, pulling me off of Steve’s cock. I opened my mouth wide to receive Chuck’s load on my face as Steve kept jerking off, aiming at my face. Chuck shot all over me, and just as he did, Mike started to cum, too, shooting his load in my pussy. Then Steve grabbed my hair just as Mike and Chuck finished cumming. He shot his load all over my face, stroking his black cock and milking every last drop of jizz out of it.

Ron pulled out of my ass. He and Scott pushed me onto my back on the blanket. They stood over my face and I reached up and stroked their cocks as I opened my mouth wide and begged for it. By now my hair was soaked with cum, and my face and breasts were covered with it. But I wanted more. Whimpering, I begged them to cum on my face. Ron and Scott spurted at the same time, spurting hot semen onto my face and into my open mouth as my husband focused the camera on me, capturing my cum-dripping face for posterity.

Maybe it’s just luck that we moved so close to an all-black bar. Then again, maybe it’s fate. It’s the biggest fantasy Scott and I have ever lived, and we have our new friends over every Friday and Saturday night. We never have a shortage of guests, and even though Scott’s still the only white man I’ve ever slept with, I’m anything but innocent now.

And I still get wet whenever I see a good-looking black man, no matter where I am. But now, I don’t hesitate.

I ask him if he’d like to buy me a drink.
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Real Cuckolds by Heather Stevens

I relaxed on the great king-sized bed with my legs spread and my husband's arms around me. 

I let out a rapturous moan of pleasure as another man fucked me. 

His cock was very, very big, but I didn't really need lube. I was dripping wet for a variety of reasons. One of them was the gorgeous glass eye of the camera pointed right at me -- not at my face, but at my cunt, capturing the thrust of the stranger's cock as it sank deep into my wet pussy, while the cameraman's cock bulged attractively through his tight jeans. Another reason I was so wet was the camera that was pointed at my face, Camera #2. I was acting for the camera, sort of -- crying out loudly in pleasure beyond what I felt. It didn't really matter; the man's cock was huge, and I've always liked big ones. It felt really good, and the screaming was just a little bit of over-acting on my part. But it was only a little over-acting. I'd already climaxed twice.

As the man hips pumped his cock into me, I tried to look up at his face and remember his name. I could accomplish the first, but I couldn't the second. I had been introduced to them all...but there were just too many of them. I'd given each man a warm hug, holding him close, giving him time to let his hands wander. It's not like it was really unprofessional...not really. I needed to warm up; they needed to warm up. And in this case, "warm up" meant get aroused.

Well, it had worked. I'd found another recipe for intense arousal in the human female. Having twenty hot guys show up at your house, one after the other, and hugging each and every one of them tenderly while letting him grope your ass. Then catching glimpses of them all getting undressed in your living room while your husband helps you put on your black lace-top stockings, garter belt, high heels and dog collar. 

And even if it wasn't especially professional...t didn't need to be. This was more than just a porn movie to me. It was fantasy come true. The fact that there was a professional camera crew there, videotaping it in our real bedroom for a series called Real Cuckolds of Orange Count -- well, that was just a plus. The $350 we would get for it was a pittance in porn standards...for a gangbang, that is. I should be getting five times that...but I didn't care. I wasn't a professional before today.

I just wanted cock. It was Jason's fetish, not mine, that the men should be black, but I had no objection. I've always found many black men attractive...and these men were built and hung, all of them, semi-professional porn stars and good at what they did. They knew how to fuck.

That's why it was for RealCuck Entertainment that I was making my debut. They were able to give me exactly what I wanted....and what my husband so desperately needed.

All of the men who had fucked me so far today were black...as were of the men who were waiting in the line that stretched down the hall from my bedroom. The fact that RealCuck Entertainment had handled all the paperwork meant all the men who fucked me were tested...which meant I could let them all fuck me bareback.

I had done myself up for the part of the wicked cuckoldress. My dark hair, at thirty, showed the faintest hint of grey, and that wouldn't do. So I'd gone to the salon and had it bleached. I'd gotten got my nails done and bought a new garter belt and heels. I got my pussy waxed smooth in a painful Brazilian -- ouch! 

All told, I spent way more than $350 getting myself preened and perfect for the twenty men who lined up in my hallway -- ten men had fucked me, and ten more to go. Each one would leave his load in my hole...and my husband Jason, would lick it out, as per the contract.

Jason didn't get paid; that was part of the deal. The $350 was for my performance. His being there was optional. But if he wanted to stay, then he had to chow down afterwards. Those were the ironclad rules of the contract...like it or not.

And I think Jason liked it. He sat behind me on the bed, legs spread, naked except for a pair of panties and a dog collar like mine. His cock had stretched the front of his pink, see-through panties before the first cock had entered any of my holes. When I spread my legs for the first cock, he moaned in pleasure and pulled his panties down till the waistband was under his balls. He hadn't pulled it up since.

I could feel his little cock, hard and full, rubbing against my back as the black stranger fucked me. Sometimes I felt him reaching under me to fondle his cock; he would squeal sometimes, like he couldn’t keep himself from jacking it till he came on my back. 

At those times, I got even more turned on. I would fuck myself onto the stranger's cocks, crying out for my husband's benefit as much for the camera's.

I threw my head back and faked another orgasm. The real ones felt far better, of course -- and I'd already had two of those. But the fake ones, the cameraman told me, always seem realer. It was fun to fake as many as I could on camera; I loved being a total slut for my husband's pleasure. And knowing perverts like him were going to jerk off to this only made it hotter. 

Jason moaned as I shook my head, so that my long bleach-blonde slut-hair danced across his face and his shaved, naked chest. 

I spread my legs wider, like a shameless little whore, and moaned as the stranger - whose name I still didn't recall -- gasped with effort and grunted out: "Pop?"

"Go ahead," said a cameraman, zooming in close. "Internal. Cream her."

A hot rush of erotic excitement raged through me as I felt Jason's entire body spasm under me to hear that. Most of the men who had done me so far had finished "internally." The bedspread beneath me was a huge puddle of creamy, pearlescent liquid. It leaked out of  me readily when no cock was in me; when there was, it squished out around each thrust. The men were professionals; they didn't seem to mind.

And as for Jason? Now and then he would lean his head forward and peer over my shoulder and look down at my cream-gushing snatch. Whether he looked at a hard black cock sliding into it with thick cream leaking out, or at a gaping hole that was hungry for another, the result was the same; he flogged his much smaller dick against my back, leaving little strings of pre-cum with each pump. He stroked and stopped, stroked and stopped, edge himself and trying not to cum. 

The stranger grunted and groaned; Camera #1 caught his tormented facial expression as his cock creamed inside me. Camera #2 zoomed in on the action, capturing everything as he gave it to me. This guy did it just like a professional; he pulled his cockhead back to my entrance, till he was just barely inside me. But he left it in deep enough that it didn't just gush out around my slit. No...he pumped it up inside me, lots of it. And when he pulled back, I let out a gasp as his big cockhead left me. There was a moment while Camera #2 focused in on my cunt and Camera #1 zoomed out to capture my face and my body, down to my cream-filled snatch. I knew that it also caught Jason's facial expression. What was it? Horror? Excitement? Arousal? I didn't know...I couldn’t be sure. But I knew I would know...once I had seen it. When this scene hit the streets, I planned to make good use of the complimentary copy. RealCuck Entertainment had promised in the contract.

The moment passed in pregnant hunger; then I squeezed my muscles and let out a soft, luscious "Ooooooh," as a flood of cream poured from my hole. I clenched and released, clenched and released. The cameras zoomed closer with every creamy drop. Jason's head was tipped forward, his face against mine. In my peripheral vision, I could see his eyes wide. His mouth was open so far he was drooling on my tits. He pumped his cock crazily, moaning.

"Good," said the cameraman to my latest co-star. "Next!"

I threw him a flirtatious smile and blew him a kiss, but he was already turning away. In an instant, the black man was gone, and another was taking his place. This one, I remembered a little more; he'd really let his hands go to town on my ass when I hugged him as he arrived. He'd even groped my pussy.

I smiled at him, flirty and sexy, tossing my hair back and forth so it brushed Jason's face and his smooth chest. 

The man didn't say a word; he just smiled at me. Then he got down to business, guiding his cock to my slit. 

I moaned to feel naked cock sliding up into my hole. 

I cried out, moaning as he entered me. Cum squished out around the entrance. I lunged forward onto him, rocking my body onto him.

One of the cameramen zoomed; the other panned up my body.

Cameraman #1 wiped the sweat from his brow. "How many more we got?" he called. 

Distantly, a production assistant called, "Nine more!"

Cameraman #1 looked up at me as I fucked myself onto the new stranger's cock. He said, "Damn, girl...you are a trooper."

I laughed. "Thank you," I said. I arched my back and tipped my head back so that I could kiss my husband. He obediently opened his mouth and let me shove my tongue in. I knew that my mouth tasted strongly of cock; I'd sucked for a while before the first one had fucked me. Soon, I imagined, they'd want me to start doing two at a time. Either way, they'd all finish up in my pussy...that's how the contract was written.

"Is that true, baby? Is what he says true? Am I a trooper?"

"Yes, Mistress," Jason groaned. Then he let out a gasp. I felt his hand stop its motion for a minute, then desperately pump again. Streams blasted out of his tiny little cock. Slime squirted onto the small of my back and dripped down to my butt cheeks and beyond, where it joined the mess on the already cum-soaked bedspread.

It barely made an impression.

"Aw, too bad you blew your load, baby. Nine more to go after this one. You'll lick me clean, though, won't you? You have to, baby. It's in the contract." 

I laughed. 

Jason nodded, said "Yes, Mistress."

Camera #2 captured it. The cameraman zoomed on his face, and I could feel Jason tremble in excited shame.

I turned back to the man who was fucking me. This time, when I blew him a kiss, he returned it. 

His hips never stopped pumping; he fucked his way rapidly toward his cumshot. I heard someone say, "Go! Internal."

I felt my husband squirming behind me. As the next load of cream erupted inside me, I planned to fake an orgasm with the next guy. He was extra-hot, and he already waited at the foot of the bed, his cock hard and ready in his hand. I couldn’t remember his name, either, but what did it matter? I liked the look of his cock.

My husband whimpered as his sad little cock started to swell again. He began to flog it.

"It's only been...what, fifteen minutes, baby?" I laughed. "I think that's a record for you, darling...isn't it?"

Jason moaned. My words made him swell even harder; he started to pump his dick quickly. I had considered having his hands bound for part of the gangbang, but had decided against it. Now that he'd already cum and was popping another sad little boner, I wasn't so sure. Maybe I'd ask one of the two cute female P.A.'s to tie him up. They both had experience on fetish porn, I knew. They'd know how to tie a man's hands...and anyway, Jason's a pushover.

Thinking of having a girl tie my husband's hands while men fucked me, I felt a whole new wave of arousal course through me. I decided I'd never thought of anything so hot in my life. I decided I'd do exactly that when this new guy was done cumming inside me. I'd ask one of the cameramen to get me the P.A.'s and ask if they could secure my husband so he wouldn't embarrass himself with another premature ejaculation.

And I'd say it on camera, I decided.

To my surprise, I never had to fake that orgasm; another real one built inside me quickly as I imagined my bound and gagged husband. 

Real is always the best.
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Rosita's Fluffer by Derek McDaniel

I don't feel bad for Toni -- not one bit. He's down on his knees at the door to the bedroom, with a line of guys stretching down the hall and into the living room. The bedroom smells like sex, because Rosita is getting fucked on the bed, and I'm capturing it all on camera. The sound of fucking and slapping is all over. The scent of male sweat, female pussy, cum, lube, balls, and cologne is overwhelming; it chokes me, but I kinda like it. 

It's a pretty big bedroom, but no bedroom is big enough when you've got five guys on a bed giving it hard to one woman -- three of them in her at once, and two leaning in to get handjobs -- and a line of twenty or thirty more going all the way down the hall. And her husband, Toni, cute little Toni, shaved smooth and girled up and wearing nothing but a garter belt and stockings and a G-string and high heels, down on his knees fluffing at the front of the line.

Rosita's covered in cum. The bed is wet with it. She's spread out on the sodden sheets, slimy from head to toe. It almost looks like this is supposed to be a Bukkake scene or something. But this isn't Bukkake -- at least, it's not supposed to be. It's just that Rosita is Catholic, you see. She doesn't believe in birth control, so she makes all the guys pull out before they shoot their loads. Oh, don't get me wrong...sometimes, she swallows. Sometimes she takes their cumshots in her ass. But mostly she jacks them off on her face and her tits and her stomach...and into her hair, and all over her arms and her hands, licking up as she goes, but not very effectively.

Whenever she does it -- whenever jacks a guy off or takes cum in her hole or on her face or whenever she laps it off her own hands or her own tits -- I'm there, zooming in close and filming it, while her husband makes slurping sounds in the doorway, preparing the next guy to take the expended man's place, either inside Rosita or shoving his cock in her face or her hand. 

Let me tell you, Rosita's aversion to birth control has been absolute gold in the porn market, because there's nothing her online customers love more than a sissified cuckold whose wife won't go on the pill but doesn't believe in using condoms when she fucks. 

And Rosita loves to fuck. Even if she always gets facials or tits shots or belly shots, she really loves those big hard cocks up her pussy. Even better, she loves it so much that sometimes she fucks like a crazed beast, and things get away from her. Her costar can't pull out in time -- or, sometimes, she even gets so turned on that she won't let him. She's wrapped her legs around his back and held him in, begging for cum in her pussy, even though she's not protected. The times she's done that, I got it all on camera. Subscriptions went through the roof.

Right now, Toni is kneeling in the doorway, the knees of his stockings bagged. He's slurping down a nameless black man's cock something fierce. I watch the strings of spit running out of Toni's mouth and down his chin, drizzling all over the guy's expensive sneakers. Pissed off, the guy pushes Toni down and makes him lick his own spit off the stranger's athletic shoes. It's pointless; the guy is sure as hell going to have some drooly feet one way or another he fucks that hot mess of a cumslave on the bed. 

But what does it matter? The point is made. He's enforced his dominion over Toni, the sissy husband, the feminized cuckold, who seems to like it. His little dick is swelling hard in his panties. That's what happens when you brutalize a sissy. His little clitty gets hard.

Of course, it isn't easy to tell if Toni is really that turned on by being forced to lick a stranger's feet just before the guy fucks his wife. I mean, after all those days of chastity, Toni's dick gets hard at the drop of a hat whenever Rosita lets him out of lockup. Padlock a chastity tube on a horny slut sissy's dick for six days, and on the seventh, when you take it off he'll pop a boner faster than you can say "lick my boots, sissy!" 

That's not the only reason Rosita keeps her hubby locked up...but it's one of the most important ones. When I show up at their house to shoot another scene and Rosita unlocks Toni's little thing and lets it out so the bitch can "perform," it's ready for action faster than ever.

And I get it all on camera. I take a moment away from Rosita's cumslave gangfuck on the bed, and zoom my camera in on Toni's little dick as he laps his own spit off the guy's speakers. Toni's panties are thong-back, and I can see his smooth-shaved little ass working back and forth in growing arousal as he licks feet with the taste of hard cock still in his mouth. The guy above him puts one sneaker atop Toni's long, messy blonde hair and holds him down there while the guy jacks his big black cock, keeping it hard. From my vantage point, I get lots of great footage of Toni's huge, swollen blue balls hanging out of his G-string, his little dick so rock-hard that it's popped out the barely-there lace garment.

His hand slides up and down his spit-covered thigh, right at the edge of his stockings. I can tell the little sissy wants to reach down and jack his tiny cock. He's moments from actually doing it...but he knows what will happen if I catch him doing it. I know if that happens, I'm going to have to hoist Toni up on the bed and give him a really hard seeing-to right then and there, even if it distracts from getting important footage of Rosita getting groupfucked. I mean, I've got to enforce sissy discipline. That's how it works. Otherwise, sissies go wild.

Believe me, I know. I'm well acquainted with how critical it is to keep a sissy under your thumb. Long before hot little baby-loving, birth-control-hating Rosita spawned this idea to start a pregnancy risk cuckoldry site, I was her lover. Hell, I was the first guy to really fuck the shit out of her -- she'd never been seriously fucked until I gave it to her bareback while Toni knelt and watched. He was "Tony," then, or sometimes "Anthony," before I decided he ought to be feminized. That first time I fucked Tony's wife, he was wearing panties and he didn't want to fluff me. But oh, I know how this works. I grabbed his hair and slapped his face with my dick and rammed it into his mouth. He fluffed me, all right. I plowed his face good. And then I climbed onto Rosita and gave her the fucking she'd been dreaming of.

After that, Tony got real submissive...and real feminine. He never said "no" to a fluff job again. Rosita and I saw a lot of each other in those months. She and I used fuck for hours and hours, sometimes letting Tony watch -- other times, locking him up in the cage I insisted they buy for his training. Rosita was pretty much into anything I told her to do...I guess you could say she was real submissive, even more submissive than her silly, argumentative husband. Sometimes I had to slap Tony around to get him to comply with my training demands, but the worst I ever had to do to Rosita was take her over my knee and spank the shit out of her. When I found out how much she loved that, it was smooth sailing forever after.

In those days, Tony was not the exotic creature our customers have come to love. He was just a silly little cuckold husband who shaved his body and wore panties while he watched me fuck his wife. He was nothing more than an excruciatingly sad and typical male specimen -- maybe skinnier than most, a little younger, with delicate bone structure and the kind of longish hair that just begged to get bleached blonde so it could be grabbed when I fucked his face or slapped him around. I mean, I'd already laid a long string of married women starting long before Rosita, so I was familiar with Tony's "type." I figured was basically the submissive cuckold husband who didn't have the balls to let his wife really take control...or who'd been unlucky enough to marry a woman who didn't want to take control. And I was right, partially. But as I discovered, it was just that Rosita didn't know how to take control.

That's where I came in. I taught her. I gave it to her good and hard, dominating her in the bedroom and out. I have less than no interest in cock...I mean, other guy's cocks...except as an object of abuse. Tony's little number was the perfect target for that abuse. I tortured it hard myself, along with his balls, and I locked his little thing up. I taught Rosita to do the same. I taught her to feel the same contempt for her husband's little dick that I did. I taught her to strap on a big fat cock and buttfuck the little sissy hubby with the same cruelty that I did.

It's not like it was hard. It turned out Rosita really did have the instinct to dominate Tony...she just hadn't learned how to do it and feel okay about it. I taught her how, and I showed her how. And then somewhere in the middle of all that, Rosita got tired of working an office job. She preferred to spend her time with me -- as much of it as possible. Then, pretty quick, she got tired of getting by on Tony's pathetic salary. 

That's when I talked her into starting a porn site. But making it an all-bareback, all-black, pregnancy-risk fetishism site? That was all Rosita. That shit was her idea.

And it's been a gold mine.

Toni's finished fluffing the foot freak. He's lapped up all the spit from the guy's sneakers and given his hard black dick a few more wet misses and worshipped his balls a little. As the sneaker-wearing guy approaches the bed, one guy getting a jack job from Rosita grunts and squirts his load all over Rosita's face. 

Rosita looks up at him, says, "Thank you, Papi." Then, more eagerly, "Thank you, Sir."

I smirk. The "Papi" crap is kinda racist, but then...that's the market, right? And that dominant-submissive stuff is priceless to the customers. Every time my hot little Latina piece of ass calls a black guy "Sir" or "Master," I can use the clip a dozen times in promo materials, and subscriptions shoot up. She's a good little girl, my Rosita. She knows how to earn.

I mean, she knows how we sell the site, right? Rosita is a hot and spicy Latina slutwife with a weak white skinny feminized sissy husband. Rosita loves to spread her legs for any black guy who comes around...or, I guess, any black guy we can hire, but the customers don't think of it that way. Rosita doesn't believe in condoms and she isn't on the pill...and we have lots of interview footage to emphasize that fact. We're the only ones out there doing it for real. I think Rosita is crazy for taking the risk, but we plot her cycle very carefully, so that it's pretty unlikely she's gonna have an unwanted kid. If she does? Well, that's the price of doing business. But I don't think it'll happen.

When it's time to knock my baby-loving slut slave up, I'm going to do it myself. I'm going to make Toni watch as I pin Rosita down and give it to her good and shoot my baby batter so deep inside her that she can't help but end up swelling with child. And then we'll get some really hot footage, the hot pregnant wife being fucked in front of her husband, ripe and full with another man's child. And when the baby comes? That's going to be one of the most beloved babies ever. Rosita and I are going to raise him or her with all the love we've got. And even better, the little tyke will already have a guaranteed nanny.

I've got to tell you, I was skeptical about this site idea at first; I thought there would be a backlash. But no, it's been resoundingly popular. That's because Rosita really sells it. I have her do all these interview segments in which she talks about the sanctity of life and God's plan for her uterus. To be frank, I think it's a little wacky. But I gotta say, there's something fuckin' hot about a Catholic girl so obsessed with God and with making babies that she gets seriously wet knowing that God controls her cycle, her fertility, her impregnation. She loves to tell the audience she finds it deeply erotic to know that God is in charge...her ultimate top, in some ways. She gets hot and wet knowing that if God wills it, maybe her lover won't be able to pull out on a day when she's really fertile.

That always makes my dick good and hard. It's not like the audience knows this shit, but it's a deeply intimate moment between us when she says those sort of things on camera. Because I'm the only one who fucks her on days when she's really fertile.

And so I'm going to be the one to impregnate her...when the time comes. Call it God or call it Me, I'm her Master and I'm going to spread her wide and knock her up. And cute little Toni right there is going to fluff me on the Sacred Day when I decide to finally make it happen.

The guy fucking Rosita's pussy on the bed barely manages to pull out before he blows his load all over her thigh and the outside of her pussy. She rubs her hand all over it and licks the cum off her fingers. The guy she's riding cums in her ass, and Rosita moans in pleasure. At almost the same time, the guys in her hands and the one crouched above her getting a BJ all seem to cum at once. Cum blasts all over Rosita's pretty face and her tits. 

I get some tight shots of the cum leaking out of her ass and dribbling all over the outside of her pussy. Then there's a wholesale rearrangement of male "talent" as Toni desperately tries to send enough guys through the fluffing station. That poor little sissy bitch is really messed up, his makeup ruined, his hair soaked with pre-cum and spittle. He's got five guys shoving dicks in her face, trying to get fluffed in time to be next to mount Rosita. 

As the director, it's my job to break things up. "Hold on! Hold on!" I say. "Give the little cunt a break!"

The guys know which side their bread is buttered on. They listen to me. They back away. I reach out and grab Toni's leash, which has been hanging down between his smooth little tits. I lead Toni over to the bed.

Rosita is glazed with cum. Her eyes are wild. She never looks happier -- or hornier.

I train the camera on Toni as I force him up onto the bed and shove his face between Rosita's legs.

"Lick her clean," I order. "Then we'll start again."

Rosita looks up at me happily as Toni begins to obediently lap the cum from pussy and thighs. Toni licks eagerly as I lean down and train the camera on Rosita's pretty face, letting our viewers look deep into Rosita's eyes.

"Thank you, Papi," she purrs.

I wink at her, and then pan the camera down her naked, cum-covered body to her little sissy husband. He's licking desperately at her cummy pussy, lapping the cum from her vulva. Some of it is dripping out from inside her; fuck, did I miss an internal cumshot? That shit is gold; I wish I'd gotten it on camera. No matter...there'll be plenty more before the end of the day. There are still a lot of guys in the hallway. Toni's going to fuck every last damned one of them, right before they fuck his wife.

"That's a good little bitch," I tell Toni.

"Thank you, Master," he whimpers, his face still pushed up into his wife's cummy pussy.

I come in close and get some really sweet shots of Rosita's cum-glazed thighs and little sissy Toni, lapping between them. Pretty soon Toni's makeup is even more ruined than ever, lipstick smeared all over his husband's puss and thighs. Cum runs down his chin and dribbles onto his tits. I plant the camera in just the right place so that I can lean in and kiss Rosita deeply, not even caring that I taste cock and cum. Her sweet little tongue is so hot and so wet that it makes me forget I'm going where other men have just gone.

Hell, I don't even really mind. I didn't at the beginning, and I don't mind it now. I like making money, and I like fucking Rosita's brains out. But I like one thing best of all, and that's pimping Rosita while her sissy cunt husband's forced to watch.

So I guess it's all about Toni, isn't it? The narcissistic little sissy whore would probably get a little boner if he knew that. But he's already got one, his tiny cock hanging rock-hard between his legs from the swollen mass of his long-denied blue balls. I can see it bouncing pathetically as Toni undulates, working his hips up and down as while he licks up the cum.

I kiss Rosita one last time, deeply, then come around the back of the bed to get a nice tight shot of Toni's hard little sissy dick, hanging out of his panties.

Then I snap my fingers and shout:

"All right! Come on, next five guys. Now! Move it! Move it! Toni, back off! Get back to fluffing!"

They don't answer, but they all obey me like I’m a drill sergeant.

Only Toni murmurs, "Yes, Master," as he slides off the bed and crawls, cummy, over to the doorway.

Five more guys mount the bed, and Rosita moans as they start pushing into her. In the doorway, Toni goes back to fluffing, taking the first hard black cock into his mouth.

Grinning, I train the camera on Rosita and make sure to catch every moment of her pleasure.
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