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Chapter 1

Lola rolled the wheel and scanned the bank statement scrolling by. She leaned back from the monitor.

“How did our finances get so ugly?” she murmured.

She and Dante were overdrawn again, and this time the bank was threatening to close their account and notify the police. They were spending money they did not have.

Well, Dante was. At least he had been before she demanded control of their checking account. She stopped the hemorrhaging, but it was too late. Damage done. She sighed and leaned farther back in her home office chair.

If Dante doesn’t start closing deals, she thought. We’ll lose the house. We’ll lose everything.

There were no tears. She was beyond those. This reckless spending had gone on for over a year. Dante felt emasculated when she assumed control but there was no reason to believe he was good at balancing a budget simply because he was male.

I’m better at math. He’s far better at understanding emotions, his own and others.

She sighed, wishing he was home to provide some emotional comfort. His road trips were getting longer and longer as he pursued a greater share of the market.

One big-box retailer signing on and we’d be set. Or at least we’d be on our way out of this mess.

Thinking about her husband made her miss him. She logged out of their bank account. There was no way to fix anything anyway.

Downstairs she flipped through the stack of letters, bills mostly, until a personal hand-written envelope caught her eye: J. W. Esquire, Attorney at Law. She opened the envelope and began to read, amazed by the news she found there. She grabbed her cell phone, hoping the account was still active and dialed her husband, on the road somewhere between Austin and Fort Worth. He did not answer but she didn’t expect him to. He rarely did while on the road. The call rolled over to voicemail.

“Honey!” she exclaimed. “You won’t believe this. My uncle who died recently left me his bookstore and everything in it. Can you believe it? We can sell the place and those rare manuscripts and pay off all our debt. I’m going to call the lawyer that sent me this letter and set up a meeting.”


Chapter 2

Lola walked along the narrow rows of the small shop. The glass display cases needed dusting. The windows were hazy. The tile floor needed waxing. In her hand she held the sad little note she’d found taped to the front door: Closed until I feel better. C.

He went home feeling ill and never returned, she thought. Life can be so cruel.

Rare books and manuscripts filled the shelves. The price tags often shocked her. She paused to examine a colorful tome, written in a flowery script she did not understand, and carefully turned pages until a painting of two nude men penetrating a voluptuous nude woman met her eyes.

“Oh!” she said, blushing and quickly turning the page.

On the next page a naked man with a large but soft penis stood over a naked woman sitting on her heels. The woman stared at the penis adoringly.

“What kind of book is this?” Lola said, turning the volume over to close it.

Her skin felt warm. She was sure her face was bright red. Sex, in all its forms, made her uncomfortable. Even sex with her husband. She turned her back on that large picture book and continued exploring, noting all the security cameras Uncle Clancy had installed around the shop.

At last, she approached the sales counter. Her uncle had left a nearly full Diet Coke behind the counter, now warm and flat, and the sight made her chest ache. How many times had she seen him with one? She pressed the buttons on the register and was pleased to see cash remaining in the till. She closed the drawer and left the sales floor to examine the small office in the back. Uncle Clancy kept things simple with almost no back stock. The benefit of selling rare and one-of-a-kind items, she figured. She found his income ledger and sat at his modest desk, perusing his sales for the last few years.

She gasped.

Uncle Clancy ran a fortune through this place. Hope flared for a moment but rapidly faded. His bank accounts would be tied up in probate for years as his children fought over his wealth. He knew Lola wanted this place because she was a bookworm like himself, so he’d made sure she got it.

No cash, she thought. But if I ran this place like he did, plenty of cash would follow. He knew that. I need to figure out everything he did and copy him.

Her heart raced. This was a real chance to get out from under their crushing debt. This was a real chance to actually get ahead. She didn’t need Dante to close a big deal. This shop, if she handled it right, would be all they needed. She remembered the cameras and figured out how to watch the playback. There was no sound, but she studied how her uncle would allow a customer to browse and then approach after a few minutes. She vowed to do the same. They all knew what they were hunting. She would allow them to do most of the work. She searched all his special-order requests and made notes about who he used most often.

This is possible, she concluded. I may never get as good as him, but I can get good enough.

A red light flashed on the phone. She lifted the receiver and punched in the code to hear voicemails. She began to dictate, rapidly scrawling notes about each customer and what they’d ordered. She began to call them back, explaining about her uncle and promising to complete their requests, or letting them know they could come pick up their book. By the end of the day, she felt much better about her future.


Chapter 3

She made some changes. All the sex books were placed in a corner and hidden behind a curved curtain. No more could someone stumble upon them accidentally. She’d learned right away that her client base was almost exclusively older men in pursuit of some book they’d hunted for years. Her first sale sent her spirit soaring. She talked to Dante almost daily and he was thrilled by her successes.

“There is one strange thing that keeps happening,” she explained over the phone. “Some people, almost always older men, will come in and mill about, not really looking at the books on display but more like they are waiting for something or maybe looking for Uncle Clancy to walk out of the back office.”

“Have you talked to any of them?” Dante asked.

“No.”

“Try it. Offer to help them find something. See what they say.”

“I get nervous.”

“You own a bookstore now, Baby. You gotta learn to deal with the public.”

She agreed and they soon ended the call. The front door opened, and a bearded older man entered, walking along the front of the store but ignoring the various books on display. Lola took a deep breath.

“Good day, sir,” she said, hating her choice of words. “How might I assist you?”

God! she moaned internally. I sound like such a geek.

“I’m fine,” he said, startled. “Clancy around?”

She approached the man, placing her hand gently on his arm.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “My uncle passed suddenly. I’m taking over his shop to continue his fine traditions. I’m happy to help you locate a book.”

The man glanced towards the back-office door as if he expected Uncle Clancy to make an appearance. Then his eyes darted down, drawn for some reason to the front of her modest dress. Lola was instantly uncomfortable.

“No, no,” he said. “I’m fine. I gotta go.”

He hurried away. Lola looked down at her dress and discovered several buttons had come undone. The man had seen her deep cleavage and lacy brassiere. Lola was mortified, turning away from the store front to hastily button her dress. Her face flushed pink like it always did and she dashed to the back for a glass of cool water. The front door was still closing behind the man when she yanked the back-office door open and caused a panel of black wood next to a heavy bookcase to flutter. She thought nothing of it and poured herself some water. She sat, keeping an eye on the monitors.

It didn’t make sense.

Uncle Clancy made a fortune out of this place. Yet maybe only one out of ten customers purchased something. How did he do it? She scanned the ledger again looking for large single purchases but found none. The receipts confirmed this. Uncle Clancy did a steady business, but Lola struggled to do the same.

The front door opened, and a man entered. She watched the monitor as he glanced around, ignoring the books while he searched for something else. She checked to make sure her dress was buttoned and went out to greet him.

“Welcome,” she said, smiling.

“Um, Clancy around?” he asked.

“Why do you want him if I’m standing right here?” she asked, annoyed. “I can get you what you need.”

He seemed taken aback.

“You can?”

“Yes,” she insisted. “Just tell me what you’re after.” Her irritation rose. “All day men like you come in, look around, and then leave without buying anything. Without truly even looking at anything. Why? Why bother coming in? What is it you came in for?”

She was hurt by his rejection and frustrated by the lack of sales. This was supposed to have been her way out of debt.

“Sorry,” he said sheepishly, heading for the exit.

She tossed her hands in the air.

“What the heck?” she croaked. “Another one out the door. I’m sick of this.”

She hurried to the back room again, dropping into her uncle’s big chair. The chair turned slowly, rotating her. She happened to be facing the black wood panel when the front door closed. She heard a sigh of wind and saw the panel flutter.

“What?”

She left the chair to investigate, quickly discovering a finger hole, painted black to blend in. She slipped her finger inside and tugged. The panel swung wide like a narrow door, revealing another, heavier door behind it. She opened that door too and stepped through.

Inside she found a room painted Vanta black, a darkness so dark it stirred primal fear. This room swallowed light, eating it as it came through the secret door. She conquered her trepidation enough to risk touching the wall, fully expecting to feel nothing but a void. She was startled when her fingertips made contact, but she still could not see the boundary. The wall was impossible to focus upon.

As her fascination with the jet-black surface faded, she swung her attention around the small room. A chair of broad leather straps connected by heavy springs hung from the ceiling. Nearby, a full helmet, with multiple wires connected, rested on a metal hook. To her right was a long table which followed the curve of the wall. Here she found a laptop and the terminus of the helmet wires. A device for running magnetic tape sat attached to the computer and an open case with dozens of reels sat waiting. She read a few of the labels.

“Blowjob slash Celebrity. Harem. Dominance. Submission. What the hell is this stuff?” She kept reading. “Voyeur. Man on Man. Orgy.”

A second case sat closed. She opened it and read those labels.

“Handsome stranger. Dominance. Submission. Exhibitionism. Ravaged. Woman on Woman. Celebrity. Multiple Men. Forced. Oh, I get it. Male and female fantasies.”

She looked around the room again, eyes landing on the helmet, guessing whoever wore it would see what the tape played. A black satchel sat next to the laptop and next to that was a small refrigerator, humming. She opened the door and discovered medical supplies: syringes, liquid vials, some clear, some tinted yellow or orange.

“What the heck were you up to Uncle Clancy?”

She ran her finger along the female titles, pausing at Exhibitionism. She plucked the spools of magnetic tape from the case and inserted it into the player next to the laptop. She popped it in, and the laptop came to life when she jostled the table.

“I should not be doing this,” she muttered.

She stepped out of the room to check the monitors and make sure no customers had entered the store and then grabbed the helmet on her way back in. It settled over her head to the shoulders. Padding around the rim and over the bridge of her nose meant her head was almost completely encased. She lifted it enough to press the play button and then dropped it over her head again.

The helmet flickered to life, surrounding her with crystal clear ocean views. She turned her head to gaze at the forest and mountains behind her. The panorama was three-dimensional and perfectly focused and absolutely breathtaking. She could not determine if what she saw was real or not. Her mind simply told her everything she saw actually existed. Even when she reminded herself that she stood inside a dark round room, her mind refused to accept it. She reached out her hands, afraid to take a step.

“This is not sexual,” she said. “Now I’m really confused.”

She lifted her hands to remove the large helmet and froze when she saw her arms were bare. She looked down at her body, at a remarkably accurate rendition of her true body and saw subtle changes taking place. The five pounds she’d been meaning to lose melted away. Her arms and legs, nude and toned, looked incredible. She aimed her gaze lower and discovered a small landing strip of pubic hair had replaced her bush. She laughed and felt herself blush under the helmet, but she could not stop looking at her trim and pretty pussy. The sight embarrassed her despite the fact it was her own body. She looked again at her strong legs and then lifted her eyes to take in the sky, discovering she stood in a circle of naked men when she lowered her gaze again. Each man slowly stroked himself while looking at her.

Her jaw dropped. They were so real! The image carried every minute detail. She tried to cover herself, but they were all around her. Handsome, fit men stroking healthy penises.

“Lord have mercy,” she murmured.

She reminded herself that none of this was real. She forced her arms to her sides to see how the crowd of attractive men would react and then jumped when they all took a step closer. Her gaze traveled over each man one by one. Her breathing quickened, her heart raced.

I am clothed and standing in a dark room, she cautioned herself. I am clothed and standing in a dark room.

It did no good. The reality her eyes fed her overpowered anything her mind said. She stood nude before a gathering of naked men and there was no other way to experience it. She studied the men again, noting each man was a little bigger, a little more erect. They were looking at her naked body and pretty face and growing erect. She suddenly realized how much she missed her husband, how long she’d gone without lovemaking.

“It works far better if you’re in the chair,” a young and feminine voice said. “Also, you gotta take a shot to get the full effect. Orange juice for you, I’d guess. Which cartridge did you select? Oh. Exhibitionism.”

Lola turned her head side to side, trying to pinpoint the source inside her vision.

“Yeah,” the voice continued. “Exhibitionism is a good one. You gotta love all those eyes on you but my favorite part is the wall of cocks. What a night that would be.”

“Who is saying this?” Lola asked, turning her head again, seeing only naked, erect men surrounding her.

“Sorry,” the voice said. “Here. Let’s turn this off.”

Lola’s helmet went dark. She lifted the device off her head and found herself facing a young woman, early twenties, wearing a short, pleated skirt and a man’s white dress shirt tied in a knot to reveal her pierced belly button set with a diamond.

“I’m Nina,” the girl said, extending a hand. “I work here. Do you know Clancy? You must know him if he gave you the code to the back room. When is he coming back? I need to get paid.”

Lola quickly hung the helmet on the hook, stepping away, looking guilty.

“What?”

“I work here,” the girl said. “How do you know Clancy?”

Lola looked down, surprised to see her body was dressed. The experience inside the helmet had been utterly convincing. She felt naked and exposed, caught doing something terribly inappropriate.

“He’s my uncle,” Lola said. smoothing her clothes. “My mother’s brother.”

“Family. Cool.”

“I’m so sorry to tell you this, Nina, but my Uncle Clancy died.”

The news rocked the girl.

“What? No. No! What are you saying? He was just at work a couple weeks ago. He sent me a text saying to take some time off because he wasn’t feeling well. Are you telling me he went home and fucking died?”

The girl fought back tears, lips trembling, breath ragged. She covered her mouth with a hand.

“No,” she whispered. “Not him.”

Lola wrapped the girl in her arms, holding her tight. Nina burst into tears. Grief welled up, carrying Lola along too. Both women held each other and cried.

“He was just here,” Nina mumbled. “He was so full of life. He did so much for me and Leo. He treated us like his own kids. Better. His kids are shit. He took care of us.”

“Who’s Leo? Your boyfriend?”

Nina shook her head sadly.

“Leo works here too. I handle the men. Leo handles the women.”

Lola had questions but sensed now was not the time for them.

“What are we going to do?” Nina continued, starting to cry again. “Poor Clancy. Poor, poor Clancy. Are you going to shut us down?”

Lola wiped tears off her cheeks.

“Honestly, Nina. I don’t know what goes on here. The ledger shows my uncle made a lot of money from this place, but I’ve barely sold anything. People come in but they don’t buy. They barely look at the books on display. Should we be cold-calling people? Does he have a list on his computer? I’m afraid I’m going to need to sell the place. I was hoping to make money with it.”

Nina gave Lola a funny look.

“You don’t know?” she asked. “You haven’t figured out what all this is?”

“No,” Lola said.

Nina looked around the black circular room.

“You found this room accidentally? You figured out how to run a tape and use the helmet all on your own?”

“The helmet part was easy, actually, but I found the room by chance. Nothing was locked. What did you mean by handling the men? Do you engage in prostitution?”

Nina made a face.

“No. No way. Well, kind of, I guess, technically. The client chooses which fantasy they want and then they get in the chair. We hook up the helmet and electrodes and then give them the shots. The shots are really what does it for them. Clancy has a supplier down in Mexico. There’s some big lab that manufactures methylenedioxymethamphetamine for him but tweaks it to concentrate on the heightened sensory attributes. One hit of that shit and your whole body comes alive.”

“You’ve tried it?”

Nina chuckled.

“Many times,” she said. “It’s awesome. I orgasmed once because a client was tickling the bottoms of my feet. I came once because a client spent ten minutes sucking my knees. It’s wild. It works with your own body’s mechanisms for pleasure processing.”

“Are you making love to these customers?”

“Not at all. Mostly I just touch them while they’re hanging in the chair. The suspension helps amplify the effects of the fantasy they picked. If the guy is really hot, I might suck on him or jack him off.” She laughed. “I guess actually I do that a lot. It’s hard to just stay back and watch when you know they are experiencing the greatest pleasure of their lives. Their bodies just writhe in that chair. You should hear the sounds they make. I love adding to their trip.”

“Leo does the same?”

“Yes. He often goes farther than me, but you know, he’s a guy. Safer.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It’s easier for guys.”

“Pretend I’m innocent and naive.”

Nina smiled.

“Leo will stick his big dick in them. Especially the hot women. Sometimes he makes a dude suck on him. You never know with Leo.”

“Leo has intercourse with the women?”

“Not like that. He never forces anybody or tricks anybody. But he will walk around naked while he’s preparing them. He says it’s to prevent spilling any chemicals on his clothes but really, it’s because he likes showing it off.”

“It?”

Nina chuckled at her.

“His penis. Like I said, he’s got a big one. It’s actually pretty, nicely shaped and proportionate. Pretty dick. Big. Lucky guy. Lucky ladies.”

“He uses it on the men too?”

“Some. The guys that pick male on male and submission fantasies for sure but sometimes a client will ask for it after they see it. We don’t judge in here. Are you going to continue your uncle’s business? You seem a little unsure about all this.”

“I am unsure about all this. My husband and I are desperate for money. We’re about to go bankrupt. I have a mother in an assisted living facility. What will I do with her? I guess there are no victims here but the ideas you mentioned make me uncomfortable.”

“We aren’t forcing anyone. We don’t cheat anybody or lie.”

“No, I’m pretty sure all my discomfort is my own. Sex relations always make me anxious. It’s not you or this place, it’s me.”

“Maybe Leo and I can run it for you? You need money but so do we. You can sit at home and watch the money come in. We’d need to hire one more person but that’s easy. I have a couple friends that would fit in here.”

Lola wrung her hands, looking around the room.

“I don’t know. It’s not my thing. I’d be so nervous and uncomfortable.”

“I’ll help you through it. Leo will too. He’s so sweet. Give me two weeks. Let us work the clients for you and you can stay in the office and watch us on the monitors. There are cameras all over, hidden in the darkness. Clancy was careful. We record everything. People sign a waiver. Your uncle was smart. I hate that he’s gone.”

“So do I.”

“Give me and Leo a chance. You’ll love how much money we make. I know you must have fears about all this, and you don't know me or Leo, but if you can believe that we actually love this job and cared deeply for Clancy, and that we want this private club to keep going as badly as you might need it to make money, then maybe we can help each other. Yes, it's a secret life, but you shouldn't run from it simply because it might be scary. Some of the greatest thrill rides are the greatest because they are a little scary. Just take a day to digest everything.”

Lola hugged Nina again.

“Let me think about it,” Lola said. “I’ll need to talk to my husband too. This is like nothing I’ve ever done or even been involved with, so you can understand my discomfort.”

“Totally.”

An awkward silence filled the room.

“I’ll leave my number at the register,” Nina said. “Call me either way.”

“I will.”

Lola watched Nina leave, pleated skirt swishing. She drew a deep breath and held it. Her head spun. What would Dante think? Did that even matter? They needed the money, and Nina had explained where it will come from, if Lola was willing.

Nothing illegal, Lola thought.  Why am I hesitating?

She stepped to the door, making sure Nina was gone and no new customers had entered. She hit play and slipped the helmet over her head, instantly dropped into a ring of hard dicks and hot men. She gasped, her breath snatched away.

Nina says the injections and wires make it infinitely more intense. I doubt my heart could take that.

The men slowly stroked as they moved in. Lola felt her body heat climb until a fever gripped her. The men were so close! She held herself perfectly still, denying herself the desire to reach out to them.

That would be wrong.

She remembered they were not real.

What would I feel? Would my mind create the sensation of a penis in my hand?

It was all too much.

No, she decided. Even reaching out is morally inappropriate. I’m married.

She removed the helmet and stopped the player. She plucked her dress away from her chest, fanning herself to cool off. She replaced the helmet and wandered the black room. She turned everything off and entered the office. Nina’s number sat scrawled across a scrap of paper. Lola checked the monitors. No customers.

All right, she mentally sighed. What choice do I have? I’ll give it a try.


Chapter 4

Lola fidgeted.

“It’s going to be okay,” Leo told her.

Nina, Leo, and Lola stood at the sales counter, awaiting the first client of the day. Lola’s toe tapped the floor.

“You’re going to scare them off,” Nina joked.

“Sorry,” Lola said, forcing herself to be calm.

Minutes later, an older man, dressed in a blazer and slacks, entered the store. He smiled at Nina.

“Hello Mister Stokley,” she said. “The usual?”

He glanced nervously at Lola.

“Don’t worry about her,” Nina said. “She understands your need. She’s Clancy’s niece and will be helping out for a while. Let’s get you started.”

He stepped closer and pulled a credit card from his pocket. Leo took the handoff and headed for the register. Nina guided Stokley to the black room.

Lola tried to ignore her curiosity but slowly shuffled her way back behind the counter. She tried listening through the wall.

“Just step into the office and watch on the monitors,” Leo chuckled. “Clancy did it all the time. No sound but you can see everything. Record what you like to watch later.”

Lola looked the young man up and down. He had been so happy when Nina called him back to work. He was more cute than handsome, and his body was more lithe, like a dancer, than athletic. Lola had been immediately smitten. He was charming and kind and thoughtful and on more than one occasion she’d caught herself staring at him. When her mind sometimes strayed, all too often in her opinion, she wondered about his penis. Nina had described it as big and beautiful, and Lola wondered. She always chastised herself in those moments. No married woman has any business thinking about another man. But it was difficult not to. She wished Nina had never said anything about the young man’s anatomy.

“Go ahead,” Leo insisted. “I’ll watch the salesfloor. No one is scheduled for at least two hours. Watch the monitors and see how it’s done. You may need to hook someone up soon. It’s easy. Even the syringe is almost automatic. Just load the cartridge and press the trigger.”

Leo ran the credit card and placed it on a clipboard. The front door opened, and he left Lola standing there while he talked to a rare book customer. Curiosity won again, and Lola slipped off the sales floor and into the back room. The bank of front monitors to the left were for security purposes and showed the store. The monitors to the right were for the black room and glowed green from the artificial starlight. Lola watched Nina help Stokley climb into the chair and get comfortable. He wore a wraparound towel but once he was seated and hanging comfortably, Nina tugged the towel away.

The man was chubby, and his skin was beginning to sag, but Nina was unaffected by his appearance. She smiled and joked like they sat for tea at a bistro. She helped him get fully situated and then lowered the helmet over his head. She applied electrodes over every muscle group and then loaded a syringe into the delivery gun. Lola held her breath. She felt guilty for watching the nude man without his knowledge. Nina zapped the man’s thigh and moved to the computer. His body tensed as the images began floating across his vision. His penis began to engorge almost immediately. Lola looked away but inquisitiveness brought her back. He’d chosen the harem fantasy and one of the green monitors showed Lola what he saw. Gorgeous women of every race crawled over his naked body. Nina slipped a well-lubricated suction tube over the man’s growing erection, and on screen a black girl lowered her mouth to his penis. His back arched in ecstasy. The tube began a rhythmic sucking.

Nina circled her client, making sure everything worked properly. She occasionally dragged her fingernails along his sensitive skin. She tweaked his nipples and scratched at his ball sack and soon had the man moaning and squirming. Lola looked away often but always came back. There was something sweet about what she saw. Stokley trusted Nina completely. More than that, Nina embraced that trust. Nina welcomed his need and did all she could to please the man. Even if he was lost to the images of the fantasy, he was still in that room and under her care. They shared this intimate act without judgement.

His penis was fully erect now and throbbing. The tube glided up and down the length. His muscles clenched and relaxed over and over, and Nina circled constantly, teasing, touching, mixing in real sensations with the computer-generated ones. She paused near his knee and ducked under his leg, coming up between his thighs. On an up-stroke she tugged the suction tube off and quickly slipped her hot mouth over the head. Lola gasped at her brazen act. Stokley thrust his hips high, mouth open in a long loud moan. Nina bobbed, cheeks sunken from a hard vacuum. She sucked his cock like a ravenous whore, smashing his mind with pleasure. She felt him expanding in her mouth and smoothly slipped him out and the tube back on. His climax hit a split second later and he ejaculated wildly, penis spitting white liquid quickly suctioned away. He finally collapsed and hung limp. On screen, beautiful women climbed all over him.

Now Lola saw the true power of the experience. She understood where the money would come from.

The man stayed hard, the suction continued. The virtual women teased him even more, begging for his seed. His cock swelled bigger than before, and Lola recognized the drugs and images drove him to heights he could never reach without them. Nina lubricated a finger and eased it up his asshole and he began rocking his hips, fucking himself on her slim digit. His cock was a diamond, the head flared and red. The women touched and kissed and caressed every inch of his body. He was immersed, body and mind, in hedonistic mind-boggling pleasure.

His second climax hit far sooner than Lola expected. She jumped when he convulsed and shot. Nina pumped her finger fast, practically milking the man. Lola glanced at the wall clock and was shocked to see almost ninety minutes had elapsed. Nina withdrew her finger and cleaned herself. She allowed Stokley to remain in his fantasy realm, only freeing him at the very end. He staggered to his feet, weak, drained, happy. Nina helped him dress.

Lola left the office to join Leo. The floor was empty of customers.

“You watched the whole thing?” he asked her.

“Almost.”

“Did she do the finger up the butt trick?”

Lola felt alarmed, like Leo knew a secret he shouldn’t. Then she realized these two share every story that comes out of this place.

“Yes. She did.”

Leo chuckled.

“Lucky fucker.”

“Why lucky? Why does Nina fingering his butt make him lucky?”

Leo gave her a sideways look.

“You’ve never fingered your husband’s ass?”

Lola blushed furiously.

“That is super personal,” she stammered. “I can’t believe you’d ask me a question like that.”

“It’s just conversation. Everybody has sex. There’s nothing shameful about it.”

“My mother raised me differently than that.”

“I’m sorry for offending you, Lola. I was just trying to get to know you better, as friends. We are going to work a lot of hours together. I find open, honest conversation helps pass the time.”

Lola immediately felt terrible.

“I’m sorry, Leo. It’s me, not you. Discussing sex makes me uncomfortable.”

The office door opened and Stokley shuffled out, averting his gaze. Nina soon followed, grinning.

“Did you watch us?” she asked Lola.

Lola blushed.

“Yes. Sorry. I am going to need a little time to catch up. You guys are so comfortable talking about sex.”

“Take your time. I cleaned up back there. We are ready for the next customer. Poor Mister Stokley hadn’t cum in a long time. He gave us a huge tip.”

“You guys collect tips?” Lola asked.

“We do. Usually, Leo and I pool them and share but if you are going to handle clients too, then you’ll be included. It’s great money.”

“I doubt Dante would approve. You guys go ahead.”

The front door opened. A woman, stylishly dressed in Chanel pantsuit and Versace handbag, smiled at Leo. She waved, her large diamond wedding ring flashing.

“Yes ma’am,” he said. “Coming right up.”

He glanced at Nina and Lola and headed back. Nina gave them time to enter the black room.

“Here’s your chance to watch Leo in action,” she said.

“I think I saw all I needed to see with you and Mister Stokley.”

“Nah. Stokley is vanilla. Leo’s client, Lisa Ogden, she likes kink. It’ll be good for you. Open your sinuses. Teach you some things.”

Lola chewed her lip.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It feels wrong.”

Nina shoved her boss towards the office door.

“Trust me,” she chuckled. “You wan to see this.”


Chapter 5

Nina sat Lola in the boss’s chair and turned her to face the green screens.

“I should call my husband,” Lola said.

“No, you should watch Leo. Your husband trusted you to do this job, so you need to learn it. I’m training you. Watch Leo.”

Lola turned towards the screens. Lisa Ogden had already stripped to her red lacy bra and matching panties. She stepped out of her shoes. She gestured at Leo to get undressed, but he stood his ground, raising his arms. Lisa smiled and came closer.

“Her wedding ring is huge,” Lola muttered.

“She and her husband have a lot of money.”

“Husband? She’s married? What is she doing here?”

Nina held back a laugh.

“Almost all our clients are married,” she said. “Mister Stokley is married. It’s not our job to enforce their vows. That’s between them and their vows.”

“She has an amazing body.”

“She does. Her monthly gym membership costs more than my rent. You may not be as toned, but your body is just as good as hers, Lola. I wish I had your tits.”

Lola said nothing, too embarrassed. On screen Lisa unbuckled Leo’s pants. Lola found herself awaiting the unveiling of the young man’s penis. She felt bad about that, but it was the truth. Lisa tugged his pants down and came back for the underwear. She shoved those down too and Leo’s cock swung free.

“Oh my,” Lola whispered.

“I know, right?” Nina chuckled. “He’s such a sweet boy you’d never suspect he walks around with a Billy club like that stuffed in his pants. I won’t fuck him while we both work here but if I ever quit this place, I will fuck him on the salesfloor before I walk out the front door.”

“Noted.”

Lisa wrapped both hands around his soft inches and pulled the loose skin back and forth. Lola noticed a monitor with a close-up view, so she rolled her chair closer to get a better view. Nina was about to tease her for paying such close attention but changed her mind. This was all new to the sheltered woman. Better to let her find her way without ridicule.

“That woman is married,” Lola muttered. “How can she just come in here and go after Leo like that? Married women are supposed to behave themselves.”

Nina snorted.

“That doesn’t sound like the married women I know. The ones I know are bored and horny. Don’t you ever crave new dick?”

“No. Never.”

“I find that hard to believe. Don’t you ever see a hot guy and wonder if he’s a good kisser, or what he looks like naked?”

Lola thought about the actor Henry Cavill and how watching him made her feel.

“I guess I do a little,” she admitted. “Although I’ve never been as specific as you. I see attractive men and sometimes I feel warmer all over, but I’ve never considered kissing them or anything like that.”

Nina laughed.

“We need to get you in touch with your own feelings,” she said. “You keep everything at arms-length. Next time that happens stop and turn your gaze inward. What are you really thinking? What are you truly feeling at that moment? It’s natural to find other people attractive. I promise you, your husband does.”

“Dante would never cheat on me.”

“I’m not talking about cheating. I’m talking about denial. A person can’t become fully self-actualizing unless they tell themselves the truth.”

“That sounds risky.”

“Maybe. But denying yourself is worse. One day a man goes crazy and kills his family and himself. That man should have been asking questions and figuring things out way before he exploded. Oh. Look. Lisa’s going to suck it.”

Lola had already noticed. Mrs. Ogden had pushed Leo against the curved wall and squatted before him. She stared at the piece of meat gently arching away from his smooth body. She licked her lips like a carnivore and laughed.

“She does this every time,” Nina said. “He’s so thick she needs to get him wet before he puts it in.”

“In? In her vagina? You mean intercourse?”

“Yup. He shoots her up and slaps a helmet on her and sits her down in the chair, and then he pushes his fat cock in. She goes wild. I don’t know how big her husband is, but I guarantee you he’s smaller than Leo. Probably a lot smaller, based off her reaction. She comes here as much for him as for the injection.”

“You think his size makes a difference?”

Nina shook her head sadly.

“How many men have you been with?” she asked, disbelievingly.

“One. Dante.”

Nina controlled her amazement.

“Okay. Let me ask you this. Do you masturbate?”

“Nina!”

“I know, I know. So shameful and dirty. But answer the question anyway.”

Lola lowered her gaze, staring at the desktop.

“Sometimes. Rarely. Dante bought me a replica penis. It’s quite realistic.”

“How big is it?”

“The same as him. He wanted me to have something to remind me of him while he was on one of his long sales trips.”

“Okay. You ever use a finger?”

“Jesus.”

“It’s just me and you in here, Lola. Girl talk.”

Lola squirmed in her chair, uncomfortable with the topic.

“Yes.”

“So, there you are, hot and heavy, pumping your pussy with a finger and fantasizing about your husband, but what happens? You get frustrated. Your own finger ain’t doing it for you. You want more, right? You reach in the drawer for something better, something bigger. The toy he bought you. Yes! This feels better. This feels much better. Well, guess what, sister? The pleasure doesn’t stop there just because you do. It may have never occurred to you that taking another step up in size would be even better, but it is. In fact, there are several higher steps to go. Don’t get me wrong. It tops out. Some guys are too big and hurt. That’s no fun. But trust me. A cock like Leo’s is pure honey.”

As if checking to see if she was right, Lola slowly turned to the monitor again. Lisa hung in the chair, helmeted and wired. The empty syringe lay nearby. Leo stood between her suspended legs, holding his big cock in one hand, shuffling closer. He steadied her swinging body with the other hand, guiding his spear to her bald slit. Lola swallowed in a throat gone dry.

“Where is all her pubic hair?”

“She sucks him to get it wet,” Nina said, ignoring the question. “Then she opens her legs, and he fills her with it.”

Lisa’s back arched as Leo pushed it in. Nina and Lola gasped as if they felt it too. Leo placed both hands on the woman’s hips and pulled her swaying body onto his stiff inches. Lisa grabbed his arms.

“What fantasy did she pick?” Lola rasped.

“Forced,” Nina murmured. “She always picks forced. Just watch.”

Leo started slowly but built quickly, thrusting deep and moving her body as he saw fit. Lisa released all control, allowing this young stud to ravage her. Lola was surprised by Leo’s aggression. The kind, quiet young man was gone, replaced by a conquering hero. He mauled her bouncing tits and fucked her hard. The harder he went, the more Lisa loved it. Her first orgasm tore through her like a tidal wave, leaving her hanging limp. Leo didn’t care. He continued to use her hot body, fucking deep and strong until she came around. Soon she urged him on. Her second orgasm left her screaming and clawing at him.

“Is she climaxing?”

“Hell yes. How could she not?”

“I thought most women don’t.”

“This is the twenty-first century, Lola. Women are free to embrace their own needs. Lisa certainly has.”

They watched Leo fuck in silence for a minute or two.

“You’re wondering what it’s like, aren’t you?” Nina asked.

“Of course not.”

Nina smirked. The look on Lola’s face told her the truth.

Lola was desperate to touch herself. She’d never felt Dante’s absence so profoundly. She needed him to make love to her, but he was a thousand miles away, maybe more.

“I’ve seen enough,” she said abruptly, standing.

“You’re going to miss the best part,” Nina warned.

“What’s that?”

“Mrs. Ogden always cums again right as Leo starts to blast away inside her. Like he swells really big, and she goes off on him, thrashing around and shit. It’s spectacular. You’ll want to see it.”

Lola shook her head and hurried from the room. She grabbed her purse and car keys and ran out the front door. Her head swirled with thoughts and images, things she should not have allowed herself to see. She wondered if leaving the store open was a mistake. A sense of dread settled around her.


Chapter 6

Lola huddled under the covers of their huge bed.

“I feel out of control,” Lola told Dante over the phone. “Nina and Leo are in charge. I’m just hanging on while they run the show.”

“But the money’s coming in?” he asked.

“Yes, it is. A lot. But this all feels so wrong.”

“Why? Everyone is a consenting adult, right? No one is being lied to. Everyone is getting exactly what they want. What’s the problem?”

Lola chewed a lip.

“It feels so dirty.”

There was a long pause over the phone.

“Isn’t that more about you than them?” he asked. “I usually take your side on things but this time I think maybe you should examine your feelings closely.”

“So, you’re okay with what they’re doing? You’re okay with what’s going on? The injections and the swing chair and the sex tapes?”

“I am. Sorry, Baby. Uncle Clancy was on to something. I thought he left you that store because you and he were bookworms and shared a love of reading, but now I’m wondering if he left you that store because he wanted you to find out and maybe relax a little and enjoy your life more. You know he loved you more than his own kids.”

“Yes.”

“He was also aware how intimacy, physical intimacy, makes you uncomfortable.”

“He knew.”

“So maybe this was his gift to you, his legacy. Hell, I’d love to get a sex tape from you. I could use a little help out here on the road, if you know what I mean.”

“Dante!”

“It’s true, Baby. You know I’ll never cheat on you, but my hand and my imagination can only take me so far. I get so damned lonely out on the road. I’d love a little Lola spice. I’d love to have something to watch starring you.”

“I can’t believe you’re saying this.”

“We are happily married, right?”

“Yes.”

“Our marriage, despite my damn job and constant absence, is strong and rock solid. Don’t you agree?”

Lola’s heart raced inside her chest.

“I do,” she admitted.

“Then a sex tape should be no big deal. I’ll watch it over and over. I’d love to see you enjoying yourself that way. Do it, Baby. Surprise me. I need it. I must go to a sales meeting right now, Honey, but take me seriously. I’d love it. I want it. Make me one.”

“All— All right, Dante. If you’re sure you’re sure.”

“I am. Do it. I love you. I’ll talk to you soon.”

The call ended. Lola’s hands shook. Her mouth was so dry her lips stuck together. She heard his words echoing inside her head, bouncing around like a ping pong ball, careening off the insides of her skull.

Sex tape, he said, she thought. He wants a sex tape. Sweet Jesus, I could never. Could I? I was perfectly clear about what those tapes have on them. He knew exactly what I was saying. Now he’s saying he wants a tape like that from me?

She thought about his loneliness away from home and sleeping in strange motel rooms. He works so hard. If this was something he said he desires, should I really overrule him?

She pictured Lisa Ogden hanging in the chair. She pictured Leo bringing his hard cock closer and closer. For an instant her mind switched Lisa out and herself in, staring down her body as Leo approached. All the air left her lungs in a rush.

“Oh my God,” she muttered. “No way.”

It’s what Dante said he wanted, her mind countered.

Mentally, she was back in the chair, meekly opening her legs as the handsome young man advanced. She resisted the instinct to clamp her legs shut like a vise and deny him entry. She breathed deep, forcing herself to relax.

Dante gave me permission, she told herself. No, more than that. Dante told me to do it. My husband requested I do it. My husband needs me to do it.

She chewed on his request, questioning if she could go through with it. She twisted her hair with a finger while her inner conflict raged.

“Nope,” she said at last to the empty room. “Sorry, Honey. It’s too much. I never should have told you about those fantasy tapes. If I’d known you’d want me to make one for you, I would have kept my mouth shut.”


Chapter 7

Lola watched the monitors, both the ones showing the empty sales floor, and the ones showing Nina working with her latest customer. The man was attractive, Lola admitted, and she watched because she liked looking at him. She especially liked looking at him naked. In the weeks since Dante’s request she’d found herself scrutinizing every male client that walked through the front door.

Leo was out of the question. Nina was right. Do not engage with someone you work with. Lola had no idea what her next step should be, but sizing up every man seemed like a good idea. This man had come in only a few days before and was already back for more. He was tall and lean, with long dark hair and intense eyes. He was always polite and friendly. Nina called him Cowboy, but the computer file said his name was Zane Grey.

Grey, like his intense eyes, Lola thought.

Inside the black room Nina helped the man undress. Lola watched closely. He wore red Speedo style underwear, which Lola did not care for, but she liked the look of his agile body. He moved smoothly in everything he did. She liked his lack of body hair. When Nina turned her back to prepare the syringe, Zane slid his underwear down and off, flicking them to the pile with a flip of his ankle. He turned to face Nina and Lola saw him nude from the front for the first time. He'd shaved or waxed every hair from the neck down and while it looked odd to be bald everywhere, Lola enjoyed how clean his penis and testicles appeared.

She also liked the size of him.

She’d never considered such things before but Nina’s brief rant on the subject started her thinking. Even if it didn’t matter for physical pleasure, Lola liked the way larger penises looked. She would never use such a measurement to decide on a relationship with a man, but she wasn’t looking for a relationship with a man. She already had that. She was hunting for a potential sexual partner. Someone to make a sex tape with her to send to her lonely husband.

She watched Nina maneuver the man into the hanging chair and slip the helmet into place. She watched the syringe drain into his bloodstream. She watched Nina step back to admire her own handiwork and then step forward again to squirt lube on the man’s cock and begin to stroke his length. Soft, he flopped around at first like an uncooperative snake. He stiffened slowly and Lola found herself eager to see him fully hard and then chastised herself for such a thought.

I should be better than that. He’s so much more than merely a penis. He’s a complex person, full of hopes and dreams and disappointments. I should remember he’s a human being just like me.

Nina squirted more lube and added another hand, long stroking the hefty cock and staring at the piece of meat like she wanted to suck it. Heat grew inside Lola until she burned.

Do it. Suck him, Nina. Let me see your mouth stretch around his fat dick.

She stood abruptly and pushed away from the desk. Such thoughts were not worthy of a loving wife. She left the monitors, heading for the sales floor, but stopped with her hand on the knob. She reversed her path and entered the black room with Nina, who looked up, surprised. Lola crossed the distance between the two women and sank to her knees next to Nina. The girl took one look at her boss and understood. She slid her hand to the root of the man and aimed his tube of pulsating meat at Lola’s face.

“Tell no one,” Lola whispered.

Nina gave a short nod and then guided Lola’s head down to the man’s penis. Lola closed her eyes, feeling the bulbous head mash her tongue and slide between her teeth. The lube was faintly strawberry. She tried to relax but his bulk was a little frightening. Nina stroked her hair to help calm her and Lola applied a little suction.

Zane moaned gratefully.

The two women looked at each other. Lola had never heard such a sexy sound.

“He likes it,” Nina whispered. “Keep going. You’re doing great.”

Lola briefly slipped him out of her mouth.

“I wish Dante were here,” she told Nina.

“Really?”

“Yes. I’m doing this for him.”

Nina made a funny face.

“Why? Wait. Did he tell you to do this?”

“Yes.”

“That’s hot. Lucky girl. I had a boyfriend like that once.”

Nina smacked Lola’s cheek with the stiff wet dick.

“Back to work,” she whispered.

“Will you do something for me?” Lola asked. “Will you go hit record, please? I need to make a tape for Dante. Don’t ask questions, okay?”

“Okay.”

Nina hurried to the office and started the camera recording. She quickly returned, resuming her place on her knees. She tossed Lola’s long hair aside to avoid the sloppy dick and then dipped her head under to suck the man’s balls. He moaned again and Lola moaned along with him, overcome by how sexy a man’s moans could be. She tried to take more of the throbbing cock but struggled. This man was much bigger than her husband. She began to bob, rolling his balls around and feeding them to Nina who licked them all over.

“This is perfect,” Nina mumbled. “He’s watching the Harem tape. He must be dying under that helmet. The electrode feed will create images that match our touch. He’s in Heaven.”

Lola didn’t answer. She was too busy sucking. Her lack of experience made her try everything. Her tongue curled around his shaft and licked along raised veins. Her drool dripped to the black room floor. She pulled her mouth off to admire his big dick fully erect and gleaming and then stuffed her mouth with all she could handle. She felt a wild recklessness building.

She realized she was soaked.

From sucking him? she wondered. How? Why? That’s never happened before.

He began to expand in her mouth. She bobbed faster and felt Nina place a hand on the back of her head.

“Be a good girl,” her employee said.

Lola wondered what Nina meant and then got her answer moments later as Zane groaned loudly and bucked his hips. A thick and boiling blast of sperm rocketed to the back of Lola’s throat. She tried to pull away, but Nina forced her to stay. Another thick hot jet splashed over her tongue. He was cumming, and cumming a lot. She had no choice but to swallow to keep up. The man produced a fountain of steaming semen and Lola gulped and sucked and gulped again, swallowing a man’s seed for the first time in her life. Zane’s powerful climax ignited a fire in Lola’s belly. This man climaxed so differently from Dante. It thrilled her to experience a new man’s orgasm. She lifted his balls on her palm and pulled as she sucked, delighted his taste was not so bad. She was destroying his mind and loving it.

Zane collapsed in a heap, utterly drained. Lola was unsure what to do so she held his softening penis in her mouth, feeling him twitch and shudder. His cock shrank resting on her tongue and eventually she allowed him to slither out, sucking as he passed. His limp dick drooped.

She faced Nina.

“That was absolute perfection,” Nina muttered. “Like a pro. I think you killed him.”

Lola licked her lips, clearing away residual semen.

“I’ve never done that before.”

Nina’s jaw dropped.

“Are you serious? Holy shit that’s bonkers. You just swallowed your first load? Dante will lose his mind. You are a natural, girl. Zane will never be the same. His cum tastes kind of good, right? I like it.”

“You’ve done that to him before?”

“Not like that. I’ve never gotten an eruption like that from him.”

“He tastes good. I wasn’t expecting that. I wasn’t expecting any of that.”

“Graduation day.”

“I guess.”

Zane started to come around. Nina let her eyes roam the man’s naked body.

“Next time,” she told Lola. “You’ll fuck him. Let Dante jack off to that for a month or two. He’ll love it.”

Lola looked stunned.

“You mean me and Zane? Are you suggesting I’ll have intercourse with Zane? On camera?”

“No. I’m saying I’ll record Zane fucking you. Forget intercourse. That stuff is for idiots in love. I’m talking purely hot sex. That’s what Dante wants to see.”

Lola doubted that was true. How could any husband want to see such a thing? Was Nina right? Lola wanted to get the video to Dante as quickly as possible. She needed to see his reaction.

“I need to leave,” Lola said. “I need to call Dante and tell him I did it.”

“Of course. Go. Go. I’ll handle Zane. He’s usually good for two or three.”

Lola licked her lips again. She backed away from Zane and Nina and then turned to flee. Her mind and her heart were jumbled messes, excited, guilty, anxious, and horny. Doubt nibbled at her edges.

Dante, she wondered. I hope you’re okay with this. This is what you said you wanted. I hope you meant it.


Chapter 8

Dante closed his laptop and said goodbye to the assembled managers. No sales, yet, but he was hopeful. He watched the last man leave the conference room and then he moved to the snacks table, helping himself to a day-old donut and some black coffee. He returned to his seat, alone now in the large room. He sighed. Some days the job was harder than other days. His phone vibrated and he pulled it from his pocket, noting he had a new text message from Lola.

Perfect timing, he thought.

He finished the donut and sipped the coffee and then opened the message. She’d sent a video, so he turned the volume down and hit play. On his small screen, he watched his beloved wife try to force a thick and veiny cock farther down her throat.

“What the fuck?” he snorted, sitting up.

He checked the sending number to make sure it truly came from Lola. It did. He started the video again, watching as agony grew in the pit of his stomach. Lola wasn’t alone. Another woman, younger, cute, lifted his wife’s long hair out of the way, providing a clear view. Dante wanted to stop the clip but couldn’t. Though his impulse was pain and jealousy, some perverse need forced him to keep watching. The girl lowered her head, sucking the man’s big balls. Lola drove his cock as deep as she could get it, desperate to take more of him. Dante saw how much bigger than man was. Lola began to awkwardly bob, eager to please.

“Jesus Christ,” Dante muttered.

He glanced around, suddenly nervous he might be discovered. His own reaction shocked him. There was a sting of jealousy and a touch of fear, but mostly he was mesmerized, fascinated, spellbound to see his straight-laced wife behave this way. The younger woman mumbled something but there was no sound. Lola eased the man out of her mouth and curled her tongue partway around his veiny shaft, sliding up and down his length. He liked that. Finally, she sat back to gawk at his fine piece of meat. Dante saw a wildness in her gaze he’d never seen before. Why was she doing this? Why did she send him this? Lola stuffed the man in her mouth again and bobbed, this time with an obvious goal.

She’s trying to make him cum, Dante realized.

He was staggered. Lola did not swallow. Ever. What did she have planned this time? Her intent was obvious. Her efforts were enthusiastic.

She plans to pull away at the last second, he reasoned.

Then the other woman placed a hand on the back of Lola’s head and Dante knew what was about to happen. Lola would be swallowing the man’s load whether she wanted to or not. Some twisted part of him hoped to see it. His penis was rising inside his pants. Lola looked sexier than he had ever seen her.

Suddenly the man arched his back, and the younger woman pressed Lola’s head down. Again, and again the man thrust, each time a massive blast of cum rocketing up that fat beef tube and spurting into Lola’s mouth. Dante watched, enthralled, unable to look away as his beloved woman, his sweet, sweet bride, gulped another man’s jizz over and over.

Dante was hard. Rock hard.

“Jesus Christ,” he growled.

Lola was greedy in her pursuit of cream. Dante knew he was watching her take a load down her throat and into her belly for the first time. He looked at her face for signs of disgust but saw none. Lola seemed to enjoy the taste. She worked the big cock, milking it of every drop. Dante saw her lick her lips afterwards, smiling, bashful over what she’d just accomplished. She was as amazed with what she’d done as Dante.

The two women spoke rapidly, and Dante noticed for the first time that the man hung suspended in a chair of straps. He wore an illuminated helmet which covered his entire head. He had wires attached all over his body that trailed off-camera.

“What the fuck is going on?” Dante wondered.

He thought back over the conversations he’d had with Lola about the bookstore and the secret she’d discovered. That explained what was happening but not why Lola deemed it necessary to send him the video, or why she was even touching the man at all. He began a text message packed with questions but decided to watch the entire video again. Then, he watched it again. Finally, he began to organize his thoughts.

Too late, his phone rang.

Lola.


Chapter 9

“Did you like it?” she asked, tentatively.

“What the fuck, Lola?” Dante snapped.

“What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong?” Dante snarled. “I just watched my wife suck some guy’s cock!”

“That’s what you said you wanted!”

“What?”

“You told me to make a sex tape! I told you the secret of my uncle’s bookstore. I said the clients watch video of people having sex. You said that sounded hot and asked me to make you a sex tape. You said you were lonely and wanted some Lola spice for masturbation.”

“I meant for you to record yourself using the dildo that looks like me.”

“Then why didn’t you say that? That’s not even close to what you said. You talked about how my uncle knew I was uncomfortable with physical intimacy. The topic of sex makes me anxious. You told me this was a good opportunity for me to move past some of that. How else was I supposed to take that?”

“I never meant another man.”

“Goddamn it, Dante. You said you wanted a sex tape starring me. Even after I challenged that idea, you insisted. I asked if you were sure. I asked over and over and you insisted. You said you wanted a sex tape. I couldn’t believe it. I said are you sure that you’re sure? You said yes. Damn it, Dante. I sucked that penis for you.”

Dante scoffed.

“I watched that video several times, Lola. You sucked that cock for you.”

“You go to hell.”

Lola ended the call.

“Hello?” Dante said. “Hello?”

He looked at his phone, but she was gone. He slid his phone down the long conference table, just to get it away from him. He stared out the window. The city was dirty and dusty and hot. Traffic sounds drifted up and through the glass.

He left his chair to retrieve his phone and watched the video again. He watched it again. He zoomed the scene, and his penis began to swell. He let his thoughts drift back to their original conversation. She had raised a good point. Why had he been so vague? He could have told her exactly what he wanted. Was there some deeply buried motive he wasn’t admitting to himself? His hard penis offered a clue.

He watched her video again.

She does look hot. I can admit that, but she never sucks my dick with such enthusiasm. Is that what actually bothers me?

He played the video over and over, studying her every move, every expression. He noticed her cheeks dimpled as the man ejaculated.

She sucked cum out of him. Dear Lord, she was pulling his cum out of his balls and up his shaft. He squeezed his erection through his slacks, hoping nobody needed the conference room. I’m hurt, I’m jealous, and I’m angry, but I can also see where we miscommunicated. He hit play again, zooming closer. It makes me hard. Why?

He watched intently, growing more aroused as fear and anger drained. He paused the video and collected his things, returning to his rental car and driving to the motel. He showered and wrapped a towel around his waist. He considered texting Lola but suspected she would still be too upset. He realized he should give his wife the benefit of the doubt. She’d only done what she thought he wanted. She may have gotten into it once it started, but to take that leap would have been supremely difficult for her. That first step must have agonized her. He put himself in her shoes. He sighed.

I owe her an apology.

He sat at the foot of the bed and started the video again. His cock rose immediately, and he opened his towel, allowing his penis to expand in open air. It felt good. Lola was awkward and unskilled at her oral penis worship, but the pleasure on her face and her lust for the oversized cock excited him.

In a way, I guess I’m lucky all she did was blow him. It could have been so much worse. She could have gone so much farther. I’m lucky she didn’t make me a true sex tape like I asked.

He watched Lola drag her tongue along the man’s length and pictured her climbing onto his lap and sliding her pussy down his length.

“Jesus Christ,” he mumbled.

His cock twitched and throbbed. He began stroking, imagining what the video could have shown him. He pictured that big cock head plowing between her soft inner lips, opening her up before penetrating deep. He stroked faster, hit by a wave of lust stronger than he expected. His balls tightened. He released his penis and sat the phone aside, suddenly aware how quickly he’d been approaching orgasm.

There was no way he could deny it. He wanted to see that big cock fuck Lola. His mind created the image, and he liked it.

“What’s wrong with me?” he wondered out loud.

Why do I keep watching the video over and over? Any other man would have deleted it immediately. I watch. I zoom. I get hard.

He picked his phone up.

I owe her more than an apology.

He began to type.


Chapter 10

“You have got to be kidding me,” Lola said, pushing away from the office desk and showing her phone to Nina. “What is he thinking?”

Nina grabbed the device and quickly read the text.

“He wants to watch you fuck,” she said. “He’s asking for another video, only this time you go all the way. Ha! You’re taking this the wrong way. This is actually good news, Babe.”

“How do you figure that?”

“Think about it. You shocked him and he got upset. But then he thought about his reaction, and he realized what was truly going on for him. He figured out what he truly wanted. You need to cut him some slack. You hit him with something big, really big. Once he got over his initial trauma, he came around.”

“I’m never making him another tape.”

“Lola. Honey. Take a deep breath. Dante admitted he was wrong. That’s hard for most men. He apologized for getting angry. He took personal responsibility for his reaction, which is huge, given what we sent him. Then, he realizes he has learned something new about himself. What’s the first thing he does with this new insight? He shares it with you, his loving wife, fully aware she’s probably still upset. He came right back to you. That’s love. That’s loyalty.”

“Why are you taking his side?”

“Baby girl, I’m not. I’m taking your side but you’re too upset to see it. Think about what I’m saying. Then think about the opportunity being presented. Your husband is telling you to fuck some hot and hung guy and then he wants you to send him the tape. Are you kidding? Most women will kill for such a chance. I want to see you get laid. You need to get laid. By your own admission you’ve only had sex with one man: Dante. That’s no way to go through life. People are waking up to that fact. Women are branching out, fucking whoever they want. This is your chance to enjoy something wild and with your husband’s blessing. Fucking do it.”

Lola chewed her lips. She looked out the window and then down at the monitors. The residual excitement of Zane still warmed her. She did not share that feeling with Nina. She easily remembered the heavy and strange sensations of Zane in her hand, in her mouth. She still tasted his unfamiliar semen on her tongue. She’d sucked him off like a brave and sexually courageous woman, a modern woman, a woman in charge of herself, free to pursue her own desires.

But sucking a dick is far less than sexual intercourse. Can I go that far?

She closed her eyes. She imagined Zane hanging in the chair. She sucks him again but then, once she makes him erect, she climbs onto his lap and sits on his stiff penis. She gasped. She could feel him enter. Her vagina tingled at the thought.

She realized she wanted Zane that way. No. Not Zane specifically. It wasn’t the man. It was the thick penis. In fact, it would be better for many reasons if it was someone other than Zane. Any emotional attachment was too risky.

“Okay,” she said, voice cracking. “Who though?”

Nina clapped her hands and pulled the chair around. She punched buttons and had the shop calendar up in seconds. She began reviewing and rejecting upcoming appointments.

“No. Too skinny. No. Too fat. No. Too kinky. Absolutely not. Too smelly. This guy is a maybe. Wait. Hang on a second. Yes. I think we have our winner.” She turned the monitor towards Lola. “Meet Ketel Enzo. Hot. Italian. Carries a cannon between his legs but prefers the soft touch. You’ll love getting fucked by him.”

Lola rolled her eyes.

“For Heaven’s sake, Nina. They’re not items off a menu. You can’t just pick a man for intercourse. What if he doesn’t want me?”

Nina studied Lola, shaking her head sadly.

“Let me tell you something you don’t know about men. Yes, they are items off a menu. When it comes to beautiful women, men are weak. People say men are led around by their dicks, but I disagree. Men are led around by their eyes. Nature pushes them to spread their seed. None of that matters though because we aren’t asking for permission. He’s already signed the waiver. We’re free to do as we wish but I’ll let you decide. He’ll be here in two days. Text your hubby and tell him thank you for apologizing, say you’re sorry too, and add that you love his idea. Tell him something hot is coming his way, but don’t explain beyond that. Let him stew in his own juices. He’ll jerk off three times a day until he gets your next video.”

“How do you know so much about doing things like this?”

“I told you I had a boyfriend who liked it. I’d fuck hot guys right in front of him. He’d grab their big cocks and stuff them into me. We had crazy fun. Sex can be so much more than people allow. I’m going to make sure you squeeze every drop of juice from this moment.”

Lola impulsively leaned over and kissed Nina on the lips.

“I’m lucky I met you,” she said, embarrassed by her own actions.

Surprised, Nina hesitated before grabbing Lola and planting a real kiss. The shy woman returned it before breaking it off.

“Let me see Ketel’s file,” she said.


Chapter 11

The chime on the front door sounded and Lola looked up. Two police officers stepped into the bookstore and looked around. Lola was instantly nervous.

She was working alone today, taking the reins from Leo and Nina for the first time. So far, she’d helped one older woman and one older man but had kept her hands to herself. She was still tremendously uncomfortable touching clients, but her employees needed a day off. Nina mentioned she would come by later to check on Lola and to pick up her paycheck, and Lola was grateful for it.

“Hi,” she croaked, anxious. “Hello. Officers. How can I help you?”

The men were mid-thirties, in full uniform, one white and one Hispanic. Both were good looking, she noted.

As if I wasn’t nervous enough.

“Hello,” said the Hispanic man. “I am Officer Garza and this is Officer Green. Are you the new owner?”

“I am.”

“Great. We received a complaint that you were running prostitution out of this store, so we need to check it out. Is it all right if we look around?”

“Um. Sure. I’ll just wait back here by the register.”

Officer Green gave her a funny look.

“Oh,” Lola stammered. “Wait. That sounded bad. I’m not guarding the register, like I think you’re here to steal the money. I meant I’ll stay out of the way. Back here.”

Garza stepped closer.

“You seem especially nervous,” he said.

“I am. Police make me nervous. Authority in general, I guess.”

“Are you hiding something?”

“No!”

“Does that door lead to a back office?” Green asked.

“Yes. It’s unlocked. Do you need to look back there too?”

“Of course,” Garza said.

“Wait. I forgot to ask. Do you have a warrant?”

“No. This is an informal inquiry. Do we need to go get one? We can. But then we’ll need to tear the place apart. Isn’t a quick look better? We can tell our captain we checked you out and found nothing.”

“You mean checked my store out.”

“Do I?” Garza asked, stepping closer. “Is that what I mean? Or maybe I think you’re fine and need checking out.”

Officer Green chuckled and looked away. Lola looked at her shoes.

“So?” Garza said. “Can we check out the back room?”

“Go ahead.”

Lola allowed the men to pass but followed. The bank of monitors for the black room were off since the last customer left a while ago. The police walked a slow circle, noting the books on order and the unused display cases.

“You sell a lot of books?” Garza asked.

“No, we don’t. That would be for a mass market bookstore to do. We obtain and sell rare books, one at a time. They’re expensive.”

“That’s a lot of security equipment.”

“Some manuscripts cost thousands of dollars,” she said.

“Hm.”

Green wandered away, scrutinizing every inch. Lola watched him anxiously. Garza stayed planted in front, watching her face.

“What are you hiding?” he said, at last.

“What? Nothing.”

“That’s a lie, but okay. Everybody lies to cops. I get it. So, I guess I’ll come back with the warrant after all. I’ll check with the county for blueprints of this place and see if there’s more to this space than you’re showing us.”

“You can clearly see I’m not running a prostitution ring out of here.”

“That’s true, but I can also see that you’re hiding something from me, and that thing is big.”

“Why don’t you just leave me alone?”

Garza stepped even closer, eyeing Lola up and down. She looked away, gaze falling on Officer Green. He seemed to notice the black finger hole which led to the secret door to the black room. Lola panicked. She knew she needed to distract them both. She pressed her palm against the front of Garza’s dress slacks, gently squeezing the soft and lumpy mass she felt there. Her heart hammered in her chest. Her hand had moved faster than her brain and she was stunned to find herself holding his soft cock. Garza looked down and then up again at her eyes.

Green noticed what she’d done and left his investigation to join Garza. He took Lola’s free hand and guided it to the front of his pants too. Lola could barely breathe. Her legs trembled wildly. Never in her life had she imagined touching two men at the same time, not to mention the innate danger in what she did. Her liberty could vanish in an instant. She could lose everything, especially if they discovered what truly went on in that shop. She’d acted to save her world, but she had no idea what she was doing, no idea what to do next.

She didn’t need to know. Officer Garza took over. He pressed her hand against his pants and drew down his zipper.

“Go in and get it,” he said.

“That’s a great idea,” Green added. “Take mine out too.”

Lola did as she was told, unzipping both men and pulling their growing penises into the light. She studied their dicks despite her worry, fascinated.

They look so different.

She wrapped her fingers around them and began to jerk and the two men shared a knowing smile. They’d done this before, with other women. Lola turned her body to make it easier, and Garza took that as a sign, looping a finger under the strap of her summer top and slipping it strap off.

“What are you doing?” Lola asked.

“I want to see your tits,” he said. “You look like you have pretty tits.”

Green slipped off the other strap. Garza hooked his finger in the flimsy fabric and pulled, lowering her top until her strapless bra was exposed.

“Lose the brassiere,” Garza said.

Lola, dazed, bewildered, kept stroking both men. Green reached behind and opened her clasp. Her bra popped free. He pulled it down until her bra hit the floor. Both men leaned in to suckle her nipples, and Lola gasped. She shivered. She paused momentarily, overcome, but soon began jerking the men again.

It thrilled her to feel them grow hard in her hands. It thrilled her to touch someone new. It also filled her with guilt. This was not something she did for Dante. Not directly. She gazed at the unfamiliar dicks she held, so different from her husband’s, and wondered if every man looked different, like fingerprints. The officers nibbled and licked all over her breasts until Green headed up her body to her neck and Garza began to open her pants.

“Oh lord,” she muttered.

Garza tugged her pants down to her knees, dragging underwear too, and then inhaled deeply through his nose, breathing in her womanly scent.

“She’s already hot,” he declared.

Lola blushed furiously.

Green nibbled her earlobes and then brought his lips around for a kiss. Lola hesitated but then gave in, the sensation of his warm mouth against hers too much to resist. Green eased his tongue into her mouth. They were still kissing when she felt Garza’s tongue slither between her labia and drag across her clitoris. She gasped into Green’s open mouth, and he chuckled, holding her head. Her empty hands searched the air for cocks, landing on his and squeezing. Garza pushed his wiggling tongue all the way in, and Lola groaned, almost crumbling. Garza filled his hands with her bare ass and pulled her crotch into his face, licking and sucking her sensitive flesh all over down there. He wedged his hand between her legs and pushed a finger in, quickly locating her G-spot while he licked. Lola was unprepared for his experienced assault and Green had to hold her up, steadying her on her feet.

Officer Green backed her against the wall and bent her forward at the waist. He offered his cock to her mouth, and she sucked him in. Garza kept his face buried, licking and teasing and pumping his finger.

“Oh, God,” Lola whined, shocked by her own response. “Oh no.”

An orgasm was building. A rare event for her. They manhandled her and arousal soared. Lust took over. She forced the cock in her mouth all the way in and felt it tickle the back of her throat. A raunchy thrill electrified her body. The excitement built rapidly and then a sudden climax seized her. She moaned and whimpered as the powerful sensations raced through her body, shamed that these men could so easily do such a thing to her.

This had nothing to do with Dante, she admitted. I do this for me. I’m a bad wife,

That thought turned her on even more. Despite her feelings of betrayal and reluctance, her orgasm shook her from head to toes. She enjoyed choking on Green’s cock and grinding her pussy into Garza’s mouth. He kept licking and wave after wave of fantastic pleasure washed over her. She moaned around the cock in her mouth. She whimpered as the digit massaged inside her pussy. The men kept her trapped, forcing her to cum harder. Her muffled wail echoed. Her body thrashed. This was like nothing she’d ever experienced.

When at last her climax drained away, Garza stood and offered Lola a second cock to suck, which she did, greedily. They took turns on her mouth, tugging her head this way and that, roughly moving her to heighten their pleasure. The more aggressive they got, the more aroused she became. When Garza whipped his cock away and moved around behind her, she had no idea why but simply gave Green all her attention. When Garza’s cock head mashed her labia, she finally understood, quickly turning her body to face the man.

“I’m not a dog,” she snapped. “Why are you behind me? You think you can make me take it that way? I’m not an animal.”

Green grabbed her hair from behind and turned her to face him. He forced her to bend again and stuck his cock back in her mouth. Garza grabbed her hips to control her twisting ass and jammed his cock forward, finding her hole and sinking several inches into her pussy. Lola groaned at the penetration, physically thrilled but emotionally slammed by guilt and shame. Dante had never tried intercourse with her like this. Dante had nothing to do with this! Humiliation ate her alive but the thrill of two men drove her crazy. She felt twin cocks sliding in and out of her body at each end and she turned weak, overwhelmed by pleasure and overwhelmed by what was being done to her. Two! She braced herself against Officer Green’s body and lost herself in the sensation of men fucking her. White noise filled her head. She felt one man throbbing against her tongue and the other throbbing against her vaginal walls. She groaned loudly.

“What the fuck are you two assholes doing?” Nina’s voice boomed.

Lola lifted bleary, watery eyes. Nina, furious and defiant, stood in a cute summer dress, fists on hips, glaring at the men.

“Hi Nina,” Garza chuckled.

“Get your dick out of her,” Nina growled, striding forward.

“She might argue with that demand,” Green said. “She loves this.”

“I don’t give a damn what she wants. I’m telling you fuckers to pull out. She’s naïve.” Nina marched closer. “You assholes probably threatened her with shutting the place down.”

“We did,” Garza laughed.

Nina shoved Green away and took Lola’s arm and pulled, dragging her off Garza’s stiff cock. She helped Lola pull up her pants and fix her top.

“Jerks!” Nina barked. “Get out.”

The officers adjusted their uniforms. They were still too hard to put away, so they stood there with erections, grinning. Nina turned her attention to Lola.

“Uncle Clancy had a deal with them,” she quickly explained. “They know what’s up. Their threat to you was bullshit. We pay them off and occasionally allow them to use the black room. This was fucked up, guys. This is Clancy’s niece. Clancy’s dead. She inherited the place.”

Officer Green looked abashed.

“Oh shit, Nina. I’m sorry. We didn’t know. I thought she was just the new owner.”

“She sure took to hard dick though,” Garza said. “She likes it.”

“Shut up, G. Get dressed and get out.”

Lola moved behind Nina, using the younger woman for protection. She watched the officers in their uniforms tuck their shirts into place and stuff their hard cocks back into their pants. Garza watched her closely.

“She still wants it, Nina,” he said. “We’ll go, but I’m telling you, she’s not as naive as you think.”

Nina pointed at the door and watched as they marched out.

“You okay?” she asked Lola.

“I think so. Yes.”

“I’m so sorry I never warned you about them. They only come around about once a month. Time got away from me.”

Lola checked her clothing, noticing her bra still on the ground. She bent to retrieve it and felt the swaying of her heavy breasts. It felt good to be free inside her top. She decided to leave it off.

“I feel stupid,” she said. “They were able to trick me so easily.”

“It’s not your fault. They run that game on several shop owners around here. They’re good at it.”

“At least they’re handsome.”

Nina laughed.

“Yeah, that helps.”

Lola touched her lips. She felt the tingling of her pussy. Those men would have made her orgasm again.

“It wasn’t so bad,” she confessed. “They were a little rough, but I liked it. Is that weird? Do other women like it rough? I guess I got caught up in the moment. I think I may have orgasmed.”

Nina gave her a blank stare.

“Did you or didn’t you?”

“I did,” Lola admitted.

“Is that not something you usually do?”

“Not really,” Lola said, checking her clothing again. “Not from sexual intercourse. One of those men took me from behind, like I’m some kind of animal for breeding. Dante never does that. I got mad at him but he didn’t care.”

Nina looped an arm around Lola’s shoulder.

“I have a lot to teach you,” she said. “But I’m glad you’re all right.”


Chapter 12

Dante checked his phone again.

Lola’s message had been cryptic: Something hot is coming your way. What did that mean? They’d hardly spoken at all after the misunderstanding and when they did, Lola acted like it never happened. She acted like everything about their relationship was the same.

But everything was not the same.

Dante had watched that video over and over. He’d masturbated to it often, including sometimes more than once a day. Loneliness had driven him to ask for a sex tape and somehow, watching her suck that cock made him feel less lonely. He’d gotten what he’d asked for, but not in the way he’d expected. It made no sense.

Something hot is coming your way.

He checked his phone again. He’d given her the green light. He’d asked her to take things even farther. Her response sounded like she intended to take him up on his offer, but when? Would she suck off another man? Would she suck off the same man? Would she, and it amazed Dante to know this was what he hoped for, would she fuck another man? It seemed too ridiculous to even contemplate. Lola could hardly look at herself nude in the mirror. She insisted all lovemaking was missionary, face to face. Where would she find the courage to touch another man?

Something hot is coming your way.

He needed answers. He opened his laptop and searched for men asking the same questions. He expected almost nothing but found himself buried by the subject. Men everywhere craved what he craved. There was an entire subculture dedicated to husbands watching their wives. He was astounded. Some called it the hidden fantasy and that made sense. It shattered so many taboos.

Dante hesitated to hope. He wanted to see her fucked, preferably by a cock much larger than his, but the very idea seemed ludicrous. His own desire seemed absurd. But it’s what he truly wanted.

He checked his phone again.

I’m driving myself crazy, he thought. I need to get out of this motel room. I need to be around people.

He decided he needed to spend money on a big dinner. He showered and left his room, heading to the steakhouse by the casino.


Chapter 13

Leo smiled and waved goodbye to his latest lady customer.

“You look smug,” Lola told him.

“Why shouldn’t I?” he asked. “I get paid good money to fuck hot older women. On my worst days I only get my dick sucked. That’s a slow day for me. My life is a fantastic dream come true, thank you very much. If anyone has a right to look smug, it’s me.”

Lola laughed.

“Those are good points,” she admitted. “Guess I never thought about it from your point of view.”

“When does Nina get here?”

“Her shift doesn’t start until later. Three, I think. Why?”

“I need to clean the black room before she gets here and I’m wondering how much time I have.”

“Tons. But I’m bored. I can help if you want.”

“Would you? That would be awesome. See? Of course I look smug.”

They both laughed. Leo and Lola grabbed spray bottles and paper towels. She opened the secret panel, and they entered the black room. Lola enjoyed how it always smelled like sex in here. She’d come to appreciate such things lately. She loosened several of the straps on the hanging chair, preparing it for the next client. They both worked in silence except for the occasional hiss of a bottle or swipe of a towel.

A pinprick on the back of her arm made her turn quickly. Leo stood there, grinning, holding an empty syringe. She looked confused.

“What just happened?” she asked. “Did you poke me?”

He said nothing, placing the syringe on the counter and then opening the front of his pants. He reached inside and withdrew his soft cock, allowing the tube of meat to hang freely. Lola stared at it and then met his gaze.

“What are you doing?” she asked. “This is not funny.”

The first wave of tingling sensations began at the edge of her awareness. Almost against her will, her stare left his eyes to ogle his dangling penis. He wagged his hips a little, causing his dick to sway. Lola licked her lips.

The drug cocktail had reached her mind and her pussy.

“What have you done?” she croaked.

Leo chuckled and began unbuttoning his shirt. He kicked his shoes off as she watched, soon standing nude before her.

An ache in her pussy reminded her it was empty.

“You bastard,” she mumbled, dropping her towels and spray bottle to the floor. “You injected me. I’m getting out of here.”

She turned towards the door. She heard movement behind her. The need to escape was changing, morphing into something lustful. She took a step and then another and then decided she needed one last look at his big hanging cock. She never got the chance. A helmet descended over her head, dazzling her eyes and mind with a surreal panorama of hot men all around. She gasped. A tender hand touched her breast but if it was Leo or a figment of her imagination, she couldn’t tell.

“Oh, God,” she whimpered. “Don’t do this.”

The mix of aphrodisiacs worked their magic, but it was the ocean of lust held back by a tiny dam that was Lola’s undoing. In several ways, Leo understood the woman better than Nina. Lola made no move to remove the helmet and then the ability to do so no longer existed. Her wide eyes surveyed the landscape of hot men, and she felt herself turn wet. She groaned softly. No way would she rob herself of this sight.

She felt a hand reach in to unbutton her shirt, and the helmet created a visual of the action, a handsome dark-skinned man smiling at her. When a hot and wet mouth closed over her nipple, the dark-skinned man did the same. She clutched his head and felt his tongue swirl her sensitive nub. Of its own accord, her hand rose to heft his fat and heavy snake.

“Get me out of these clothes,” she croaked. “You bastard.”

She saw all the men hurry to comply but at the back of her mind she knew it was merely Leo. Sweet, kind, handsome, hung Leo. She became aware of feelings for the young man she’d kept hidden from herself for weeks. Were they real? Or were they a cocktail creation? Did it matter? Her sudden need to feel his beast pulsating in her mouth overruled all other considerations. She sank to the floor and guided the swelling weapon between her lips, savoring the spongy head sliding across her tongue. He was already leaking delicious precum, a taste she’d recently acquired.

A forest of cocks surrounded her. She took turns, reveling in the debauchery of sucking multiple men. Were they real and Leo the mirage? No way to tell. All she knew for certain was the pulsing firmness of a large tube in her mouth. She sucked hard, and then harder still, trying to draw the sperm slumbering at the base inside those plump balls, trying to pull the cream out of the testicles in order that she might drink it. Her own carnality drove her wild. She was in the moment but also saw herself in the moment. She witnessed her own sluttiness and wanted more. She grabbed the cock fucking her mouth with both hands, pulling him free.

“Shoot down my throat,” she rasped. “Fire your hot sperm straight into my stomach. I want to swallow you.”

She heard a chuckle and then all the men around her chuckled. Hands held her head and the cock began to fuck her mouth in earnest. She relaxed and allowed the man to use her, opening her jaw and loosening her throat. Their moans of appreciation ignited her. She saw herself pull off one cock and greedily stuff another into her mouth. She bobbed on him too before moving to the next man. She knew it was all Leo, but that fact was irrelevant. In her mind she was surrounded by dicks and that’s what truly mattered. The reality her mind created dominated everything. She feasted on every cock she could reach, feeling a strange sense of freedom for the first time in her life. Cocks of every size and color presented themselves and she sampled them all.

Finally, she could stand no more. The lust building inside her since the first cock touched her tongue finally exploded. She rolled onto her back, pulling a hard dick forward with her.

“Put it in,” she hissed. “All of you. Fuck me. I want all of you to fuck me.”

She heard that word leave her mouth and that turned her on too. That was a word she usually avoided. Now she claimed it. Now it stated clearly what it was she craved. She could admit that now. She wanted to be fucked.

She did not wait for the man to do her bidding. She tugged him over and down, guiding his hard cock to her soaked opening. She stuffed him in there and her mind exploded. Nerves screamed. Muscles clenched around his formidable girth. She’d never felt anything like it. Her wild eyes saw hard dicks all around, each waiting their turn with her. She knew she’d fuck them all.

“Flood me,” she begged. “Fill me. I want you all. I need you all. Please.”

The fat cock sank deep, and she groaned. Nothing ever felt this good. Her first time in the helmet was nothing like this. Her veins were alive and on fire. Her lungs breathed smoke. The cock began a slow and rhythmic in and out, nudging a little deeper with each thrust, and Lola felt her entire body clench around it.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, recognizing what was happening but not believing it was possible. “Oh, God. Oh my God!”

She clamped herself around the encroaching shaft. She clutched her pussy around the bulbous head. She felt the solid, unyielding invader moving deeper and an explosion of pleasure shook her body. She gripped the big hard cock inside her and orgasmed all over and around him. White light filled her eyes. The sound of roaring waterfalls filled her ears. The edges of her body melted, and she screamed as her mind spun and her body quaked. The relentless cock pumped in and out, dragging across her clit, gliding along her inner walls. She gasped for air, lost in a hurricane. The cock kept thrusting and she kept cumming, cumming until she sobbed, cumming until her nerves fried and her mind tumbled.

“Help me!” she cried, unable to contain herself.

The pleasure she felt had no comparison. She was simply filled with fantastic, mind-boggling bliss. Her weightless body was electrified. The white light turned blinding and then blackness swirled and swallowed her.

She awoke slowly, confused, feeling buoyant. She opened her eyes and discovered she stood in a pristine forest, a carpet of fresh green grass beneath her feet. She turned and saw Leo, naked, cock red, hard, and looking angry. He smiled and approached.

“Leo,” she said. “How are you here? How can I see you in this magical place?”

“Who do you think designed all those fantasy scenarios?” he asked. “Someone must code the magnetic tapes. Do you believe Uncle Clancy knows how? No. I was the one who first brought him the idea. He doubted it could be done. Nina and I convinced him I could do it. We showed him how.”

“You created one just for me?”

“I did. I want to make you my slave.”

With her eyes glued to his erect penis, she opened her legs at him, discovering the sensations were even more pronounced than before. The cocktail was in full force now, flowing through her bloodstream, saturating her mind. Unbeknownst to her, Leo had attached the electrodes all over her body while she lay unconscious.

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked, thrilled in her new use of the word.

“Yes. In fact, I’ve programmed a little something extra, something I do for all my female clients. After I cum inside you, you’ll be hopelessly addicted to my semen. I’ll be planting subliminal messages deep in your mind at the same time I’m planting seeds deep in your womb. I’ll be your soulmate, your alpha, the man who makes sex emotionally meaningful to you. It’s the familiar harem story we all know only this time it’s written by me, for me. Why do you think all those women come back to the shop again and again? I’ve programmed them to desire me.”

She knew his words should cause her concern yet somehow, they excited her instead. That was probably his doing as well.

“Am I hanging in the chair right now?” she asked.

“You are. We’re in the black room. You’re wearing the helmet. You’re covered with electrodes. You’re awash with cocktail. It races through your veins. I’m recording everything for your husband. Won’t he be shocked and amazed when he sees how much you crave my big cock?”

“He will. I doubt he ever intended for a man to ejaculate inside me, but I’m certain he will see you do it.”

“You’re right. he will.”

Electric titillation raced through her at the thought.

“I want that,” she said. “Put your cock in me.”

She spread her legs even wider. Leo dropped his gaze to look at her pretty pink slit, swollen with excitement. She watched his face closely, savoring his gaze on her pussy, and suddenly realized she had a huge crush on him.

“I’ve discovered I have feelings for you,” she said. “Did you do that?”

“Yes. Those feelings aren’t real. I’m making you feel that way. But even knowing that you’ll be unable to ignore them.”

He moved closer, delighted to see Lola react with eager anticipation. She knew he was using her but welcomed it anyway. He blamed her husband. Why men go off to chase the dollar while neglecting their wives baffled him. Lola would never have been such easy prey if her man had taken proper care of her.

“I’m going to guide your hand to my penis,” he said. “But I want you to put me in. I want your husband to see you put me in.”

“All right.”

“Later, when I’m about to cum, I’ll tell you. I want you to grab my ass and pull me deep. I want him to see you do that. I want him to know filling your womb was your idea, that you insisted.”

“Gladly.”

Her hand was already searching for him between her legs. Her pussy ached with need. She suffered an emptiness only a cock, Leo’s cock, could satisfy. He guided her hand, and she closed her fingers around his warm girth. She felt a rush of adrenaline, knowing that the fat tube was about to penetrate.

“I’m soaked,” she admitted.

“That’s all you,” he chuckled. “I haven’t yet figured out the formula to cause that.”

“Maybe just give the woman something she already secretly craves and let nature do the rest.”

She gasped as the cock head split her labia. She gasped again as she pulled him forward, parting her inner lips too and feeling him begin to expand her insides.

“God,” she groaned, as a million sparks flew. “I do love it. I do.”

End Part One
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Chapter 1

Lola held back a scream. Leo was slowly invading her body, easing his cock deeper a half inch at a time, and her expanding pussy was howling from sensory overload. His bulk forced her tunnel wide, jangling every nerve ending and frying her mind. She grabbed her breasts and tweaked her nipples, the first tingling sensations of a building orgasm already spreading through her hips.

“No,” she muttered. “No way. Not possible.”

The bulbous head moved farther up inside her. She found as much arousal in the fact a man that was not her husband was filling her, as she did in the physical pleasures he gave. The fact this was all being recorded and would be sent to husband Dante pushed her over the edge. The erotic charge from what was being done to her was more than her heart could handle. When Leo finally reached her cervix and pressed firmly, Lola cried out, cumming hard around the fat and solid invader. Her wail of pleasure filled the black room. Leo held himself still, allowing her pussy to flutter around him, and then pumped with short strokes, stimulating her clit, torturing her inner nerves. He grinned like a wolf, delighted that his plan had worked so well. He pushed deeper still, trying to breach her womb, overloading her senses until she could take no more. His plump, warm balls smothered her asshole. She felt him in places she didn’t know a cock could reach.

“God!” she screeched, clawing at his chest. “Fuck!”

He sent a surge of blood to expand the head, and she orgasmed again. He felt her vaginal walls quiver and undulate all along his length. He resisted cumming, turning his attention fully on her. The drug cocktail and electrical impulses amplified every sensation she felt. He knew she sailed through the stars right now because he’d put her there. He flicked his hips back and forth and watched her writhe beneath him, cumming hard, made all the sweeter because she was some other man’s wife.

He pulled his cock out.

“No!” Lola howled.

He took a step back

She arched her back and rotated her hips, trying to recapture the man. Leo chuckled, enjoying her desperation. He stepped forward again, allowing the tip of his cock to brush her slit. Lola whimpered and tried to slide her pussy over the end of him. He let it happen, listening to her moan as he filled her. He held himself steady while she fucked herself on his erection. He lifted one of the extra electrodes and touched it to her nipple, pressing the sticky surface against her skin. He applied a second to her other nipple and delighted as the helmet filled in the rest, supplying her mind with a mouth sucking and licking each. Her head tossed side to side, pleasure so great it was almost impossible to take. He pushed his cock all the way in and held it there, watching her squirm as she climbed towards another strong climax.

He felt like the ruler of the universe.

The muscles of her body slowly clenched as her orgasm drew near. He marveled at how incredibly sexy and vulnerable she was. He liked her from the moment he met her, planning this tryst that same night. Now he gazes down at her twisting body, his plans come to fruition.

“Ungh!” she groaned. “Close. Almost. Ungh. Fuck. Yes! Aaaaargh!”

His cock surged bigger and harder than ever. She was cumming like a hurricane. Dante would be crushed when he saw his lovely wife so utterly compromised. Her passion for Leo was all she knew. Dante’s coming agony fueled Leo’s arousal, and he began to pump his hips, chasing an orgasm of his own, driving his cock into her over and over. She thrashed beneath him.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he told her, feeling her body stiffen at the news.

Lola slapped both hands in his firm ass. She pulled him deep on every thrust, lifting her legs to help get him deeper. Leo knew the sight would strike into the heart of Dante. What man can watch his wife crave another man’s load and stay sane? Leo toyed with her, pretending to withdraw only to see her panic and pull him deep. Leo delighted in her lust. Dante’s heart would break to see his lovely bride insist on taking Leo’s sperm, but that’s what he was going to see. Leo reveled in his power. His load began the long climb up from his balls.

“Here it comes,” he told her.

He watched her reaction. Was he about to put a baby in her? Maybe. But she cared nothing about that risk. His mind manipulations had her craving one thing only. There was no room for caution. She clawed at his ass, holding him as deep as she could. Her orgasm was still fading when he groaned and his back arched, and he fired the first hot blast of sperm into her womb. Lola pulled on his ass even harder, muscles straining as she felt the tip of his cock open her up inside and ease partially into her uterus. She lost her mind to feel herself so deeply penetrated. He fired again and again, balls contracting as he flooded her. Waves of pleasure crashed. She howled, blind and lost. He groaned, delighted that Dante would soon witness the act on video. He let himself go and blasted away inside her again, his head spinning.

When their senses returned, Leo found himself draped across her suspended, unconscious body. His body was stiff, and he wondered how long they’d been out. He got his feet under him and slowly withdrew his fat cock, circling to her face and offering his slick penis to her mouth. She came around, realizing what tickled her lips and greedily sucked him in.

“I love a penis in my mouth,” she muttered. “I’ve learned I love it.”

He stood over her face and let her clean his long inches.

Finally, he looked at the cameras. He smiled and waved and moved to turn them off. Lola would need to sleep after the huge dose of sex drugs he’d given her, but she’d wake horny again. The subliminal signals being fed to her brain would work themselves deeper into her unconsciousness.

She’s mine, he thought, proud of himself.


Chapter 2

Dante used the laser pointer to illustrate the features of his product and then explained the benefits. He cared less about their decision to buy or not than he used to. Lola had shared their current bank account balance a few days ago and now he felt the pressure was off. Whatever she was doing with that bookstore, it was working. Coincidentally, or perhaps because of it, the relaxation he felt helped him close his first big deal. Today he looked like he would close another. He couldn’t wait for this meeting to end so he could call Lola and share his success with her. He rattled on about the cost savings and the efficiency gain and then talked pricing.

The presentation ended. He answered questions and opened his orders book. Ten minutes and three orders later, his phone buzzed. A message from Lola, with a video attached. His heart skipped. He’d opened the door to sexual liaisons for her but she’d yet to step through, sending only a cryptic message that she might, and that he should wait for it. He’d waited. Tied in knots and filled with angst, he’d waited.

Now, at last, something had arrived.

He gave his customers as much time and attention as he could, but they clearly saw how distracted he’d become. One even asked if everything was all right. He hurried to finish their orders and then quickly packed his things. He raced down the hall to the public men’s room. There was no time to drive back to the motel. He took a stall and boxed his suitcase and briefcase against the toilet. He pushed his pants and underwear down and sat, fumbling with his phone. The text read only For You, but he cared little for the written words, rushing to hit the play button.

“No fucking way,” he muttered.

Lola, and he knew it was her because he knew her body well, sat suspended in a chair of broad leather straps. She wore a glowing helmet which covered most of her face. A multitude of wires, attached by electrodes, ran away from her body off camera. That she was already in a state of ecstasy was obvious. She writhed in the chair, caressing her breasts and playing with her clit. She heard something that made her lift her head.

A nude young man stepped into the frame, already erect.

“Good God,” Dante said.

He couldn’t help comparing himself. This young man was at least a decade younger, and his hard cock was easily twice as big. Lola was going to feel the difference. There was no way around it. Instead of depressing Dante, those facts made him start to swell. Somehow, Lola was aware of the young man’s presence despite the helmet covering her eyes. She lowered her gaze to stare at his crotch and then she spread her legs at him. Dante exhaled slowly. The move was enormously sexy and something Lola would never do, and yet, she just did. There was no sound, but Dante saw they were talking. The young man stepped closer. Lola opened her legs wider.

Such a simple move but the message she sent lit Dante on fire. He began playing with his penis. Lola simply does not display lust, he remembered. To see her do it now turned him on and drove him crazy. The younger man stared at Lola’s offered pussy, throbbing even harder in anticipation.

“Oh, God,” Dante groaned, both dreading and craving the inevitable. “He’s so damn big.”

Lola slipped a hand between her legs, searching for the man. Dante held his breath. The young man grabbed her arm and guided her hand to his cock. Lola squeezed the thick shaft, enjoying the fat and solid tube. She rubbed the man around her opening and then her jaw dropped slightly as she realized his true girth.

She gasped, Dante realized. Lord help me, my wife just gasped in obvious expectation. She’s dying to feel him inside.

Dante stroked faster. He was watching his wife’s willing infidelity, and he’d never felt so aroused. Her back arched, conveying the incredible pleasure she felt as the man sank deeper. The camera angles began to trade off and Dante reasoned there must have been a dozen or more positioned around inside that black room. They’d been programmed to randomly give a viewer every possible angle. Some were wide shots, but some were well-focused closeups. The image changed and Dante gasped. Here was a shot of that thick veiny cock stretching Lola’s opening wide, her little pink lips tightly wrapped around his shaft. How did she handle it? He looked too big for her petite opening. Dante groaned, wondering what she must be feeling. Based on the way her body writhed, he knew she was feeling a lot. He stared so hard his eyeballs ached, watching every move she made, watching the ways this young stud and his big cock drove her wild.

“Why does this turn me on so much?” he murmured.

He briefly jumped out of that video to replay the first she’d sent. He zoomed on the man’s dick, discovering the previous man and this man were different.

Lola is fucking someone new! That means two men! Wait. That means at least two men. What if there are more? What if Lola has fucked more than two? These videos might only be the highlights. She may have fucked several men.

A wildfire ignited in his belly. The idea that Lola could be fucking others behind his back set his body alight. He loved this version of her. It frightened him and made him worry about their future, the future of their marriage, but the excitement was off the charts. His arousal was undeniable.

He readied his phone and snapped a photo of his erection.

What she sent isn’t a live fed. She recorded this. Maybe it happened moments ago but maybe it happened over the last few days. That she only sent it to me now means she’s probably sitting with her phone in hand, waiting for my reaction.

He sent the picture of his erection and added: You’ve never looked sexier. He hit send but felt something was missing. He added more in a second message. I’m still watching the video. I keep pausing to look at you. I can tell you right now, by the time I reach the end, I hope I see him cum dripping out of you.

His hands shook, seriously questioning if that was something he should say to her. He weighed his words carefully, realizing the gravity of what he suggested. They’d discussed none of this. There were no rules. His message was a huge escalation. What would Lola do with his admission? He understood he was essentially telling her she could do whatever she wished. That prospect was as frightening as it was exciting. He pondered why he wanted to see such a thing but couldn’t focus. Every time he imagined it happening, he got too excited to contemplate further.

“Let’s watch her fuck him,” he whispered, starting the video again. “Let’s watch her take that big cock deep. Empty his balls in you, Baby.”

Dante masturbated while he watched, pausing the video often to zoom in on different camera angles. The video was running when he noticed the light hit her just right to show how her belly bulged. He slowed the video and zoomed. There it was again. He rewound and watched at regular speed.

Leo was reaching deeply hidden places Dante never touched. Dante’s balls tightened involuntarily. He gasped and a little semen leaked from the slit at the tip of his penis. He rewound the video again. The bulge in her belly was high up, well past the opening of her pussy. Leo’s long cock was so far up inside Lola, he touched her in places Dante knew he’d never felt and never would.

“Fucking hell,” he growled, almost blowing his load. “Jesus fucking Christ. He’s so deep. Oh my God.”

Lola’s body suddenly clenched and her head snapped back. For a heartbeat he was confused, wondering what was happening to her.

Christ Almighty, he realized at last. He’s making her orgasm!

Dante’s mouth fell open. How was this even possible? The young man’s cock sawed in and out and Lola flopped around in that hanging chair, cumming on that steely shaft. He wished he had sound to hear her screams. Her legs flailed. She clawed at the man’s bare chest. She came like thunder and Dante almost shot his load. He rewound the video and watched it again. Then he watched it again. Over and over, he saw Lola, his sweet and innocent wife, climax hard on the man’s thick meat, purely from penetration. It was inconceivable. Impossible. 

He hit pause and sat the phone on the toilet paper dispenser, leaning away like it was a big black spider. He suddenly remembered to breathe and sucked air. His upright penis throbbed with desperate need.

An understanding settled over him. He knew his old marriage was gone. This young man’s cock had killed it. Lola would never be the same, now that she knew what sex could be.

How could sex with me ever satisfy her? Our old way of making love is dead, which means our old way of being married is gone.

He waited for the grief and despair that never came. He took a moment to realize he was fine that their old marriage was gone. He understood the marriage itself remained, only their old ways had vanished.

I was ready for change and didn’t know it.

He retrieved his phone and watched his lovely wife orgasm all over the man’s cock yet again. The man teased Lola by pretending to withhold his dick, and- she snarled at him and pulled him back inside. Her aggression thrilled Dante. 

That thrill was nothing compared to what happened next.

The young man drove his cock home over and over and Dante, scarcely believing what he saw with his own eyes, became aware that Lola was about to climax, again. Dante’s untouched penis spit semen, splattering his thigh. He stared, mouth agape, as Lola orgasmed while impaled on this hot stud.

“Impossible,” he muttered, but it was true.

He quickly grabbed his penis and stroked, catching his own climax before it ended and launching himself into the clouds. He started spraying jizz again, making a mess but delighted. As Dante’s orgasm drained away, he saw the young man begin his. The guy tried to pull his cock out, but Lola grabbed his ass and pulled him deeper. She hooked her heels behind his legs and rocked her hips on him, milking the guy for every drop, ensuring his load got pumped deep.

Dante stared in utter disbelief. There it was. He was no longer the only man to have ejaculated inside Lola. Now another could claim that truth. Were there others? What if there were others? Dante felt his need skyrocket. He was desperate to orgasm again. He rewound the video and stroked his dick, but he would need time to recover. He sat the phone aside. The minute he got hard again, he knew he’d jack off.


Chapter 3

“So?” Nina asked. “How was it?”

Lola leaned both elbows on the sales counter, absentmindedly toying with her shiny wedding ring.

“Unbelievable,” she said. “I know part of my reaction was created by the helmet and the shot of chemicals he slipped me, and even the amorous feelings I have for him now are part of the game he plays, but, fucking hell, Nina. His big cock inside me feels so gooooood.”

Nina laughed.

“I knew it. You want to fuck him again?”

“What choice do I have? He used his psycho tricks to manipulate my emotions. Of course I want him again. I probably would anyway though. His tricks just give me an easy excuse. Not that I need one. I sent Dante the video after, and he sent back a picture of his erect penis and a request I let Leo cum inside me.”

Nina choked on her soda.

“For real?”

“Yeah. I think he’s discovering he’s very much like your ex-boyfriend. He loves to see me having sex.”

“This is good news. You have options. You can find lovers other than Leo.”

“I can.”

“Will you?”

Lola glanced around the empty store.

“Yes.”

“That decision came easy.”

“I’ve thought about it a lot since I received Dante’s messages. I want to, my husband wants me to, and I know I’ve missed out on an exciting sex life and I’d love to make up some ground, but there’s another, bigger reason, and I’m struggling with it.”

Nina turned compassionate, placing her hands on top of Lola’s.

“Tell me, Baby-girl.”

Lola looked ashamed.

“I’m angry at Dante,” she began. “I’m hurt. I know I’m not being completely fair. I know he’ll say he was working hard for both of us, and I know that is true to some degree. But I can’t help it. There is also some truth to what I feel and that truth hurts.”

“Go on.”

Lola started softly crying. Nina wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

“Let it out,” she said.

Lola cried for several minutes and then regained her composure.

“He’s gone so often and for so long,” she said, fighting to control her breath. “I know he’s trying to make his career happen. I know he’s doing his best to provide, and I’ve been a good and loyal wife, but when he’s faced with choices of staying home to sell or going on the road to sell, he always chooses the road. If his boss offers another city farther away, Dante always volunteers. He never fights for me, for time with me. He never stands up for our relationship. I know I’ve made things worse by holding my tongue and allowing him to think I’m okay with everything, but I’m not. I kept waiting for him to want to stay with me, but he never does. He chooses work over me every time.”

Tears flowed again. Nina pulled Lola’s head into her shoulder, wrapping both arms around the distraught woman. She held Lola while she cried.

“I tried not to want it,” Lola said, after a while. “But I do. Sex with Leo woke me up to a lot of things. I’m thinking now about what could be. I’m no longer happy with the way things are. My marriage to Dante must change. I’ve got a lot of resentment stored. I’m hurt and I’m angry.”

“Tell him that. Tell him how you feel.”

“What if he rejects what I say?”

“Divorce him and move on with your life. He needs to be there for you in equal parts as you’ve been there for him.”

She pulled Lola’s phone closer.

“Let me see the texts he sent,” she said.

“Why?” Lola asked.

“I want to see the wording. I want to see what he actually said. I’m trying to understand the man better.”

Lola opened her phone and nudged it towards Nina. Nina picked it up to read and then swiped left, examining the picture of Dante’s erect penis. Unimpressed, she swiped right again, rereading Dante’s messages.

“What should I do, Nina?”

Nina gave the phone back.

“Fuck other men until you feel even,” she said. “Work out your anger. Dante already said how much he likes it. Take lovers until you remember how much you love your husband.”

“That sounds crazy.”

“It does, but I’m right. Taking lovers will tilt the scales back for you. It will also remind you, after a while, why you married Dante. Trust me, I’ve been down this path. I know what I’m talking about. You’ll work out your resentment physically all while Dante feels the threat and learns to value you again.”

“It sounds mean and vindictive.”

“Yes, and it would be if your man didn’t want you to do it. But he does. He’s hoping you will. It will sting but the insight he gains will make him a better husband. You’ll come out a better wife.”

Lola sniffed.

“Cheating usually makes things worse.”

“Think of your situation more like the way fire turns iron into steel. I can give you a million examples of how going through something difficult produced a better version of that thing on the other side. Going to the gym. Going to college. The list is endless.”

Lola pondered. Nina made sense, but Lola couldn’t shake the feeling that she wanted Nina to make sense. The draw of a carnal life was growing stronger. It was easy to tell herself it was what Dante wanted, but was that true? How simple it would be for her to wade through each customer and take for herself the ones she wanted. It sounded so good it frightened her. Any man who caught her eye. Any man she found attractive. Any dangling cock she craved, all hers for the taking. Why should she resist? Even better, Nina was right: Dante wanted it too.

“All right,” she said, wiping tears from her cheeks. “I’m in.”

Nina smiled broadly.

“This is going to be fun,” she said. “I’ll act like your manager. I’ll be your sex advisor. Lola’s Revenge Tour twenty-twenty five. Dante better brace himself. He’s about to acquire a hotwife.”


Chapter 4

Dante paced the airport. Rental car checked in, bag checked in, flight on schedule. All there was left to do was wait. He drew his phone from his pocket and read Lola’s latest message again: Meet Ketel Enzo

There was a picture attached, a portrait of an olive-skinned man, handsome, black hair with blue eyes. Dante had texted a dozen times asking for more information about who this person was, asking for details like age or how Lola knew him, asking Lola to explain why she sent that text and picture in the first place, but his wife had ignored him. It drove him crazy. His balls ached like he hadn’t cum in months, but of course he had. Thanks to the videos saved to his phone, he jacked off every day now. Sometimes twice a day. His imagination ran wild. In his mind, Lola was sucking and fucking every hot man that entered the store.

Her latest message gave the impression she’d decided on her next lover.

That idea put Dante over the edge. He canceled his last sales meeting. He moved his flight earlier and packed his things. He told himself he wanted to surprise Lola by coming home early but subconsciously he hoped to catch her in the act. Every time he imagined walking in on her his penis twitched.

She sent a picture so I’d know he was handsome, he thought. Perhaps she’d be okay with sending another picture.

He tried to think of a way to word his request without sounding gay. He gave up. There was no way to innocently ask for such a thing.

Send me a picture of his cock, he wrote.

It wasn’t a homosexual desire. He knew that. His interest in the man’s penis was only because of her. He wanted to see what she would be putting in her mouth. He wanted to know the cock that would be splitting her open, causing her to moan, forcing her to orgasm. He wanted to be able to picture the thing perfectly.

He found a chair with the back against a wall and dropped into it, quickly scanning the travelers around him. He nervously tapped the glass of his screen, hopeful. Would Lola respond?

“Fear of flying?” a woman asked.

He looked up. An elderly woman nearby with a smiling face and kind eyes looked at him reassuringly.

“It is the safest way to travel, you know,” she added.

“That’s what I’ve heard.”

“Where are you headed?”

“Home. I’ve been away too long. I’m a traveling salesman.”

“I see the ring on your finger. That career is hard on a marriage.”

“It has been.”

“Jobs come and go, sweetie. That marriage needs to last forever. It’s good you’re going home.”

Dante felt the phone in his hand buzz. He risked a glance at the screen, tilting it away from his new friend. A dark-skinned penis, fully erect, confronted him. Wetness gleamed halfway down the shaft and Dante knew in his heart that wetness had come from Lola. That cock had been inside his wife.

A fire ignited in his belly. These new sensations were so strange, this new eroticism so conflicting. Adrenaline gushed into his blood but so did jealousy. His balls tightened. He desperately needed to touch Lola, to know she was still his.

The dark, wet cock was big around, with a large ball sack hanging beneath. Dante’s throat clenched. He looked up at his new friend again.

“I was married to my husband fifty-two years,” the older woman droned. “Fifty-two great years. We fought. Sure, we did. But I still miss him every day. He’s been gone four years now.”

“I’m sorry for your loss.”

Dante turned the phone slightly for a better look. The man was big, which was a recurring theme with Lola lately, and Dante wondered if she’d discovered a preference. That possibility thrilled him. A wife that likes big cocks is far more exciting. He hoped there were all kinds of new sexual preferences Lola had. The prospect of Lola somehow turning into a highly sexual creature excited him.

“Did you get a text?” the older woman asked.

“I did.”

“Go on. It’s probably your wife checking on you. I bet she can’t wait to see you. Is it from her?”

“It is.”

“Then I won’t keep you. You go ahead and tell her how much you love her.”

“I will. Nice talking to you.”

“Same, sweetie.”

Dante leaned back and raised the phone. The picture captured the man’s crotch from a slight angle. Dante studied the man’s prick like it was a Rembrandt. Clearly thicker and longer than his own, the smooth olive skin gave it a warm look. Dante wondered if it was saliva or pussy juice that gleamed.

I hope it’s pussy juice, he found himself thinking. I hope that big cock has been inside her already.

He wondered when she’d taken the photo. Did she already have it stored in her phone, or was she fucking him right at that moment? Either answer turned him on. If they were having sex right now, would she really stop to check her phone? No. That meant she’d enjoyed his cock so much she’d photographed it.

No way she expected me to ask for a picture of it.

“Jesus,” he muttered, finding it hard to breathe.

“Everything all right?” his new friend asked.

He cleared his throat.

“Yes. She just says she’s eager to see me.”

“That’s nice.”

Dante stared at the picture again. The overhead announcer called out his flight, so Dante collected his things and prepared to board.

“Have a nice flight,” he told the woman.

“You as well,” she said. “Give your wife my love.”

You can count on it.

“I sure will.”


Chapter 5

Dante tried to nap on the plane but was far too restless. He browsed a magazine and watched part of the inflight movie. The shuttle to his car took forever. At last, he entered his neighborhood. He slowed. It was late and homes were dark. As he turned the last corner to his house, he spotted an unfamiliar car parked in the driveway.

His heart lunged inside his chest. Was her lover still here? Were they still fucking? Almost six hours had elapsed since the penis photograph. Were they sleeping together? That thought speared him. Engaging in sex was one thing but the possible intimacy of cuddling almost killed him.

What about the neighbors? What did they know? How long had Ketel’s car been parked? Which neighbors saw a new man enter the house? A deep burning rush filled his body. People would talk. Rumors would spread. Within a week everyone will know about the handsome stud Lola brought home while Dante was out of town. His body ached. This strange agony turned his balls into burning embers. This newly discovered fetish threatened to crush him.

Dante opened the front door slowly. The house was quiet. He left his luggage in the living room and slipped off his shoes. His mouth had gone bone-dry, his breathing shallow. He crept the length of the hall to the master bedroom on trembling legs, fearing what he might see. The door sat open several inches. He put his eye to the gap.

The outside lights through the blinds filled the room with a dim glow. The covers on their huge bed were thrown back. Two bodies lay tangled, partially covered by a thin sheet. Lola and her handsome lover, naked. She’d heard the front door open and lifted her head, awaiting her husband’s reaction. A video is one thing. Two bodies in their marital bed is something else altogether.

Their eyes met and Lola, defiant, raised her chin, ready for Dante to rage. He did not. They held the stare and Lola began to sense something was happening she’d not expected. Dante gawked, not merely observing the scene but absorbing it. She saw a look in his eyes she’d never seen. It took her a moment to realize the depth of his arousal. She saw pain mixed with lust.

When her husband only stood and watched, she decided to make a move, pinching the light sheet and slowly pulling it away from Ketel’s body, gradually exposing more of the naked man. He was dusky and fit, toned all over but not muscular. Dante held his breath as the sheet drifted lower, and then almost gasped as the man’s bare cock came into view. The dark and dangerous snake was so close to Lola! She watched her husband for his reaction, but Dante only rubbed the front of his pants. Lola released the sheet and brushed fingertips along Ketel’s lightly veined length, delicately teasing the balls all the way to the head. The man stirred slightly but remained sleeping. When Dante again did nothing to intrude, Lola escalated, moving her body lower, sliding her head down the man’s chest while keeping her eyes locked with her husband. She reached this new penis and kissed the tip. Dante softly gasped.

Lola opened her mouth. Dante understood the obvious implication but stayed where he was, watching his newly sexual wife. She moved lower, slipping the head in. Dante stifled a groan. She was really doing it! She curled her fingers around the man’s shaft and began stroking him into her mouth. Dante could take no more, risking a little noise to open his zipper and stroke in time with Lola’s bobbing head. She sucked softly, wishing to avoid waking Ketel, but she kept her eyes on her husband. She’d been prepared for a huge fight. What happened now shocked her. She gently suckled on the man, enjoying the warm soft shaft filling her mouth. They’d fucked once already, and she tasted her pussy on his cock, but that only served to excite her more.

There was no way to sleep through a blowjob and Ketel soon opened his eyes. He failed to notice Dante standing in shadows at the door, and assumed Lola had awakened and was ready for more. He rested a hand on her head and shifted his hips, making it easier for her to take more cock, which she did. Dante covered his mouth with his hand. Those veiny inches gliding between Lola’s lips snatched his breath away. Her cheeks dimpled as she sucked on the man and Dante’s hand moved faster. Lola lifted her head higher to give Dante a better view. She took more cock each trip down, allowing the swelling penis to reach farther back in her mouth. She lifted the hanging ball sack and rolled the large testicles around on her palm.

She checked on her husband. Surely, she reasoned, by now he’d seen enough. Her goal in bringing Ketel back to their home had been to grab his attention and make him fear losing her, but she’d never expected him to participate. Now that she had her husband’s eyes on her, watching her touch another man, watching her suck another man’s penis, she discovered she liked it very much. Sex tapes left her feeling vaguely guilty, despite his requests. There was no guilt now. He watched and pleasured himself. There was no greater acceptance.

Ketel slowly engorged in her mouth. She watched her husband closely. He was as aroused as she. They both used Ketel in their own way. She decided, now that her lover was hard enough, to escalate again. She rolled Ketel flat on his back and threw a leg over while still facing her husband, bringing her bald pussy dangerously close to Ketel’s pulsating meat. Dante merely stroked faster. She leaned back and spread her knees, reaching down to stand Ketel’s penis straight up. The head reached almost to her bellybutton and Dante’s jaw dropped. The man would fill the very depth of her. His long cock was like an animal’s horn, threatening to penetrate all the way to her womb. Dante released his penis and turned to show Lola how erect she’d made him. She rubbed her wet slit up and down Ketel’s length, gliding along the top of his cock. Emotions roiled inside her. She felt lusts she’d long denied. She experienced thoughts she’d long ignored. She teased her husband and herself with this long thick cock, unsure about her next step.

Moments later she lifted too high by only a little and the tip snagged her hole on the way down. Lola gasped loudly as Ketel’s fat cock penetrated. Dante clutched his penis to prevent immediate ejaculation. The man was inside! Dante’s eyes grew huge. Lola almost panicked but the sensation of being stretched and filled shoved every other concern from her mind.

She watched her husband jerk himself. Was she truly free to do anything she wished? She must be. After two sex tapes and now watching her in the flesh, if Dante was going to protest, he would have already. She leaned forward a little, allowing her breasts to swing and driving Ketel’s cock balls deep. Her head fell forward. Her eyes rolled in their sockets. Dante loved what the man’s cock did to her.

When she lifted her head again and then looked her husband dead in the eyes.

“When I’m finished with him,” she growled. “I’m going to fuck everyone.”

Dante looked startled.

“I love fucking,” she continued. “I love sex. I love men inside my body. I love feeling a hard cock enter me. I love giving pleasure and making men moan and most of all I love making dicks explode. I love making them spray and spit and cum inside me. I feel so womanly when I’m filled with sperm. I feel beautiful, desired, and feminine.”

Dante couldn’t believe his ears. Ketel wondered who she talked to and lifted his head, twisting his neck to see around her and spying Dante in the doorway. He watched Lola’s husband jack off for a moment and then chuckled.

“It’s like that, huh?” he said. “All right. I get it.”

He grabbed Lola’s ass and began to force her up and down his long cock. She groaned as he took over, impaled again and again. Lola and Dante shared a look of disbelief. How could this be happening? How did their marriage change so fast? Ketel pushed her forward so he could watch his thick cock slide in and out. Her opening was stretched into a white ring around his girth.

“Come play with her titties,” he said. “You’re her husband. Come get some.”

Dante hesitated. Lola watched her husband closely.

“I think I want to watch,” Dante said. “My wife and I can make love later. After. I want to see this. I want to see her like this. Fuck her well.”

Ketel shrugged.

“Always nice to have an audience,” he chuckled.

He grabbed Lola’s hair and pulled her backward. Her legs fell open, exposing her penetration to Dante’s hungry eyes. Ketel pumped his cock. Lola was soaked, pussy juice running down the length of the hard cock fucking her. Dante gasped when he realized some of that juice was Ketel’s semen from earlier. How many times had the man flooded Lola’s insides? Dante groaned and slowed his hand, keeping himself on the edge of orgasm. Ketel pumped through his own sperm. Lola’s pussy was his and had been for hours. Dante released his dick to prevent an orgasm. His mind was aflame. This was all so erotic and exciting! He stared at his wife’s stuffed pussy, knowing the sight was forever burned into his memory. He felt drawn to her, eager to add to her pleasure.

Without thinking, he left his post by the door and knelt between her legs, lowering his mouth to her cunt. Lola groaned deeply as his tongue made contact with her clit. He teased her, licking and sucking her small nub, driving her crazy with pleasure. When his tongue strayed too far and he accidentally licked Ketel’s shaft, he didn’t care. Neither did Ketel. Dante licked her plump labia and tortured her clit and cared not at all if he inadvertently grazed hard cock too. Lola went wild, writhing atop her new lover.

That her husband’s need to please was so desperate thrilled her. Dante would do anything for her and that’s what she wanted. That’s what she needed. He’d had so many other higher priorities for so long that she now relished his actions. She loved what he was willing to do for her. She grabbed the back of his head and forced his face into her crotch. He dragged his tongue over her clit, and she exploded, clamping her thighs around his body and shoving his face into her pussy. Dante licked feverishly, desperate to drive her crazy. Lola thrashed atop that thick cock, climaxing hard, wailing her soaring pleasure, filling their bedroom with cries of bliss.

Ketel continued to pound her hole and Lola’s orgasm spiked again. As she was coming down, Ketel lifted her off the bed and away from Dante. He spun the woman and placed her on all fours, still buried balls deep, thrusting hard. Dante backed away, stunned by the animal ferocity of the man. Lola always hated being fucked from behind, but clearly, not anymore, or at least not by Ketel.

“Jack off,” Ketel grunted. “It’s hot. Jack off while I fuck your woman.”

Dante reached for his penis, too shocked to protest. He staggered backward and hit the wall. Ketel grabbed a handful of Lola’s hair and began long-stroking her, pulling his cock almost all the way out before slamming every fat inch back in. Air exploded from her lungs. She moaned and gasped, overcome. Ketel smacked her ass with his free hand and pulled hard on her long hair. Lola gasped again, grinding her ass at the man. Ketel pounded her upturned hole.

“Here it comes again,” he gasped, moments later

Lola went wild, slamming her ass backward, driving her snug tunnel down his length. She was as eager to make him cum as he was. Dante absorbed the scene: Lola’s big tits bouncing, Ketel’s thick cock plunging into her soaking wet pussy. Her cries of pleasure and his grunts of impending climax.

It was too much. Dante groaned and spurt, launching a long rope of pearly semen across their carpeted bedroom floor. Lola moaned that she was cumming again and Dante launched another long spurt. Ketel pumped his hips even faster and then sucked all the air out of the room, filling his lungs and groaning loud and long as his cock jumped and bucked, blasting Lola’s womb full of steaming sperm. Dante almost wept, overcome with emotion. He’d never been so turned on in his life. He’d never even known he could get this aroused.

Watching his wife was simply the hottest thing he’d ever seen. Watching Lola was hotter than anything he’d ever even imagined. Ketel poured himself deep inside her and Dante jerked himself with desperation, rapidly stroking long after the last drops had issued. He couldn’t stop.

Finally, Ketel shoved Lola’s ass away, dragging his long cock out of her. The messy beast swung heavily between his legs, gleaming with her sweet juice. Dante did not wait for an invitation. He pushed Ketel aside and dove on his trembling wife, burying his face in her freshly fucked cunt. He breathed in the scent of her infidelity. He tasted her faithlessness, licked at her tender and sensitive pussy. He absorbed this erotic moment with every sense he had, wanting to remember her like this forever.

Subconsciously he believed this would be the only time he’d see her this way or participate in her adultery, but he was wrong.


Chapter 6

“He forgot his socks,” Lola said, pointing across the bedroom floor.

Dante chuckled.

“Can’t say I blame him. He left here a little dazed.”

Lola chuckled too.

“He did. I’m pleased I was able to rock his world the same way he rocked mine.”

Dante gathered his wife in his arms, pulled her closer. The covers fell away from her legs, but the room was still warm, smelling of sex. Dante ran his eyes over her body. She’d fucked Ketel numerous times over the last eight hours. Dante had only arrived at the end. Her puffy nipples and swollen labia turned him on. Everything about sharing her turned him on.

“You’re staring again,” she teased.

“I can’t get over it,” he admitted. “I had no idea this would be so exciting. It’s crazy. I see the signs of sex all over your body. He fucked you hard.”

“He did. I told him that’s what I wanted.”

“How did you discover this about yourself? Your whole life has been lived in sexual denial. How did you overcome that?”

She cuddled closer.

“Nina helped. A lot. She had a boyfriend that loved to watch her have sexual intercourse with men she wanted. She knew what you were going to say before you said it. I guess there’s a surprising percentage of couples that like sharing. She knew the rules and what would get to you, but she also knew me, in many ways better than I knew myself.”

“We owe her. She’s changed our life forever. We have fantastic memories because of her.”

Lola lifted Dante’s tired penis on her palm.

“You do understand this is not over, right?”

“What do you mean? Tonight?”

“No. I mean Zane. Leo. Ketel.”

“What about them?”

“I’m saying there will be more. It doesn’t end here.”

His penis twitched in her hand.

“Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“I thought two sex tapes and then the real thing would be enough for you.”

“Dante, I feel like I’m only getting started.”

A familiar flash of heat ignited in his belly. His penis began to swell.

“I can’t believe how turned on you get,” she said. “You want me to fuck other men. You love it.”

“I loved you before, but I really, really love this version of you. You use the word fuck now. You orgasm simply from a cock in you. You have set your lust free and it’s beautiful. Yes, I want other men to fuck you. I want to watch. I want to see you get so turned on you can’t stand it. What does Nina say we should do next?”

Lola didn’t answer. Dante’s arms around her and a womb full of sperm pleased her in many ways, but a splinter still sat lodged in her mind. Something still bothered her. She searched her feelings.

“Why did you fly home?” she asked, ignoring his question for now.

“I missed you.”

“Yes, but why now? You’ve been gone for so long. You’re always gone for so long. Whenever you have the option of wrapping up a sale and coming home or staying out on the road and trying for one more, you always stay. Not this time. Why?”

“Like I said, I missed you.”

Lola sat up.

“Ketel and the sex tapes threatened you,” she said. “It has nothing to do with me.  You were afraid of losing me. You didn’t come home for me; you came home for you.”

Dante considered her words.

“I can see what you mean,” he admitted. “I’m sorry.”

Lola shook her head sadly.

“You’re always making choices based on what you want most. You never put me or my needs first. Even coming home was something you did because it turned you on. You discovered a new fantasy and wanted more. You didn’t come home because you missed me. It was all about you.”

Her words shamed him. He looked at himself and knew she was right.

“You love the way I make you feel. You love having a pretty wife. You love that you’ve done everything right, everything the world says you’re supposed to do. But I wonder. Do you love me for me?”

“I do.”

She studied his face.

“I’m hurt,” she said, lip trembling. “I feel forgotten and neglected. I’ve been just a pawn in your game, and that includes this new sex stuff. I’m hurt and I’m angry. I have a lot of resentment. I think that’s what propelled me to do what I did. Partly it was sexy but partly it felt like revenge. Part of me hoped it hurt you or at least got your attention.”

“It did do that.”

“Only because we accidentally discovered something you love, something that turns you on. If it didn’t, you’d still be out on the road.”

“I’m also trying to build a career. What do you want me to do?”

She shrugged. Dante noticed dried cum on her inner thigh, Ketel’s cum, twinkling in the low light.

“I want you to do what you want to do; I just want that to include a better relationship with me.”

“I do want that. I already told my boss I’m cutting back on traveling. I’ll be home a lot more.”

“Good. That’s a good start. But I’m still hurt. I’m still resentful.”

“I understand. I deserve your resentment. I’m sorry.”

She studied his face again and saw his sincerity. She laid with her back against his chest. He wrapped his arms around her. She stretched out her leg, and he saw the dried semen again. His balls tightened. Neither spoke for a long time.

“How many times?” he asked, placing an open palm on their bed, feeling the massive wet spot. “How many times did Ketel fuck you while I was on the plane?”

Lola nestled deeper under his arm.

“Define fuck,” she said.

They both chuckled.

“He fucked me for hours, off and on. He showed me things. I discovered not only can I orgasm fairly easily, but I can numerous times too. He came inside me four times before you got home. You witnessed his fifth.”

“Thats astounding.”

“It is. Trust me when I tell you there’s no better way to tell a girl you think she’s beautiful. He was so hot for me. I ate it up. It was exactly what I needed.”

“I have questions.”

“Of course you do. Ask them.”

Dante moved a hand to softly cup her breast.

“I’m sure you kissed a lot. Did you suck his cock?”

“Not at first. I have no confidence in my abilities, and I was sure he’s known a lot of women. But he wanted it, so I tried. He taught me tricks, things men like.”

“Like what? Show me.”

She laughed but stayed put.”

“Later,” she said.

“Did he cum in your mouth?”

“No. I was too worried I’d gag or something and embarrass myself. I worried it would taste awful because that’s what I’ve heard, but his precum was not bad at all.”

Dante’s penis began to fill.

“Any idea how many orgasms he gave you?”

“No. A lot. Maybe eight or ten. Climaxing from a penis inside you is unreal. It’s unbelievable. My vagina clamps around his solid pipe. Like, everything clenches. When the orgasm hits and my pussy has something thick to hold onto, I lose my mind. I’m sorry, Baby, but they were just so much more intense, with him. Kind of mind-blowing if I’m totally honest.”

“I’m not worried. We have a lot of catching up to do.”

“I’ll try to work you into my schedule.”

Dante laughed but Lola didn’t.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“Kind of.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m serious when I say I still carry a lot of resentment. I’m thrilled we’ve reconnected, and your instincts told you it was time to come home because it was, but I also mean I intend to work this hurt and anger off. That will take time.”

“Work it off? You mean fuck other men until we’re even?”

“Something like that.”

Dante pulled her into a one-armed hug. His penis had continued to grow, and this last exchange had him rock hard. Lola felt it when he hugged her.

“Don’t even try to talk me out of it,” she said. “You’ve given yourself away. I feel you all stiff back there. It’s fortunate for us that the path I’ve chosen for myself is also one that turns you on, but that’s just icing on my cake.”

He squeezed her.

“Talk you out of it?” he murmured. “Honestly, Baby, all me and my dick can think about is what you might do next. We are looking forward to it.”


Chapter 7

The chime on the front door rang. Lola looked up. Officer Garza. The man wore a wry smile that meant nothing good. Trepidation rose in her stomach. Her usual fear of authority flared but then she angrily stomped it down.

Enough. I’m tired of feeling afraid. I’m tired of being meek.

“Officer Garza,” she called out, grinning, carefully pressing the record button behind the sales counter. “How nice of you to stop by.”

His eyebrows lifted in surprise. This was not her usual response.

“I thought I’d drop in and check on you. See how things were going.”

“Is that right? Funny. Where’s Officer Green? I think what’s really happening is you were on your way home after your shift and realized you were horny. I think you decided to take advantage of the shy girl who runs the bookstore. You remember her. She’s the one you always intimidate into doing what you want.”

Garza laughed awkwardly.

Lola came around from behind the counter. Today she wore a short skirt and one of Dante’s dress shirts tied at the waist. Garza looked her up and down, preparing a snide comment as always. Lola reached under her skirt as she approached the police officer and drew her panties down, stepping out of them as she walked. She pulled them like a rubber band and aimed at his face, launching the lacy red underwear. He laughed nervously again. She stopped directly in front of him, standing too close for conversation. She leaned a little closer, lightly pressing her breasts against his chest.

“I’m thirsty,” she told him. “Will you give me something to drink?”

Her heart pounded inside her chest, but she did not let him see it. Nina and Leo were so bold with other people. Growing up, Lola never understood that one could be. The time she’d spent working with those two and watching how they interacted with people showed her there were so many more options than she’d ever realized.

“Is that what you want?” Garza asked.

Lola opened her mouth slightly and slowly licked her lips. A cliché move, but she didn’t know it. She’d seen women do it in movies and on television, so she tried it now. Garza watched her tongue glide by and reached for his zipper. The move may have been cliché, but it was still effective. What man could resist the implications? Certainly not Officer Garza. He reached into his pants for his penis, but Lola smacked his hand away, taking over.

“Aggression, huh? Where did you learn that?”

“From people like you,” she answered. “You helped me evolve.”

Her fingers searched until she found his warm soft shaft, the now familiar thrill racing through her once again. Penises excited her. She liked the way they looked. She liked the way they felt. She liked that they spent their days limp and tucked away but then grew and stiffened when aroused and needed for sex. Best of all, she loved how, if she got them excited enough, they’d spit precious life-giving seed. She loved their power to fertilize and create.

She reached past him and locked the front door.

She dropped into a crouch, pulling his dick through his open fly. She let it hang and stared at it.

“Put it in your mouth,” he said.

“When I say,” she replied.

He reached for her head to guide her, but she smacked his hand again.

“I’m in charge,” she announced. “What I say, when I say it. You’re bigger and stronger and have a gun, so of course you can force me, but you should know that I started recording the moment you stepped into the store. Shut up and stand still and you’ll get your dick sucked. We are on my terms now.”

He made a face, impressed at her newfound tenacity. He rested his hands on his hips and waited.

“You’re different,” he said.

“You’re goddamn right.”

“What happened?”

“I had my eyes opened. I realized if I don’t set my own goals and priorities, no one will set them for me. They have their own shit to deal with. I kept waiting for someone, including my husband, to value me. I got used a lot. No more. Now I’m the user. The first step in going after what you want is knowing what you want.”

“What do you want?”

It was a good question. She considered saying something like freedom or empowerment or autonomy, but those all felt hollow. She already had those things. She’d always had those things. She’d simply been afraid to use them.

“Dick,” she said. “Lots of dick. Starting with this one.”

She opened her mouth wide and pulled his hips closer. She tilted her head and scooped him up, sliding the head to the back of her throat. Soft cocks were way easier to suck but they lacked the throbbing urgency of hard ones. She rolled the man around inside her mouth, savoring the sensation of him growing plump against her tongue. She could almost feel the pleasure she gave. He gasped softly, confirming it. She slipped a hand under her skirt to masturbate, feeling how wet she’d already become.

I’m going to let him fuck me, she realized. No. Rewind that. I’m going to fuck him.

She took his hand and guided it to her breast. While he caressed her tit, she unbuttoned her husband’s shirt. She took his hand and guided him inside. He found the edge of her bra and forced the cup down, spilling her full breast into his hot hand. He tweaked the nipple and circled the orb, enjoying the weight of it. Blood rushed in, filling him, stiffening him. She was forced to back off his cock as he turned hard.

When she had him fully erect, she pulled her mouth off with a slurp. She stood and turned away, flipping her skirt over her ass. He stared at her pink slit and stepped closer, aiming his hard cock and pushing into her. They moaned together and then he held her hips and began fucking her, harder by the second. She remembered that the cameras were recording everything and moaned loudly.

Garza reached under and untied her shirt, pulling it off backward. He popped her bra clasp and Lola let it slide down her arms and off. Almost naked on the sales floor thrilled her. Anyone passing on the sidewalk outside could see her getting fucked. From behind! She laughed with glee at how much she’d changed.

“Birth control?” the officer gasped, pumping.

“Shut up and fuck me,” she playfully snarled.

“We got interrupted the first time,” he said.

“Saved by Nina.”

“"No Nina to save you this time, little shop girl,” he grunted, slamming his hips against her ass. 

She looked over her shoulder into his savage face, remembering how she felt the day they first met. She chuckled at how much she’d changed since then.

“What’s so funny?” Garza, asked, thrusting.

“Remembering our first meeting,” she said. “I hated you that day. You and Officer Green came in here to plunder.  You knew I was grieving for my uncle, but you didn’t care. You wanted to take advantage.”

He barked a cruel laugh and slammed his hips again.

Lola forced herself to take it. He was rough but she found it exciting. She tried to hate him but failed. He saw the lust in her eyes. Guilt made him look away. There was nothing special about Garza’s cock. He was perfectly average in size. But she loved his ferocious lust. He was hot for her, wanting her, craving her, and that fueled his passion.

“You want to cum inside me?” she gasped.

“Yeah.”

“Do it. I want you to have had me. Bad man. Villian. Take what you so desperately want.”

He grabbed her wrists and pulled both arms back, causing her tits to bounce wildly. He drove every inch as deep as he could over and over.

“Are you close?” he growled.

“No. Don’t worry about me. Just do it.”

His hips pounded. He released her wrists to grab her waist and shortened his strokes, furiously slamming her ass. Lola briefly wondered why no orgasm approached for her but then he was bucking and spewing and spraying semen inside her body. She forgot her question, lost in his moans and gasps. It delighted her how pleasurable he found her body.

I like pleasing men, she thought.

Garza collapsed on her back, breathing hard. His whiskers between her shoulder blades excited her. His hot breath across her skin titillated. He stayed only a short time before standing and pulling his wilting cock out. He smoothed her skirt down as if he felt guilty. She grabbed the shirt off the floor but threw her bra and panties behind the counter.

“That was hot,” he said.

“Glad you had a good time.”

“Was it good for you?”

She kissed him on the lips.

“Hell yes,” she said. “Nothing like a hot fuck in the middle of the day in the middle of the store.”

He accepted what she said but remained unconvinced. An awkward silence settled on them.

“Off to save the world,” he said.

She waved flirtatiously as he exited the store. Semen leaked and ran down her inner thigh and she wiped it away with a finger. She brought it to her nose and sniffed and then slipped the dollop into her mouth. Officer Garza tasted like wheat bread.

Not bad, she thought. But the sex was hot. Why didn’t I orgasm?

She grabbed her phone and took a picture under her skirt. The photograph showed a pussy that had clearly just been fucked and creampied. Garza’s sperm leaked along her slit.

Guess what just happened to me? she typed.

She attached the photo and sent everything to Dante.


Chapter 8

Leo, a little early for his shift, walked into the store and immediately stopped.

“It smells like fuck in here,” he said.

Lola grinned and acted shy.

“I’m getting brave,” she said.

“Who was it?”

“The esteemed Officer Garza.”

Leo pretended to be shocked.

“Nina fucked him once,” he said. “She said he was all right. Did you have fun?”

Lola shrugged.

“I guess so. He came hard but I didn’t.”

“You didn’t cum hard or you didn’t cum at all?”

“At all. Something was missing. It was hot and spontaneous sex, which rocked, but I just couldn’t get over the threshold. Do you know what I mean?”

Leo nodded vigorously.

“Totally,” he said. “He’s good looking but there are a lot of good-looking men in the world. Good-looking isn’t enough. I may have created a monster.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Nina broke you in on Zane and then you bounced to me and then Ketel. We are all big men. If that’s what you’re expecting, smaller may be a disappointment. The sex is still good but not nasty enough. Big men heighten your arousal. You’ve learned to associate large cocks with passion. You’ve come a long way in a short time.”

“You’re saying I might always need bigger?”

“Yeah. No worries though. You got the perfect job for weeding out the wannabes and zeroing in on the studs. Of course, you can always fuck me whenever you need it.”

“What about Dante? What about sex with my husband?”

Leo patted Lola’s hand.

“Husbands are for lovemaking and having kids,” he said. “Husbands are for intimacy and rainy nights with a bowl of popcorn and a good movie. Not hot sex standing up in the middle of a store. Not for ripping off clothes or fucking for an audience.”

Lola stared at Leo.

“I’m not ready to give up passionate sex with my husband.”

She may have come a long way, Leo realized, but she still had a long way to go.

“Maybe you’re right,” he said. “Maybe you and Dante will be one of the incredibly rare lucky ones. If you aren’t, you should be prepared to find your sexual passion outside your marriage. Lucky for you, your husband seems to like that idea.”

“Those are my choices? Passionate sex with strangers or boring sex with my husband?”

“You’re looking at things the wrong way. Most wives have no choice. All they end up with is boring husband sex. You get passionate stranger sex with your husband. He’ll be right there with you, jerking off as he watches his hot wife. Everybody wins.”

Lola contemplated the idea.

“That does sound appealing, actually,” she chuckled.

She started to fidget. Talking about size had her feeling things. Leo watched her squirm for a minute.

“You’re getting horny again,” he said.

“Yes. Fucker. I think it has a lot to do with what you did to me in that chair.

“Yes, it does. There’s no going back to the woman you were before.”

“You’re so sure of yourself.”

“I am. You’re not my first victim, Lola. I’ve got a harem. I can call for sex from any of them any time I wish.”

“Says you. Young men are always so boastful.”

Leo smiled wryly.

“On your knees, Lola,” he said.

“Why?”

“I need my dick sucked.”

She had a retort ready, but it died on her lips. The conditioning he’d given her under that helmet still lingered. It angered her that he could so nonchalantly order her to do things, and it made her angrier that she lacked the willpower to resist, but mostly it made her wet to be instructed to kneel and suck and know she was going to do it. Her powerlessness thrilled her.

Like bondage, she thought. But of the mind.

“All right,” she murmured. “I’ll do it. I’ll give you what you want.”

Leo leaned against the wall, delighted that his programming still held such a firm grip. Of course, he knows it helps when he asks a subject to do something they already want to do. She got to work opening his pants, growing frantic quickly. Now that she was committed to sucking him, her enthusiasm skyrocketed. His pants were a Christmas present, waiting to be opened, but she knew what he had, she knew what waited for her, but that only excited her more.

“I fucking love cocks,” she said.

Leo laughed, watching her lift his heavy dick free from his pants.

She draped it down and leaned back a little to marvel at it.

“You’re right,” she admitted. “The big ones are more exciting.”

Lola pursed her lips and kissed the wide shaft where it vanished into the man’s pubic hair. She worried briefly about sex on the sales floor again, but this lovely pulsating tube pushed that concern from her mind. She felt the residual manipulations Leo had planted inside her skull, but she forgave him.

In a way, he’s helped to set me free.

Her kisses trailed down his length until she reached the tapered head. She felt the heat of the thing on her face. She sensed how sensitive the thin skin was and knew she delighted him.

I love pleasing men.

She lifted the head with the tip of her tongue and looked up, making eye contact with the young man. She opened wide, showing him his cock sliding into her willing mouth. She eased him farther back and held her mouth open. She wanted him to see himself in there. She swallowed and adjusted her throat, sliding him another inch deeper. He was starting to tickle. She forced herself to stay calm and not gag. She loved his slow pulsations against her tongue. He’d said she’d come a long way in a short time, and she knew that was true. Not too long ago she would have spit this penis out of her mouth. Now, she lovingly closed her lips around his shaft, sucking gently, drawing the sperm up from his balls.

The chime on the front door rang.

Lola pulled her mouth off Leo, resting him against her cheek.

“Back for more, Officer Garza?” she called out, secretly thrilled at the prospect of two cocks for sucking. “I can handle you both.”

“Where the fuck is my money?” a deep voice boomed.

Lola jumped to her feet. Leo fumbled with his open pants.

Two men had entered. The first man stood many inches taller than either Lola or Leo. He had rounded shoulders and a thick neck. His face was laced with many scars. He wore a black flat hat and a heavy coat. Behind him the second man wore army fatigues and carried a pistol in his hand. Leo and Lola froze.

“Where the fuck is Clancy?” the man bellowed. “And where the fuck is my money? Months! Months, do you hear me?”

He strode forward, pulling a long wide knife from a sheath at his hip. He grabbed Leo by the throat with a huge hand and placed the knife edge against the young man’s jugular. He snarled at Lola.

“Get my money or Leo dies.” He looked down, noticing Leo’s dangling penis for the first time. He whipped the blade lower, resting the razor edge against the root of Leo’s cock. “He’ll bleed out in seconds,” the angry man asserted.

Leo whimpered.

“Don’t hurt him!” Lola shouted. “What money? What are you talking about?”

The edge of the knife bit. Leo gasped. Blood trickled.

“What the fuck, Tom?” he whimpered.

“Clancy!” the big man shouted. “Get your ass out here.”

“He’s dead,” Lola yelled. “I’m his niece. I took over.”

The big man shoved Leo towards the man in fatigues.

“Hold this punk,” the man said.

Leo wiped blood and hurried to pull up his pants as the soldier grabbed his neck and forced him against the wall. Lola watched, fear etched on her pretty face.

“What’s your name?” the man in charge said.

“Lola,” she whimpered.

“I’m Tom. Big Tom. What do you know about me?”

“Nothing. I’ve never heard of you.”

Tom looked around the store.

“You’ve obviously figured this place out. Where do you think Clancy got the money to build it?”

“Leo does the programming.”

“I fucking know what Leo does, Lola. I asked you about Clancy.”

“I don’t know where he got the money.”

“He got the money from me, Lola. Me. Every month he pays me back a little of what he owes me, and he owes me a lot. Then you take over the shop and the payments stop. You think his debt isn’t also your debt? What kind of game are you trying to play?”

“I didn’t know he paid you. He kept no records of it.”

Tom stepped closer.

“Of course he kept no fucking records of it, Lola. None of this is legal. The payments will show up in the books as something else. Clancy used a code. You think Clancy was an idiot?”

“No.”

“No, he wasn’t. Now go get my money.”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you simple-minded, Lola?”

“No.”

“What do you think I mean?”

Lola looked around the store. She looked to Leo and then out the front windows, searching for help from anyone.

“I spent it,” she said. “I didn’t know.”

Tom stepped away from her, glowering. He rested his fists on his hips.

“That’s not good, Lola. Those are not the words I want to hear.”

“I’m sorry. I had no idea you even existed. Dante and I were deeply in debt, and this bookstore was the way I got us out. I’m sorry.”

“Who’s Dante?”

“My husband.”

Tom looked down on her.

“Husband? You had Leo’s cock in your mouth when I walked in.”

Lola turned her embarrassed face away.

“You’re cheating on your husband?”  he asked.

“No. My husband knows.”

Tom studied the woman, calculating.

“Listen to me,” Big Tom said. “I bought this building. I paid for the equipment. I paid to make Leo a top-level programmer and used my cartel connections to get Clancy the drugs he needs.”

“Needed,” Leo quipped. “He’s still dead.”

“Shut the fuck up, Leo,” Tom said.

“Yes. All right.”

“Clancy dies and you show up. You see the numbers this place does and think you’ve discovered a goose laying golden eggs. What you don’t know is how much of that money Clancy diverted to me.”

“Yes. That’s what happened. I had no idea.”

“An honest mistake.”

“Exactly.”

Tom stepped back, running his eyes over Lola, noticing for the first time her attractiveness.

“How will you get me my money?” he asked. “You can start today, right now, diverting every extra penny into an account I’ll give you, but that still leaves you in the red for all those missing months. How will you come up with all that cash?”

Lola looked around at the store.

“I could have a sale on the rare books. Clancy has a database of those clients. I can go through it, calling everyone and cutting the prices to make them buy.”

Tom shook his head.

“Run a store with empty shelves? How long before the cops get suspicious? The real cops. Not Garza and Green. I have a better idea.”

“What’s that?”

“Nina and Leo run the store, cold calling the erotica clients and keeping that chair occupied. Meanwhile, you come work for me.”

Lola looked at her shoes. Dread filled her stomach.

“Work for you? What kind of work would that be?” she asked.

“Dancing, mostly. I own a few strip clubs around town. You’re pretty and you have a hot body. Great tits. You’ll make a ton. Once we’re even, you can go.”

Despite her dread, Lola felt a tickle of titillation.

“Dancing?” she asked. “Dancing how? Bikini? Topless? Naked?”

“Topless, to start. But the real money is in the private rooms. You’ll go full nude in there and there’s sure to be some touching, but the tips skyrocket. You’ll pay your debt quickly and be done with me. Once we’re even, you come back here and run the place again or turn it over to Nina and Leo. I don’t give a shit. Just keep the cash coming. I get a piece of everything.”

Lola pictured herself on stage.

All those men staring at me.

She shivered but not from cold.

“Charles, you can let Leo go. Make sure this woman shows up to the Wild Orchid on time tonight. She can use Jasmine’s wardrobe.”

The man in fatigues released Leo, who quickly slipped out the front door. Big Tom followed. Charles stayed behind and let Lola know what was expected of her.


Chapter 9

Lola felt like Dante barely listened as she explained her plight. The moment her husband heard she’d be dancing at a strip club his fantasies took over. He asked which club and what time, he asked if it was topless or full nude. He asked if they serve alcohol. But he never asked how she felt about the situation. He never asked if she was afraid or ashamed.

“I want to come watch,” he’d said. “Please let me.”

“I’ll actually feel safer with you there,” Lola had admitted. “If I’m gone too long in one of the private rooms, come find me.”

Now she sat in the dressing room, trying on another stripper’s clothes. Jasmine had been discovered shooting up heroin and immediately escorted off the premises. They’d stuffed her purse in her hand and sent her away.

There were mirrors on every wall and mirrors lining the workstations. Several women applied make up but all of them ignored Lola. She was the new girl and that meant she’d get most of the tips, at least for a while. New girls always had it rough with the other dancers.

Make as much money as you can, she told herself. Then get the heck out of this place. You don’t belong.

Jasmine must have had smaller tits because the triangles of her tops covered only Lola’s areola. Round, firm breasts spilled out on every side. The bottoms had the same problem, barely covering Lola’s vulva. Mortified, she tried on every outfit, hoping for a miracle. She turned side to side and realized the men in the audience would see a lot. Part of her was appalled. Part of her wasn’t.

This would have freaked me out a year ago, she thought. I’m still freaked, but at least some small part of me is intrigued.

She tried another top, this one nothing more than sequined threads gathered into patches. One wrong move and her nipple parted the threads and poked through into the open air. She placed the Velcro carefully and checked, then placed it again, allowing a little more breast to show. She sighed, resigned to the fact that every outfit would show more body than she was comfortable with.

Just get through it.

She arrived early to watch the girls, quickly discovering the ability to dance was not a requirement. She felt relieved. Mostly girls got up on stage and walked around, flirting and spinning around the center pole. Some women were highly skilled, but their tips seemed to be about the same, so what was the point?

Lola decided on her first outfit and moved to the full-length mirror. It took her breath to see herself displayed this way: full breasts threatening to burst free, her newly shaved mound, as demanded by Big Tom, scarcely hidden behind bedazzled fringe. She was covered, but only so long as she didn’t move too much. But she knew she would be moving, and those closest to the stage would see everything.

She thought about her husband in the crowd, watching. At first, she’d been happy to have him there but the more she thought about it, the more upset she became.

Once again, he thought only of himself.

She watched herself in the mirror, practicing how she could reveal her body to the men without looking obvious. She dropped into a squat as if at the edge of the stage and discovered the fringe pulled away from her crotch, exposing her bald pussy. She loved how it looked now, all clean pink skin and delicate folds. She imagined what the men seeing her slit would feel. She imagined turning them on. She slipped a finger in and tasted her wetness, realizing she could do the same to a man in the crowd.

Let Dante see me feed another man. Let’s see how he feels about that.

She continued to try new poses, learning how to uncover various body parts discreetly. She felt herself growing aroused at the idea.

Maybe giving a lap dance won’t be so scary after all.

She glanced at the clock on the wall. In ten minutes, she’d find out. She packed her clothes into her gym bag and planned out the next four outfits. Soon, it was time. Nervousness grew like a weed. She sipped water to ease her dry mouth and noticed her nipple poking through the threads of her top. She impulsively tweaked it and gasped, shocked at how sensitive her skin had become. She was far more aroused than she realized.

Let’s get this over with, she thought.


Chapter 10

Dante closed his mouth. He sat stunned, in awe, rocked to his foundation. Lola had taken the stage and instantly converted the room into loud and boisterous fans. No one cared that her dancing skills were minimal. They cared that her face was gorgeous, her hair long, and her body incredible. She’d done her makeup heavier than usual, accentuating her lovely eyes and radiant smile, but it was her barely contained breasts, her teasing flashes of pussy, and her taunting views of firm ass that drove them crazy. Money flew at her like litter on the stage.

He'd taken a booth against the far wall, but he abandoned that now to move next to the stage. He sat and sipped his drink and when he next looked at his wife, he saw that her bottoms were nothing more than bikini-style rainbow-colored beads strung along fishing line, opening each time she crouched. Lola was deliberately showing these men her pussy. Now that he sat closer, Dante saw she’d shaved her mound. When she exposed herself, every man there saw her sweet pussy lips. Dante felt a deeply erotic surge he couldn’t understand. His balls ached as he looked around at the excited faces of the men seated around the stage. Lola stood and bent at the waist and stiff nipples protruded. Dante groaned, the sound swallowed by the booming music.

She’s loving this, he realized.

He rubbed his crotch under the table. Lola was an exotic creature, an enchanting woman weaving a spell over every man present, and she knew it. Dante was almost proud of his wife. He saw in her eyes the awareness. Lola was as stunned as he was to see the effect she had.

Fueled by her smashing success, she began to take chances.

She loosened her top and whipped it away, setting her large breasts free. The handsome black man at the end of the stage got big tits waved in his face. Next, she untied the knot at her hip and dropped her bottoms, heart pounding like a drum. She squatted before a skinny man several seats away and spread her knees, providing him with a gorgeous view of her smooth cunt. She could barely breathe. She was fanning the flames, driving the men hotter and hotter. She moved through her third song awkwardly but completely authentic, and the men responded. As she finished, a Hispanic man with a thick mustache stood and waved a hundred in her face.

“Lap dance,” he demanded. “Lap dance.”

Lola grinned sheepishly, hastily retying her outfit and collecting wads of cash she stuffed into a small purse.

“Oh my God,” she bubbled. “You’ll be my first.”

The man followed her down the stage and held her hand as she descended the steps. Dante watched her go.


Chapter 11

The booths in the back had room for five and a curtain for privacy. A low coffee table, a place to set drinks, sat before the horseshoe seat. Low voices issued from most of the other booths.

“What’s your name?” the man asked.

“Lola. What’s yours?”

“Adan.”

“Nice to meet you, Adan.”

“Same. Is this truly your first lap dance?”

“Yes! I’m so nervous. I’ve never done anything like this. I’ve never even stripped before tonight. I hope I did okay.”

“You were fantastic, my dear,” he said, gesturing for her to enter the booth and then drawing the curtain behind them. Lola paused awkwardly, wondering what came next. Adan sat and patted his knee.

“Sit,” he said. He pulled the hundred from his shirt pocket. “This is for you already. You were poetry on that stage.”

“You are too kind.”

“I mean it. Never has a girl inflamed me so.”

“Inflamed?”

He took her hand and placed it on the bulge in his pants. Lola instinctively pulled back but then forced herself to accept the role.

“That feels pretty big,” she teased. “Did I do that to you?”

“You and no other,” he said. “Take it out. See what you’ve done.”

Lola hesitated.

“I don’t think I’m allowed to go that far. I don’t want to get fired my first night.”

“No one will know. The curtain shields us. Sit on the low table and keep your back to them and anyone sticking their head in our booth will see only you from behind. Go ahead. Take me out.”

Lola moved to her new seat and squeezed the thick tube through his pants. She playfully measured his girth by circling her fingers around him. They did not meet. She tried again and then giggled.

“It is big,” she said, grinning.

Now curiosity sank teeth into her. She’d enjoyed the game up to now but mostly because it had been a game. Hard cocks were serious business. She genuinely wanted to see it despite the risks. Would Big Tom really mind? Probably not. Lola suspected much more went on in this place then mere dancing.

“Take it out,” he said again, drawing down his zipper.

Lola paused, meeting his gaze, and then moved his pants around until the head poked through the opening. She pushed the fabric down around it, exposing the tall shaft and flared head. She grabbed it again, measuring with her fingers which still did not meet. He had shape and proportion and nice smooth skin.

“That’s a lovely penis,” she said.

“That’s a cock,” he corrected. “My wife says anything over eight inches is a cock. I’m about nine. Plus, I’m over six inches around.”

“Oh. Wife. You’re married?”

He laughed, holding up her left hand.

“By the looks of it,” he said. “So are you.”

Lola blushed.

“I forgot to take my ring off.”

“Leave it. It makes you sexier.”

“How does a wedding ring do that?”

“You aren’t some empty-headed college dropout. You’re a complex woman, with complicated relationships. Does your husband know you dance?”

“Yes. He’s in the crowd.”

“Oh. That’s exciting. He knows you’re back here with me?”

“I’m sure he does.”

“His imagination must be turning him inside out.”

“Probably.”

“Let’s give him something to worry about,” he said.

Lola looked down at the large cock in her hand. She was done talking about Dante. Adan had grown harder and now pulsated against her palm. His warm cock was manly and powerful and demanded her attention. She felt the life within it.

“You look like you want to put that in your mouth,” he said. “Maybe feel it melt in there. Am I right?”

Lola nodded, resistance crumbling. She squeezed the shaft causing the head to flare much bigger. She moaned softly, believing she could feel the throbbing head already buried up her pussy. She listened for sounds outside their booth, worried someone was about to catch them, and, satisfied nobody cared, lowered her head to his lap. Her mouth watered to taste him. His hand slid down her chest to part the threads of her top, rolling a nipple between his fingers. Her hot mouth descended like a sheath. She sucked gently, pulling in her cheeks to swaddle his inches in hot and wet. Her lips moved down his shaft until the tip of his cock tickled her tonsils. She gagged.

“How charming you are,” he muttered. “No professional cock sucker you. This is a girl with little experience. I’m in love.”

He opened his pants to give her access to more cock and Lola scooped his balls out and laid them on his pants. He lifted his ass and shuffled his jeans down to his knees. Lola began running her tongue up and down his length, from balls to head and back again. She painted his erection with saliva, occasionally engulfing the head and sucking. His balls slowly drew up close to his body. Up and down her tongue slid, wetting him until every inch gleamed. Her face had slowly twisted until her yearning was obvious. She longed for more.

Without a word she rose from her seated position and straddled his lap. She reached down for his hard cock and rubbed the tip around until she found her opening. She split her labia and sank her hips and groaned as she felt him move up inside her, driving deeper by the second, invading her body. She wrapped her arms around his head in a fit of emotion and kissed him passionately. Her full tits bracketed his chin and throat. She held him and kissed him fiercely and dragged her soaked pussy up and down his length.

Her orgasm exploded out of nowhere. She cried out as she came all over him, releasing the sexual tension dancing had caused. He felt like a thick spear up inside her and she ground her hips against his lap, extending her climax. She leaned back, her hands on his knees, and rocked her pelvis back and forth. She growled and whined and even drooled a little. Adan palmed her heaving breasts.

“Fuuuuuck yeahhhh! Oh my God!”

Her climax spiked. He roughly pinched her nipples and pawed her tits. Her orgasm continued until she almost sobbed.

“What’s happening?” she cried, thrashing on him.

He watched and marveled. What a glorious, gorgeous, magnificent woman. Her fluttering pussy milked his thick cock, and he had to restrain himself from shooting. He’d cum inside her, he knew, but not so soon. He let her writhe until her orgasm finally drained away. She came back to herself slowly. She leaned forward and kissed him.

“That was amazing,” she muttered.

“Perfection,” he agreed, handing her a handful of large bills.

“I never even danced for you.”

“My love, that was by far the best lap dance I’ve ever received.”

“Did you cum?” she asked, lifting her hips to look down at her pussy and his still embedded cock.

“No.”

“Thank God. I need to dance more sets tonight. I can’t have sperm leaking out of me all over everyone. I hate to just use you and run but I need to get back. I must change outfits.”

He laughed.

“I understand,” he said. “Actually, I’m honored my cock got you off.”

“Meet me at the dressing room door after I’m finished. I’ll give you my number. I owe you one.”

“Good enough for me.”

Lola climbed off his lap, staring wistfully at his rampant cock. She quickly knelt and sucked and licked him clean.

“I hate to put you away hard,” she said. “It seems so wrong.” She chuckled. “It’s like hard dicks are my responsibility.”

“Go. Don’t be late. We will do it again soon and finish the way we should.”

She kissed him again and checked her outfit one last time and hurried from the back rooms. Dante had moved closer and intercepted her as she passed.

“Did he fuck you?” he blurted.

“Yes! Watch out, I’m onstage again soon.”

“What happened?”

“I can’t tell you right now. I’ll tell you everything at home tonight. Don’t get me in trouble. Club rules say you can’t even be here. If they make the connection, they’ll escort you out and you won’t be able to watch.”

Dante watched her hurry away. He was rock hard. The man had fucked Lola. She’d admitted it. Dante considered going out to the car to masturbate.

But then I’ll miss her next set.

He sat and ordered another drink. It was going to be a long night.


Chapter 12

Lola faced herself in the mirror. Her mascara needed fixing because her eyes had watered from Adan’s dick down her throat. She touched up her lipstick too and added more eyeshadow, further embracing her new tawdry role. Makeup was fun, she decided, enjoying the way she was able to change her look and instantly change her persona. No one she knew would recognize her. She could bump into a friend or neighbor, and they’d pass without comment.

I bet my own family would walk right by me in this place.

That thought gave her some comfort.

I’m having fun.

She left the workstation mirror to choose her next outfit, deciding something a little more daring was in order. She found crotchless sequined bottoms and a top with the fabric removed over the nipples. A feather boa would allow her to hide that fact until she was ready to surprise her fans.

Fans. I have fans.

She marveled at how her life had changed so drastically over the last few months. She heard the DJ announce she was up next, so she headed out the door, replacing the girl currently on stage. She let the music wash over her and lost herself to the fun of it all.

When the second song started, she got busy teasing. She saw Dante watching closely and decided to fuck with his mind, teasing him at the same time she teased the room full of men. When she sat and spread her legs at the black man again, she saw Dante realize what she wore. The black man did too, eyes growing wide.

“What’s your name?” she asked him.

“My friends call me Ace.”

“Nice to meet you, Ace. Do you like my little pussy?”

“I love her. Are you kidding? You’re so hot.”

“Am I? I have no idea.”

“Fuck yes. Can I get a lap dance after your set?”

“I’d love to give you one,” she laughed. “But I must warn you. Your dick will most likely end up in my mouth.”

He raised his fist overhead.

“Yes!” he shouted.

She laughed and spun away, moving on to tease the next man. She moved all around the stage, singling men out for her complete attention. She saw them and they loved it. She was no jaded stripper, bored with it all. She was having the time of her life, behaving in ways she never thought she would.

When the last song ended, she again collected piles of cash and left the stage. Ace was there at the bottom of the steps, waiting for his personal dance. She took his hand and led him to the back and into the booth farthest away from the door. She pushed his chest to seat him and closed the curtain and then dropped to her knees between his thighs. She hurried to unzip his pants and free his cock, eager to see her first black one. She pulled him out.

He was not as big around as Adan, but he was well above average, and she was pleased. His dark skin looked amazing against her pale hand. She turned him side to side, examining the fascinating new penis. She drew a fingertip down the length, tracing a long vein. She switched to her left hand to hold him around the base because she wanted to see her wedding ring next to his big black cock. She laughed.

“What’s so funny?”  he asked.

“I love the way my ring looks up against your cock.”

He also laughed.

“Me too.”

She stroked him slowly, pushing his loose skin up and pulling it down, studying this curious penis. She freed his balls and marveled at those too.

“Is your sperm white?” she asked. “Do you cum white like other men?”

“Yeah. You never seen a black cock before?”

“Nope. You’re my first.”

“Wow. All right. That’s cool. Do you like it?”

“I love it. It’s different but beautiful. You have more loose skin than the few penises I’ve seen, and your balls are bigger.”

“My loads are too. I cum big.”

“What’s it taste like?”

“How the fuck should I know?”

“Right. Sorry. I thought maybe some girls mentioned something about it.”

“They did. They said I have the biggest loads they’ve ever seen.”

She smiled weakly. His penis had grown steadily more rigid as they talked, and she now held a nice fat hard cock. She squeezed him like she had Adan to make the end flare. She leaned forward and eased the head into her mouth.

“Oh yeah,” he muttered, watching her closely. “You’re so pretty. My dick looks real good in there.”

She began to bob, getting him a little wetter each trip. She slipped off to slather his loose balls and then popped him into her mouth again. She looked up his body to make eye contact and held it, pushing her mouth farther down his shaft. He groaned, unknowingly turning her wet.

I love that sound, she thought. Love it.

She took as much as she could and began long trips up and down. She used her tongue to whip the head, trying any idea that came to her. He expanded more, making it difficult to take more than half, so she started playing with his big balls, dragging her long, painted nails across the sensitive skin.

“You gonna make me cum,” he muttered. “You’re the prettiest girl to ever suck my dick. I’m gonna blow. Holy shit.”

Lola sucked harder and faster, She raked his balls hard enough to border on pain. He liked it, sucking air and groaning. She clamped her mouth around his inches and created a strong vacuum, literally pulling the semen up from his nuts.

“Sweet Jesus!” he exclaimed, and then he threw his head back and lifted his ass off the seat.

The blast of molten lava was more than she expected. Sperm spurted from the corners of her mouth. She gulped as fast as she could while still bobbing her vacuuming mouth, but the man was a fountain. At least he tasted good. Lola sucked up his jizz as fast as she could, allowing the excess to spill over and drip to the floor.

A sudden second wave caught her by surprise. He started spewing again, only this load was much hotter, searing her throat as it slid down into her belly. She moaned, thrilled to be used like this, proud to get the man off so hard. His hands gripped the seat cushion until she thought it would rip.

“God Damn!” he grunted, filling her cheeks with another blast.

Lola felt decadent and slutty. She loved it, laughing on the inside. She thought about kissing Dante when she left the booth and decided that was something she needed to do. She’d say nothing, seeing if he could detect for himself her debauchery. Ace finally began to spray less and soften so Lola was able to take more of his cock down her throat. The man groaned like he was dying.

“God damn,” he muttered. “God damn, girl. That’s some serious cock sucking. God damn.”

She held him until he softened fully and then let him slip and hang. She gazed at his spent penis affectionately.

“I gotta go,” she said, kissing his black hand.

He pulled money from his pocket and handed it all to her. She stuffed the bills into her bulging purse. He waved her away, too wiped out to speak. She giggled, pleased with herself.

As expected, Dante eagerly awaited. Lola proudly displayed her stuffed purse, bursting with cash. Dante ignored her gesture.

“Did you fuck him too?”  he asked.

She didn’t answer her husband. Instead, she looped an arm around his neck and pulled his mouth to hers. She sent her tongue between his lips, French kissing her man with hot passion. Dante returned the kiss, floored by his new hot wife. Her tongue was extra slippery and glided around inside his mouth. He noticed a tangy flavor and tried to pull away to ask questions, but she was surprisingly strong, holding him in place and French kissing until she was ready to let him go. He stepped back, gawking at her.

“What do I taste?” he asked.

Ace exited the back rooms. He smacked Lola on the ass as he sauntered by. Dante understood in a flash.

“That was him?’ Dante asked. “Did you suck that guy off?”

Lola laughed with glee, out of control and loving it.

“Yes!” she gushed, stepping forward to kiss her shocked husband again.

Dante welcomed it. Lola was wildly sexy. Dante’s penis ached with need. He loved the ways she teased him. She grabbed the front of his pants, squeezing the erection she found there. Her eyes glittered with recklessness.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out when we get home,” he growled.

She pushed him back a step.

“Who says I’m going home with you?” she laughed. “Some of these men are better looking. Some of these men are bigger.” She chuckled when his eyes grew big. “I might go home with one of them and come to you later. Would you like that? Would you like me to bring you my used pussy? Would you love to fuck me through another man’s cum? I think you would.”

Dante was speechless. He watched Lola dance away, heading for the dressing room and her next performance. He dropped into his seat again. Nothing about her remained the same, and he was glad for it.

I love this version of her.

He watched the dressing room door close behind her. His aching cock needed desperate relief, but he dared not leave even for a few minutes. Lola was likely to do something wild, and he wanted to be there for it.

I want to see it all. I want to see her do everything.

He marveled at her ability to fit right in.

She must have been afraid, he reasoned. This is all so alien to her.

All at once understanding came crashing in. His epiphany landed hard. Lola might be fine with what was happening now but surely, she was terrified when she first learned what would be required of her. Had he been a loving and supporting partner? Had he tried to allay her fears or promise to be there for her?

No.

He’d gone straight to his own wants and needs, ignoring anything she might be feeling. Deep regret rocked him. Lola had borne the brunt of every change over the last few months, and he’d done nothing to help. Even when she told him about his selfish nature and asked him to start thinking of her, he’d remained focused on himself.

Sorrow rose in him.

I must do better. I must think of her as often as I think of myself. We are living our lives together. She’s not living her life for me. She doesn’t exist to make my life better or to make me happy.

He touched his salty lips, her passionate kisses lingering. She’d hinted she may go home with someone else tonight. Dante realized he would be okay with that.

Am I trying to punish myself?

End Lola Part Two

Part Three Coming Soon!
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Chapter 1

Dante ordered another beer and settled into his booth. Lola’s shift ended soon, and he looked forward to taking her home. He’d watched her dance for almost four hours. He’d never been so horny in all his life. She’d taken numerous men back to the private lap dance section and more than once returned with breath smelling of semen. Dante had been stunned when he realized she’d even sucked off a black man.

He couldn’t believe this woman was the same Lola. Months ago, she was innocent and naïve. She’d changed so much in such a short time. He knew he was partially to blame for that. He’d spent woefully little time on her over the years. He'd taken her nowhere. No concerts, no trips to Europe, no Broadway plays. Worse, he’d had virtually no intimate conversations with her. He’d shared nothing about himself, his hopes and dreams and fears, but he’d also asked none of those things about her. He’d stay away from home for extended periods and when he did come home, he expected sex and a hot meal before leaving on the road again as soon as possible. He’d done other inappropriate things too, things he’d buried, never to contemplate again.

He justified it all by rationalizing he was working hard for both of them, but he knew now in his heart that was only partially true, that only partially explained his constant absence. He stayed busy to avoid dealing with his own emotional immaturity. He didn’t know how to be vulnerable. He didn’t know how to share his thoughts and feelings. He’d grown up in a household where his dad was never home and his mother suffered for it, and now he was doing the same thing to Lola.

He promised himself he’d do better.

The door to the dressing room opened and Lola emerged. Her shift had ended so she’d put on street clothes, but the black miniskirt and low-cut shimmering top was not what Dante had expected. To Dante she was dressed like a prostitute. She raised herself on the first step of the stage to get a better view of the floor and several men came over to compliment her, describing how she had become their favorite at the club. Dante stood and waved. She smiled and returned his wave, but then headed for a spot near him, not at him. He followed her path and saw her meet a tall and handsome black man, a man that paid for a lap dance earlier in the evening. The man leaned down to kiss her cheek, but she grabbed his chin and kissed his big lips. Dante gasped, shocked. He left his booth to go intrude. They were talking and laughing. He walked right up and barged right in.

“Hi,” he told the man. “I’m Dante, Lola’s husband. Who are you?”

Ace looked to Lola and then shook Dante’s hand.

“I’m Ace,” he said.

Dante noticed how much bigger the black man’s hand was than his own.

“Let’s sit and have a drink,” Lola suggested. “Do you still have a table?”

“I moved to a booth once you stopped dancing,” Dante said. “Join us, Ace. Let’s talk a while before I take my wife home.”

Lola took her husband’s hand, and he was pleased, but then he noticed she also held Ace’s hand, leading both men to the booth. Lola slid in first and Dante tried to follow, but she directed Ace the other direction, ensuring she was sandwiched between both men. They watched the next stripper come on stage and gave drink orders to the waitress, a pretty woman with long black hair that looked like she maybe danced ten years ago but had given it up when the tips began to fade. More men stopped by to praise Lola, some claiming she was the only reason they would come back to the club.

Dante, Ace, and Lola made small talk, learning what each did for a living and where they came from. Ace revealed he worked in IT, building and maintaining websites for various companies. They ordered a second round of drinks. Dante began to fidget, eager to get Lola home and into bed.

“Well,” he said, impatiently. “I guess we better call it a night. I need to get Lola home. Nice meeting you, Ace.”

Dante gulped the last of his beer.

Lola stared at him. Dante sat his empty glass on the table. Lola placed her hand over his, looking into his eyes earnestly.

“Dante,” she said. “You are my husband, and I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I want you to remember that I love you when you hear my next words.”

“Okay.”

“I’m not going home with you tonight. I’m going home with Ace.”

Dante felt a vise clamped down around his heart and squeeze. He gasped as reality hit him. He looked up at Ace’s blank face, staring back at him. Both men knew exactly what it meant for Lola to go home with the handsome black man.

“Why?” was all Dante managed.

Lola patted his hand.

“You know exactly why,” she murmured.

“Is this to punish me?”

“No.”

“I realize I’ve treated you poorly. Lola. I’ll change. I promise.”

“Good. I’d love it if you made me a priority. I’ll change too. I never should have kept my feelings to myself. I should have expressed my needs instead of remaining silent and lonely. But this is something I need to do. I’m not doing it against you, I’m doing it for me. I won’t shut you out completely. I can send you a video again, if you’d like. Would you like me to do that?”

Dante met her gaze. He saw the raw lust there. Stripping had opened a door inside her head, a door that led to many unexplored rooms. Dante knew he had been free to chase the life he wanted for years. Allowing her to do the same was fair. Moreover, it fed his newly discovered kink. He knew he wouldn’t refuse, but, God, reality hit so hard!

“Fuck,” he muttered, picturing his night alone.

His eyes darted from Ace to her and back again.

“I already sucked his cock,” she muttered, and Dante felt a fist grab his nuts. “I swallowed. His sperm is in my belly right now. He cums a lot.”

Dante groaned.

“You go home and wait for me. Or stay here and watch the other dancers. It’s up to you. But I know I need to do this.”

Dante glanced at Ace. The man was so hopeful. Lola looked hot. An older man stopped by their booth and told Lola he loved her and asked when she next danced again because he wanted to come watch her. She told him and the man wandered off.

“This is fun,” Lola giggled. “Hot black guy waiting for me. Other men asking to see me naked. My husband right here allowing it all to happen.”

“Seems a little fucked up to me,” Ace said. “But who am I to judge? If it means I get to fuck your brains out tonight, I’m all for it.”

All eyes turned to Lola.

“That’s what it means,” she said.

“Then your man was right about it being time to leave,” Ace said, standing.

He dug some cash out of his pocket and dropped it on the table in front of Dante.

“I got the tip,” he said. “How about you pay for our drinks? Since you’re the husband. Seems right.”

“No problem,” Dante croaked.

It was hard to take, watching Lola leave with Ace, but he had to admit he was hard as diamond under the table.


Chapter 2

Lola held Ace’s hand as they exited the club and strolled through the parking lot. Men noticed the interracial couple holding hands and laughing and watched with envy. Lola stopped before they got to the car and lifted on her tippytoes, kissing the man deeply. She slipped her tongue into his mouth, enjoying the strange newness. Everything about the kiss was different from Dante.

“A Jaguar?” she said as they approached Ace’s car.

“What can I say?”

“Nothing. That car speaks for itself. What’s doubly cool is you never bragged about it. Humility is so attractive.”

Ace opened her door and Lola shimmied into her seat, careful to flash Ace a glimpse of lacy panties. He started the car and felt her hands on his zipper. Her hot mouth enveloped his soft cock before he could leave the lot. She took all she could, and he moaned softly. She paused briefly.

“I’ve recently learned that’s the sexiest sound on Earth,” she said.

He pushed her head down and she gobbled his cock again, sucking and licking as he drove. He got hard fast, which made it difficult to work around the steering wheel, but she wanted to delay his orgasm anyway. She teased him until he pulled into the parking garage under his building. She stuffed his erection into his pants and zipped him up, patting his long bulge. They rode the elevator to his apartment.

“I don’t get it,” she said at last. “You’re handsome and smart and have money. How can I possibly be the prettiest girl to ever suck your cock?”

Ace laughed.

“You may not believe this, but I’m shy. I go to that strip club because I have no idea how to talk to real women. Our conversation is the longest I’ve had with a woman in years. I always freeze. Especially when they’re beautiful. I’m trying to teach myself how to handle speaking with gorgeous women.”

“I’m lucky you like me.”

“That’s nice of you to say. There’s just something about you, like an innocence, despite how we met and where. You’re vulnerable and shy, like me.”

She leaned into the man, taking his arm. The elevator doors opened, and they walked the long hallway. He opened his apartment door and ushered her inside and her eyes grew big. Widescreen televisions hung on three of the four walls. Sparse furniture made the rooms look bigger. Two couches faced the televisions.

“My boys come over to watch sports,” he explained. “I got a hack for everything.”

“No roommates?”

“Not at the moment.”

“No girlfriends? No wife?”

Ace laughed.

“A little late for those questions.”

Lola rubbed her belly and gave him a mischievous grin.

“I guess you’re right,” she chuckled. “I already have your big load in my tummy.”

“Hand me your phone and go stand by the sliding glass door,” he said. “I want your husband to see you in my place with the city lights as a backdrop. You look fucking gorgeous. I can’t believe I brought a stripper home.”

“Excuse me, sir, I am a dealer of rare manuscripts.”

“Oh. Right.”

Lola handed over her phone and backed against the large glass wall. Ace took a picture, and Lola lifted the edge of her skirt, showing more thigh. He took another picture. Lola began to strike poses and Ace snapped photo after photo, sending the ones that looked best to Dante. Lola looked straight into the camera and slipped her shoulder strap off. She let the top hang low enough to expose her breast.

“Incredible,” Ace muttered.

He took the picture and hit send.

“That one will break him,” he joked.

“No,” she said, moving closer. “This one will.”

She sank to her knees and freed his thick cock again, now soft once more. She slipped the head into her mouth and sucked hard enough to dimple her cheeks. Ace understood and snapped a picture. He looked at it and then showed it to her. Her eyes went wide. The photo was dramatic and sexually charged, an accident of lighting and timing. Lola stopped sucking.

“Gosh,” she said. “That picture is so hot.”

“It really is. You’re right. This is the one that will break him.”

He hit the send button. Lola got to work on his cock while he pulled off his shirt and kicked off his shoes. She paused briefly as he removed the last of his clothing and then stepped back to do the same. They stared at each other, eyes roaming over bodies contrasting in both gender and race.

“You are so fucking hot,” she said. “I can’t believe this is my real life.”

“Tell me about it,” he muttered, drinking in her feminine beauty.

She liked looking at his dark skin and wiry frame, but her eyes were always drawn to his pulsating erection.

“What are you thinking?” he asked.

She felt a pang. Dante had never asked her a question like that.

“I’m thinking hard dicks scream at me with need,” she said. “Something must be done. A hard dick cannot be ignored. It’s an affront to nature.”

He chuckled.

“Awesome philosophy.”

He stepped closer and she did too. They kissed and his arms circled her waist. She reached up to circle his neck with her arms and felt her heart hammering inside her chest. This fine black man was not her husband. This fine black man was not Dante. She was going to fuck this fine black man, deliberately, simply because that’s what she wanted to do. She was dizzy with her own liberation. Tipsy with her emancipation.

Their hips moved closer, and she felt his stiff rod glide between her thighs to rise and snuggle against her labia and under her butt cheeks. She closed her legs around his thick shaft. He throbbed down there. The knowledge that a fat black cock was a hair’s breadth from entering deep into her body made her feel intoxicated.

“Not that I’m complaining or judging,” he murmured. “I’m merely curious. How can you do this to your man?”

Lola stiffened. The question had an edge Ace did not intend. The question was fair, though, so Lola pondered.

“Well, to be honest, we’ve discovered it turns him on when I act slutty. That’s not my only reason though. That’s not even my main reason. I’m not here with you for him. I’m here with you for me. My parents kept me locked up until they married me off to Dante, then he kept me locked up while he spent years chasing some crazy dream of instant wealth. I finally matured enough to put my foot down and take over some things that he’d botched, and I achieved success where he had failed. It felt good. I just kind of expanded my thinking organically, taking over more things and doing well with them. A misunderstanding led to me expanding my sexuality the same way. I had great success there, too. I’ve learned a lot about what I really want, and my husband has too. I didn’t leave him behind to be cruel or disrespectful. I left him behind because I really want to get fucked by you and I happen to know he wants that too.”

Ace pulled her closer and Lola melted into his arms.

“Do you think I’m a horrible person?” she asked.

“No, Baby. You aren’t lying to him or doing anything behind his back. I would never let my woman do what you’re doing, but I know enough about people to see where Dante would get off on this. I bet he fucks you hard when you get home.”

“He will.”

“The game you play is too intense for me, but to each his own, you know? We all need a little crazy in our lives. You want to use me as the stunt cock for your amusement? Fine by me. You are a smoking hot babe, and you want my dick. I’m down with that. A man would be a fool to pass up a chance with you.”

“So, you want to fuck me?”

“More than anything. More than breathing.”

“Good answer.”


Chapter 3

Dante sat stunned. He watched Lola stand and take the black man’s hand and turn her back. Reality crashed in. He was being left behind. His gorgeous wife had chosen another man over him, another cock over his. It hurt. He couldn’t pretend otherwise. But it was the strangest new kind of pain. He found he welcomed the agony. Worse, he enjoyed the agony. Like a dagger twisting in his guts, he watched her ass swish under that miniskirt. She looked insanely sexy. How had he scored such a hot wife? Every man in the club watched as she passed. Dante felt a weird swelling pride, even as she exited with some other man.

Ace slid a hand down her back and cupped a firm ass cheek. He squeezed, signaling to every man watching that Lola was his. Dante groaned softly. They’d all seen how she came over and talked to him after every set. She wore her wedding ring while she danced. They all knew she was his wife. Yet here she was walking out the door with a tall black guy. Dante squirmed in his seat and adjusted his painful erection. Every man there knew Lola was married to Dante. Every man there knew Lola was leaving to go fuck that black man. Dante groaned again.

The cute waitress stopped by and Dante ordered another beer. What would this night hold for him? How agonizing would the next few hours be? Torturous, he suspected. No way he’d fall asleep. Lola was gone at least until morning, and Dante would sit and marinade in his own angst all night. He drank his beer slowly, watching the other dancers with only partial interest. His mind began to generate dark fantasies about what was happening between Lola and her new lover. Dante discovered he had an amazing imagination for picturing scenarios.

He finished several beers and watched the strippers perform for a while and then jumped, startled when his phone vibrated. He rushed to see the message and found a photograph of Lola standing in front of a huge glass wall. She looked hot as fire in her skimpy outfit. As he studied the picture another arrived, quickly followed by another. Lola was slowly undressing in this man’s apartment. The pictures were for Dante, he knew, but the actual naked body somewhere out in the city was for Ace. Dante knew everything he saw in these photos, Ace was seeing in the flesh.  Soon his hands shook too much to hold his phone, so he placed it on the table, tilting it against the red glass candle. The pictures grew ever more daring. Lola slipped a shoulder strap off, exposing her breast to both men.

The next picture stunned him. He snatched his phone from the table. Lola knelt in front of the man, the head and several inches of his pudgy penis in her mouth. She sucked hard, dimpling her cheeks. The apartment lighting and the intensity in her eyes made the photograph dramatic, breathtaking, and incredibly sexually charged. The thing screamed sex.

Dante had to put his phone down. He gulped his beer, and then gulped again, distracted, so he didn’t notice when his waitress approached. She came from the side and looked over his shoulder at the picture resting on the table.

“Lucky girl,” she joked, handing him another glass.

Dante jumped and hurried to take the glass, unintentionally allowing the waitress more time to stare at the photo.

“That’s a big cock,” she said. “Friend of yours getting a blowjob? The girl is pretty. Wait. She looks familiar. Do I know her? Holy. That’s Lola. Oh. Wait. Aren’t you her husband? Oh shit, your wife is off sucking cock? Holy crap, that’s crazy. Hang on. Is that Ace? I saw them flirting like crazy earlier. Is your wife sucking Ace? That’s it, right? Lola and Ace are doing it?”

Dante wanted to crawl into a hole and pull the earth in over him. Before he could stop her, the waitress scooped his phone for a closer look. She stared and then swiped left and right, flipping through all the photographs.

“Yeah,” she said, returning the phone. “I had no idea Ace had a nice cock like that. Lola looks hot. They’re about to fuck. You know that, right?”

Dante groaned. He took the phone and placed it faced down, then drank half his beer all at once. He didn’t answer, and she drifted away. He shifted his leg under the table and adjusted his stiff penis again. He knew full well Ace was about to fuck Lola. Depending on how old those pictures were, he could be fucking her at that moment.

He discreetly maneuvered his penis again, hunting for a position that didn’t hurt, and discovered his wildly heightened sexual tension had his penis incredibly sensitive. He stroked himself through his pants and felt a rush of pleasure. He scanned those around him to see who noticed but there were naked women dancing on stage. Nobody gave a shit about what he did in his booth. In fact, several men seemed to be pleasuring themselves as they watched the talent move to the music.

He flipped his phone face up again and reached for his crotch. He changed how he sat to make himself look more natural and then he began to stroke, running his fingertips along his pants, stimulating his overwrought erection. He stared at the picture of that black cock resting on Lola’s tongue and pleasured himself imagining that same dick hard and penetrating her pussy. God! What would her little slit look like stuffed with black cock?

Dante raised his eyes to pretend to watch the dancers but quickly looked down again. Lola’s eyes were as intense as he’d ever seen them. She was as caught up in all this as he was. They both were just leaves caught in a current, rushing downstream, buffeted on all sides. The longing in her eyes crushed him. He knew it was for Ace and not him. He felt his balls tighten at the thought and realized he would cum in his pants if he wasn’t careful.


Chapter 4

The angle was perfect, Ace realized. Lola had pressed her face and tits against the cold sliding glass doors and then jutted her ass and pussy back at him. He walked forward with phone in hand, waiting to take the next awesome picture. His black cock stuck out in front of him, leading the way to her white girl pussy. He switched to video, recording as he approached, showing Dante that menacing black cock creeping closer and closer.

When he was close enough, Ace grabbed a butt cheek and spread Lola open, revealing her small pink slit within. He stepped closer still, nudging her folds with the tip of his dark cock. Lola gasped and then moaned with need, easing her ass back at the man. Ace let the tip split her inner folds.

He stopped the video and hit send.

He started the next video.

He held her ass crack wide open, allowing the camera to capture the gradual penetration of Lola’s pussy. Video also allowed the capture of sound and Ace knew Dante would almost die listening to his wife. She groaned louder with every invading inch, her tight tunnel spreading wide around his girth. The sight was inspiring.

I’m watching a porno starring me, Ace thought.

He fed that pussy one slow inch at a time, enjoying the way he forced her hole to expand in a tight ring around him. He gradually sheathed his meat inside her, until, at last, his hips pressed her butt. He let the camera record Lola squirming on the end of his dick and all the delicious sounds she made and then turned the camera to his face.

“That’s all for now,” he chuckled. “Your woman is so fine, I need both hands.”

Lola started to turn at the sound of his voice, but Ace grabbed her hips and pushed the last fat inch into her. He sent the video and then tossed the phone aside. Lola felt the bulbous head pressing against her womb. She gasped and groaned, leaning her upper body against the glass wall again. The cold felt good.

“Did you just record yourself entering me?” she rasped.

“Yeah. I sent it to Dante.”

“Jesus. Brutal. Poor man.”

“Nah. He’s probably already home and jacking off to it.”

Lola chuckled but then stopped abruptly. Ace had reached someplace deep inside her that felt extra fantastic. She reached back for the man, and he held her hand.

“Deep like that,” she murmured. “Reach all the way up inside me. It feels fantastic. Go deep every time. Slow and deep. God. Dante has never been that deep.”

Ace curled his hands over her hips bones and began long, slow, deep probing strokes with his cock. Her tight pussy felt amazing. He admired her back and shoulders and long hair, then watched his cock glide in and out. He smacked her butt and squeezed the cheek before pushing even deeper than before. Lola gasped and collapsed, the glass wall taking her weight. She folded her arms to cushion her head.

“Fuck me, Ace,” she croaked. “Give me that big black cock.”

Ace did as she ordered. He stared at his dark meat vanishing into her over and over, gliding along skin so sensitive it made his legs weak. He sucked his thumb to wet it and pushed the tip up her puckered asshole. She whimpered, shocked at the indecent intrusion but willing to let him do as he wished with her. His thumb pumped her sphincter in counter-time to his cock pumping her pussy and Lola was soon groaning and panting and mumbling about how hard she was going to cum. He sawed his cock deep and felt her pussy begin to tighten around him.

“Jesus!” she hissed. “Here it comes. Oh fuck.”

He worked his thumb feverishly and his cock was a relentless piston, and Lola soon threw her head back and screeched like a siren, legs trembling and body shaking as an earthmoving orgasm swamped her. Ace was merciless, dragging his fat cock in and out of her, sliding against her inner walls and repeatedly slapping her clit with fat and heavy testicles. She howled again as a second wave swamped her, tossing her head and sending her long hair flying. His dick was like a ram, filling and stretching her. Her arms squeaked as she slid down the window and Ace grabbed a handful of hair to pull her up. He felt himself get caught up in her climax and could have easily orgasmed with her, but they’d only just begun. He wanted to fuck this hot wife all night long. He reached under with his free hand and grabbed a tit, rolling the nipple between his fingers and forcing animal sounds out of her.

When she finally began the trip down, he pulled his cock free and dropped to the floor. He retrieved the phone.

“Suck it,” he told her.

Lola collapsed and Ace started recording, saving each video for later. Lola dragged herself to his throbbing meat and began to lick him clean, her arousal growing as her strength returned. He recorded her sucking his big dark balls and rolling them around in her mouth. He captured her adoring the shaft and following each vein to the head. He recorded her licking away a large drop of oozing precum and made her show the camera her tongue and the pearl resting there before she closed her mouth and swallowed, revealing her now empty mouth to the camera again. She dropped her oral worship lower, instinctively licking his sensitive asshole. He held the camera away, changing the angle to capture her efforts and even record when she eased a finger up his black asshole. He groaned and she laughed with delight.

“Fair is fair,” she giggled.

She finger-fucked his rectum as she slipped the big cock head into her mouth again, sucking out more precum. She was no expert, but his serum tasted good.

“Don’t cum,” she murmured. “I want you to fuck me all night long.”


Chapter 5

Dante felt his phone vibrate with the arrival of a new message. He clicked instantly and started the video clip. Ace’s long and thick black cock slowly approached Lola’s offered cunt from behind.

“Dear God,” Dante whimpered.

He scanned to make sure no one around could see the screen and then he double checked to be sure about the waitress. Satisfied, he turned his attention to the clip and restarted it. Lola leaned against a glass wall and Ace approached her from behind. His wife was in a submissive position, bent forward, presenting her pussy like it was a prize. Ace took his time, teasing all of them.

When the tip of that black cock nudged Lola’s inner lips, Dante’s stroking hand triggered a gush of hot semen.

“No, no, no,” he moaned, unable to stop himself.

He stopped his hand, but it was too late. His penis had erupted, spewing hot liquid into his underwear. Semen ran out of him, but he stayed hard, his orgasm interrupted by the sudden stop of stimulation.

“Goddamn it,” he muttered.

He jumped to the beginning of the video again and rewatched it. It was easily the hottest thing he’d ever seen. Ace grabbed a butt cheek and spread Lola open, revealing her small pink slit. He stepped closer, nudging her folds with the tip of his dark cock. Lola gasped and then moaned, easing her ass back at the man. Ace let the tip split her open and the head of his cock began to pass inside. Dante focused intently, watching as Lola’s soft wet pussy lips enveloped the black cock head, welcoming the man into her body.

“Unreal,” Dante breathed, starting the video again.

This was real. This was happening right now. Somewhere in the city his wife was accepting a new cock, a big, hard black cock. Her first.

“Incredible,” he muttered.

“Another beer?” the waitress asked, standing behind him.

Dante jumped out of his skin.

“Stop doing that!” he barked.

She laughed.

“I’m sorry. There’s always so much noise and excitement going on here. I’ve never been able to sneak up on a customer before. Of course, I’ve never had a customer so intently watching their wife get fucked before, so maybe that’s why I keep scaring you?”

Dante turned the phone away.

“No, no,” the waitress said, flipping her long black ponytail over her shoulder. “Don’t hide it. That’s hot shit. Let me see. Show me the latest. I love that I know both of them. The porn is so much hotter. I get why you like to watch. Regular porn can’t compare. This shit is smoking hot.”

Dante hesitated but then turned the phone so she could see the screen. He restarted the video.

“Oh damn,” the waitress said. “He’s fucking her for real Like, no condom or anything. That’s so sexy. Look what his dick does to her. She loves it. I got you, girl. I know everything she’s feeling. I never fucked Ace, but I can tell you, a big dick from behind like that? She’s gonna cum really quick. Trust me.”

The video ended.

“Run it again,” she said. “I got a minute before my next round.”

Dante pushed play. The waitress leaned closer, steadying the phone with one hand, watching closely. Dante caught a whiff of her perfume and turned to look at her. She was older than the dancers but still pretty. Large breasts and full lips, expressive eyes and a mouth quick to smile. She was attractive and sexy. Her tits pressed against his shoulder.

“This is making me horny,” she admitted, watching the video. “I’ve got a lot of questions when that girl gets to work. Maybe I need to give Ace a chance. He never hits on me like the other men. He’s always so shy.”

The phone vibrated. She grinned.

“I think you got a new message,” she said. “Hope it’s another video. I bet it is. Hit play. Let’s watch it together.”

This was not how Dante wanted to watch these clips, but he was in it now. The waitress was working, and duty would soon call, so he let her have her brief fun. He found the next video and hit play, and they watched together as Ace slowly pushed his cock all the way in. Lola writhed on the end, twisting and squirming as Ace fed her one hard inch at a time. The waitress squirmed too, understanding exactly what Lola was feeling. The video ended with Ace telling Dante that was all for now. No other video clip arrived.

“That’s just mean,” the waitress chuckled. “He wanted you to see him taking her, and how much she loved his cock, but he kept all the action for himself. I bet you fuck Lola’s brains out the next time you see her. Lucky girl. Is that why you guys are playing this game? For the hot sex after?”

“Something like that.”

“I like it. My man would never let me take a lover. No way. He’s not that secure. He hates that I work here around all these horny guys. You and Lola must be real tight.”

“We are.”

“Good for you guys. Make your own rules, I say. Call me over if another clip comes in. I want to see how this ends. Sorry for scaring you.”

“What’s your name?”

She brushed her hair off a name tag on her shoulder and showed Dante.

“Sindy,” she said. “With an S. Boss likes that my name starts with sin.”

“All right, Sindy. I’ll get your attention if another video comes in.”

She patted his shoulder and swirled away. He watched her ass and the way she moved. A man patted her butt as she walked by, and Sindy punched his shoulder. Hard. She pointed a finger in his face and spoke some harsh words. The man backed down. Dante found himself liking her more and more.

He watched the video again. Ace took his time feeding Lola his cock, savoring each inch as it penetrated, savoring every gasp and moan that Lola made. Dante watched his wife wriggle on the end of that fat black cock until big black balls covered her pussy. He set the phone down and ordered another beer.


Chapter 6

Lola wiped her mouth and leaned back to admire her handiwork. She had no idea how to give a great blowjob, so she tried everything and repeated the stuff that produced moans. Ace was the biggest and hardest she’d ever seen him. The skin on his stiff cock was straining, stretched so tight the shaft shined, gleaming with her saliva. She’d teased and pleased the man for almost an hour and had him thrashing on the floor. He looked and sounded like he was ready to explode. The head was a small dark apple seated atop a pillar of pulsating flesh. She was enthralled by the sight and equally thrilled he was that hard for her and that hard because of her. She’d known few cocks in her life and all but one until recently. She remembered being afraid of Dante’s penis the first time she’d seen it hard. It looked so big! It felt amazing. She fell in love with his penis and how it made her feel.

Then she met Zane Grey. She sucked his cock because she believed Dante had asked her to, but now she could admit to herself she also did it because she wanted to. She was drawn to the man and his large penis. Since Zane, every man she’d been with, and there was only a few, had been big men. She knew now that’s what she liked. They looked sexy. They felt amazing. They frightened her a little like that first time seeing Dante erect, but she’d quickly learned fear was the wrong emotion. She loved them. Big cocks excited her. She’d come a long way since her first time with Dante and looked forward to how far she might take this crazy adventure.

She squeezed Ace’s thick shaft and leaned over his face, dragging a stiff nipple across his lips. He opened his eyes, smiling. He opened his mouth, and she slipped the nub in. He suckled softly.

“I want you to fuck me now,” she said. “I want you to cum inside me. I’ve never had a black man cum inside me. Heck, you’re the first black man I’ve ever even touched sexually. I want to be fucked by you, to be able to say truthfully, I’ve had sex with a black man, and over the next few days I want to think about this moment and know I carry your black sperm inside me. I can’t wait. Honestly, I feel giddy. I know that’s silly and I’m acting immature, but it’s a big deal to me.”

“I got you,” he said. “It’s a big deal to me too. I’ve not been with many women.”

“That’s a shame.”

He brushed his fingertips up her ribs and cupped her hanging breasts. He suckled at one and then the other, nibbling to make the nipples stand up. They kissed again with slow passion as he caressed her tits.

“My life has turned into an X-rated fairy tale,” she chuckled.

“Hopefully not written by the Brothers Grimm.”

Lola laughed.

“Do you realize how big a hit you are at the Wild Orchid?” he asked.

“No. Shut up. The other girls are more popular than me.”

“They aren’t.”

“Shush. You don’t need to compliment me. You’re going to get laid.”

“I’m not lying. I’ve been going there for a while. You’ve created a buzz. The guys talk about you each time you dance. I know you’re making mad money.”

“Too bad I keep none of it. I owe Big Tom. He gets every penny until I zero the debt. I don’t even count it. I just hand it over.”

“That’s awful.”

“It sucks,” she said, chuckling. “Just like me.”

She slipped his cock into her mouth again, nursing on him lovingly.

“Hand me your phone,” he said. “This is something Dante needs to see.”

She placed the forgotten phone in Ace’s hand and then squeezed his hard shaft. Ace began making videos. Lola turned on the charm for the camera, sucking and licking until the man throbbed.

“That’s enough for you,” she said. “My turn.”

She eased her leg over his hips and tilted her pelvis so his upright cock rested between her wet pussy lips and then pressed him firmly against her labia and pumped her hips, gliding along the underside of his penis. Ace recorded it all. Each time she neared the tip, she pressed harder, teasing herself, Ace, and her husband with penetration.

“The next best thing about fucking a big cock,” she said, “is being about to fuck a big cock. The anticipation is killing me. I love this torture.”

“We all do.”

She lifted a little higher and circled her cunt around the tip. Finally, she eased back a little until the tip of his cock snagged her opening. She gasped. Unable to tease herself anymore, she relaxed her legs and sank down on him. Both watched as his dark inches disappeared. She straightened her back, driving him deeper.

“Stay there,” Ace gasped. “Fuck you’re tight. I’m going to zoom on my cock in you and send it to Dante.”

After he hit send, she leaned over his face again and offered her hanging tits, only this time she was filled with black dick. He licked her stiff nipples and circled her areola. She forced her pussy all the way down, shuddering as his cock head met and mashed against her cervix deep inside. Ace filmed from the side, capturing Lola gently rocking on the big black dick which stuffed her, gradually moving the phone around in front as she leaned back again. Lola placed her feet beside his hips and lifted her ass, showing the camera the thick, black, veiny cock impaling her.

“He’s going to cum in me,” she told the camera. “His loads are huge, Dante. I swallowed one at the club and now I’m going to take one in my pussy. Your pussy, Baby. You like to watch me get fucked? Watch this. First his big dick will make me cum and then I’ll do the same for him. Your wife is having sex with her first black man, Baby. I’ll bring his load home to you. You want to fuck me after him? Add your sperm to his?”

“God damn,” Ace mumbled.

Lola chuckled.

“This is so much fun!” she said.


Chapter 7

Dante hit play. Lola sucked that black cock like she was in love with it. Dante felt seeing her do it prepared him for anything but just a few minutes later he learned that was false. He saw Lola rub Ace’s big black dick all over her wet pussy and then slip the tip in before settling her cunt down around him. Dante signaled Sindy to stop at his table and showed her the clip. The waitress groaned softly.

“I can feel that,” she chuckled. “Holy shit. That’s hot. Lola was already becoming one of the most popular girls here. When word gets out that she fucks customers, her popularity will explode. I hope you’re ready for a super-star wife. Big Tom will schedule her more shifts. The other dancers won’t like it.”

Dante watched the clip again with Sindy.

“Turn it up,” she said. “I can see they’re talking but can’t hear the words.”

They huddled around the phone and Dante increased the volume. Lola’s taunting words flowed through the speaker. Sindy’s eyes opened wide.

“It’s almost too much,” she said. “God, I wish I was her. You know how many guys I’d fuck if my boyfriend let me?”

Dante ignored the question, watching Lola drag her tight pussy up and down that big black pole. Anxiety had crept into his arousal. The man wore no condom, and Lola took no birth control. There was a risk that she could conceive a black baby. Dante knew that would be disastrous, but the thought also strangely added to his excitement. There was so much about this kink and himself he did not know. Sindy drifted away to finish her round and Dante got out his card to settle his tab.

Better to watch from home, he decided.

He adjusted his stiff penis and left a huge tip. He was almost home when his phone rang. Lola was calling on video chat. He answered, keeping one eye on the road.

“Hello?” he said.

Her only reply was a long moan. He lifted the phone and watched Ace’s fat cock pound Lola from behind. They’d moved into a doggie position and Ace held the phone in one hand and her hip in another. He slammed his thick cock home over and over. Lola’s cries of pleasure assaulted his ears. He pushed the button to open the garage door and quickly pulled in, closing the door behind him. He shed clothing on the way to the bedroom, transferring the phone from hand to hand as he stripped, sliding onto their bed nude. He leaned his back against the headboard and grabbed his stiff dick, watching as Ace moved closer and closer to climax.

Lola’s cry of orgasm shattered his heart.

His dick surged harder than ever. He jerked off fast, stroking to the sounds of their passion. Ace warned he was getting close and leaned back, moving the camera so the sight of his fat black dick filled the screen. Lola was soaked as her orgasm peaked and plateaued, and then Ace announced he was cumming. He buried his cock to fire the first few shots of hot sperm but then withdrew a little, allowing Dante to see his pulsating dick pump boiling semen into Lola. Dante groaned at the sight, mesmerized, fixated on the insemination of his pretty wife. Ace flooded the woman. Each time Dante thought Ace’s orgasm had ended, the man launched several new blasts into Lola. She’d warned that Ace came a lot, and he saw that now.

The call ended.

“Oh my fucking God!” Dante shouted into the empty bedroom.

He stared down at his throbbing cock, desperate to make himself cum, torn between needing the release, and needing a hard dick if Lola came home. He struggled with the decision but finally relented. His need was too great. The call had happened so fast he’d forgotten to record it, so he opened the last video and took penis in hand. He jerked to Ace’s fat and gleaming cock stretching his pretty white wife wide open. He watched the man take Lola away one inch at a time, knowing it ended with a bucket of hot sperm pumped into her. Dante shot his load quickly, spilling semen and glazing his fingers and thighs.

If Lola comes home, he reasoned. I’ll take care of her with my tongue.


Chapter 8

But Lola did not come home. Dante woke after a few hours to an empty house and an empty bed. He snatched his phone up, discovering three more videos waiting. He watched as Ace fucked Lola face to face, filming down on the lovely white wife and her heaving tits, her face twisted with pleasure as Ace drove her wild, forcing her to climax again. The last video was Lola nursing on the man’s dark penis, suckling gently on the head, rolling his balls around and teasing with her tongue until he spewed another huge load into her mouth. At Ace’s suggestion she opened wide for the camera, showing Dante the pool of milky white covering her tongue and teeth before she sealed her lips and swallowed the man down. Dante jerked his tired and semi-erect penis, coaxing out a third load.

There was no going back to sleep. He left the bed naked and watched some late-night television. He paced the living room. He opened her side of the closet and buried his face in her clothes, inhaling her perfumed scent and missing her more than he ever had. Eventually, the sun began to rise on his misery.

The rumble of the Jaguar brought him to the front window. Ace got out of the car and hurried around to open her door for her. Dante scanned the street, noticing several neighbors, walking the dog or collecting yesterday’s mail, watching and wondering. They saw Lola get out of his car and kiss his lips. She wore her slutty outfit from the night before. Ace walked her to the front door where they kissed again, to the amazement of those watching. Dante remembered he was nude but stood his ground. This was his house, and he’d walk around naked if he wished. He was prepared to meet Ace that way, but the handsome black man returned to his car and drove away. Lola opened the door and entered. She saw her nude husband standing there and lowered her eyes to his limp penis.

That she had spent the night being fucked was obvious. Dante felt a surge of lust looking at her, but his exhausted dick barely stirred.

“Miss me?” she murmured.

“Terribly.”

“Me too. Want to fuck?”

“Desperately, but I doubt I can. I came three times last night.”

“That’s disappointing. I had fantasies of my husband reclaiming his naughty wife. I’d hoped to get thrown onto our bed and ravaged.”

“I couldn’t wait.”

She moved close and kissed him sweetly.

“I understand,” she said.

“My tongue works fine.”

“You’d go down on me? After the night I had? You know what’s in there. You know who I’m filled with.”

“I don’t care. I’m dying for you. Maybe I’ll get hard after all. I don’t know. All I know is I’m dying to touch you.”

Lola lifted her arms presenting herself to her husband.

“Undress me,” she said. “If I understand correctly how it is between men, and I think I do, right now I belong to Ace. Do what you must to take me back, Dante. Make me yours again, Baby.”

Dante took his time. His hands shook terribly. Lola was standing right in front of him but all he could see were those videos from last night. He saw her mouth stretched wide around a black shaft, her sweet pussy split and stuffed with black cock. She was the same Lola and yet she was not. She had left him as one woman and returned as another. His balls ached with need, but his penis slumbered, spent.

Now naked like him, he took her hand and led her to their bedroom. She saw the propped pillows and messy comforter and understood how he’d jacked off while thinking of her. She liked making men touch themselves.

“The neighbors saw you with Ace,” he said. “They saw you get out of his car. They saw you kiss. They saw you dressed like that.”

“I don’t care,” she said. “We don’t owe them an explanation.”

He placed her near the edge of the bed and backed away, eager to burn this moment and the sight of her into his memory forever. She looked so sexy. She wore an aura of feminine power and beauty. His eyes landed on her pink and swollen pussy, and he sank to his knees, reverent.

She parted her legs slightly to give him access to her cheating cunt, wondering how far he’d go, given how she’d spent her night. He shuffled closer and she spread her legs wider, and he moved closer still, eager to see every detail. He saw how her rosy labia almost hid an engorged clit peeking out from under the hood. Her inner lips were swollen like her outer lips, and he knew in his heart that Ace and pounded that pussy, hammered Dante’s lovely bride like he owned her. Something sparkled and Dante moved closer, gently parting folds to see a drop of semen clinging to an inner lip.

His body was a raging furnace. He lifted the droplet of sperm on a fingertip and moved to wipe it on her thigh, but she grabbed his wrist and directed his finger into her mouth. Dante gasped. She sucked the essence of Ace off his digit and then smiled. She would not shy away from what she’d done. There would be no apologizing. She did not need forgiveness or even understanding. He understood and extended his tongue. She watched as he reached her clitoris and softly licked the raw nub. She jumped and moaned as wild electric current jolted her pelvis and turned her wet.

“Jesus,” she breathed. “I’m insatiable.”

“That felt good?”

“Fantastic. Are you going to eat me even after he came in me?”

“I am.”

She couldn’t answer. Suddenly light-headed, heart thumping, she exhaled in a long sigh. Dante’s desire for her was obvious and absolute. She opened her legs all the way, offering her used cunt to her husband. He parted her lips and probed deeper, encountering a salty mix of her excitement and what her lover had left behind. Instead of revulsion their combined juices invigorated him. Lola had fucked another man! Only minutes ago!

His mind tumbled down a well, bouncing off the walls and demanding his cock rise, but it did not. He licked deeper, reaching the smooth inner walls of her vagina, fully aware moments ago they’d enveloped and enshrouded a pulsating black cock. He loved her whorish ways. He loved her slutty behavior. She’d never been this sexy to him ever, even on their honeymoon night.

He grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her crotch forward, driving his tongue all the way in. He vacuumed her vulva, sucking the entire mound as his wiggling tongue teased and tortured. Lola moaned loudly, bracing herself on his shoulders to keep from collapsing. She tilted her hips, granting deeper access, and Dante took advantage, devouring her used cunt, driving her wild, pushing her towards a hard standing orgasm. Her body shook and she cried out, pulling his hair. His tongue whipped her clit, punishing her for her wayward night, admonishing his lovely cheating wife. She clutched at him, but he was relentless, merciless. He made her cum harder and longer than any man ever had, as much emotional and mental as the climax was physical. Ace leaked from her hole, but Dante didn’t care. This was about him and his wife. This moment was about their marriage, Dante and Lola forever. He felt a strong and rising connection to her and knew she felt it too.

“Oh, Baby!” she cried, cumming yet again.

He attacked her pussy like a ravenous madman, as if making her climax proved she truly belonged to him. The more he made her cum, the more she was his. He pushed her backward onto the bed and shouldered her legs all the way open. Spread out before him he saw her in all her glory, unfaithful and dripping. For a moment he stood and grabbed his limp penis, planting the exhausted appendage at her opening, desperate to penetrate, but could only whimper in agonized frustration before dropping to his knees again and gobbling her small mound. She moaned continuously, lost in an unending orgasm from a night of unrestrained lust. Where one climax ended and the next began was blurred, overlapped, impossible to discern. Her husband ravaged her cunt like he was furious with her, hated her, resented her unfaithful ways and sought to punish with his tongue. She welcomed every suck, every lick, every nibble.

“Stop,” she pleaded, finally, trying to crawl away, trying to close her legs. “I can’t take anymore.”

Dante hooked his arms around her thighs and pulled her forward again, using his stiff tongue like a cock to fuck her. He tasted the slippery mix of Ace and Lola but to him it was gas on the fire. The presence of another man inside her drove him wild. He was lapping liquid infidelity and couldn’t get enough. He yearned to grow an erection, to fuck his naughty wife into oblivion, but it was denied him. He slaked his thirst the only way he could: doing his best to melt his beloved’s mind.

“Stop,” she whimpered. “Please. Dante. Stop. I can’t uungh!”

Her body convulsed as an orgasm twisted her. She clawed the bedspread and clawed her husband, pounding his back with a fist and crying out in euphoric bliss. She whined and sobbed unintelligible words. She writhed inside a body presently controlled by another. She was at Dante’s mercy, and he had none. He licked and sucked until she orgasmed again, weeping, and he continued his assault until she finally, ultimately, stopped responding, a puddle of fried nerves and exhausted flesh. He stood, looking down on her, in love and in awe.

She fell almost immediately into a deep sleep, legs spread wide. Dante played with his limp penis, staring at his shattered woman. She’d never looked so beautiful. He wanted more but recognized her weariness and could not use her unconscious body. He crawled on the bed and lay beside her. He held her hand and kissed her shoulder and smoothed her bedraggled hair.


Chapter 9

Big Tom stood deep in the shadows of his own club, watching. Lola held the crowd in the palm of her hand. The place was packed, busier than he’d ever seen it, and the rumors seemed to be true: they were there for her. How this married woman had taken over baffled him. She was pretty but not the prettiest. She had a great body but not the best body. He watched her move through her set and became aware of her feminine charms working on him as well. There was a rare vulnerability to her. She was real. She was easy to like. Hell, she was easy to fall in love with. Her smile and warmth reached almost everyone watching her, including many women. Big Tom marveled at her natural ability to win someone over. The crowd was having fun, spending money freely, happy and horny. Some of the other dancers were not as pleased but Big Tom had no concern for them. In life, you sink, or you swim. No one is there to make sure you succeed.

Lola had unintentionally mastered the art of flirtation. Dante sat in a far corner, watching, which Big Tom would usually forbid, but Tom liked the emotions playing across her husband’s face. This was the kind of torture Dante liked and did to himself. There was no risk of the man exploding in a jealous rage. The more flirting Lola did, the more Dante suffered and liked it. Lola seemed to use her husband’s angst like rocket fuel, feeding off his suffering.

If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it, Tom reasoned.

He observed Lola again, noticing his arousal growing. She was incredibly attractive. He glanced at Dante. The husband in the room gave Tom a kinky thrill.

I should fuck her in front of him, he thought. Men would pay to fuck her in front of her man. I know one man that would pay a fortune for a woman like her. Victor would love her. She’s exactly his type and throwing the husband in would get Victor off. He’d pay a lot for a husband-and-wife combination.  Tom rubbed his chin thoughtfully. Victor would torment them. Maybe I should keep her for myself.

On stage, Lola laughed and danced and flirted with true glee. Money flew at her. A line had already formed for lap dances after her stage show. All these men wanting Lola made Tom want her more.

Make up your mind, Tom, he thought. Keep her for yourself or sell her to Victor?

Across the room two strippers began to argue. Tom left his hiding place and marched around the stage. The girls ran in opposite directions when they saw him coming. He turned his attention to Lola again and she hit him with a ten-thousand-volt smile. He smiled back before he could stop himself.

I will let Victor have her, he concluded. She’s a weakness I can’t afford. I’ve got enough headaches with the other dancers resenting her. I can always have Lola after Victor casts her aside.


Chapter 10

The helicopter blades beat a rhythmic warning, roaring inside the cabin through the open side door. The immense Pacific beckoned far below, white caps promising a slow and lonely death at sea. Dante’s mouth was dry with fear. Victor engaged Lola with intense conversation. The man looked around seventy, with short white hair and a thin build. He wore a nice, Loro Piana dress shirt and pants, and spoke with a deep, sonorous voice. Lola seemed oblivious to the threat of the open door, but Dante had seen the movie Scarface and knew he should be afraid.

Maybe that’s what Victor intended? Dante wondered. Is he trying to frighten me? Is he trying to show me he holds my life in his untouchable hands?

Victor was smooth and polished and looked to be infinitely wealthy. In the few days since Big Tom had introduced the man to them, Dante had seen Victor move human beings around like chess pieces. The invitation to his island had been much more a command than a request. Lola didn’t mind one way or the other. Victor was handsome and tall and lean and powerful and had eyes only for her. She didn’t see the suitcase of money passed from Victor’s people to Big Tom’s people, but Dante did, and he wondered what, exactly, had just been purchased. What did Victor expect for his money?

“Can we close the doors?” Dante yelled over the whup-whup-whup of spinning propellers. “Seems unnecessarily dangerous. Has anyone ever fallen?”

The men he spoke to were dressed like Wall Street executives, but Dante saw the hardness of a soldiers in their eyes.

“Yes,” one man calmly admitted. “Some even fell without a push.”

Another man burst into laughter. Dante pressed his body more firmly against the metal wall behind him. Victor had his hand on Lola’s bare knee now, looking at her like a hungry wolf. Dante swallowed, wondering what they were in for. This was supposed to be a weekend away from everyone and everything. Free food and drinks, huge beds and natural beauty. The island wasn’t huge, but Victor owned every inch, starting with the twenty-one-bedroom villa.

“You should let me tattoo you,” Victor shouted over the engine.

“What?” Lola laughed. “That’s crazy. Where? A tattoo of what?”

Victor placed his hands on her knees and spread them, causing her dress to ride higher on her thighs. She glanced at Dante once for his reaction but then her gaze returned to Victor’s face. He slid his hands up her legs and she let him. He pushed the dress higher, exposing lacy panties. He eased the elastic waistband lower until the smallest indentation of her slit began to show. Not one of the suited-soldiers turned to look at Lola’s exposed mons. Dante was impressed by their discipline.

“Right here,” Victor smiled. “A beautiful stylized Chinese character I designed. Here. Look. I have a picture of it in my phone.”

He withdrew his phone and pressed buttons, turning the device to show Lola. She saw an intricate symbol of thin black lines.

“What’s it mean?” she asked.

“Wet.”

“Wet?”

Victor smiled.

“Yes. In the verb sense. It describes a state of being.”

“Meaning I’m wet. My pussy is wet.”

“Isn’t it?”

Lola laughed.

“Well, yes, Victor. At the moment it is.”

His smile broadened.

“That pleases me.”

Lola studied his older but handsome face. The lines gave him charisma. His intelligent eyes intrigued her.

“How big is it?” she asked, coy.

He chuckled.

“Are you asking about the tattoo?”

“Maybe.”

“Barely noticeable. The tat will be about half an inch high by half an inch wide.”

“And what about the other?”

Dante rolled his eyes. Lola spoke to the man like her husband wasn’t even there.

“More than you’ll know what to do with,” Victor answered.

They shared an intense gaze.

Dante noticed twin bumps rise through Lola’s top, but perhaps that was the chill ocean winds swirling through the cabin.

“So,” he interjected. “Did I hear you say this vacation is all expenses paid?”

Victor took a moment to pull his gaze away from Lola.

“This is my private island,” he answered, looking at Dante like he was an insect. “This is my home. Of course there will be no charge for your visit. Do you charge friends who come to visit? You’ll pay nothing.” He returned his attention to Lola. “Will you do it? Will you accept my mark on you? It is small. It is pretty. It will be easy to hide and it will be our little secret. Something to remember me by.”

Lola laughed out loud.

“I get the feeling I’ll always remember you,” she said.

He studied her face.

“I’m not saying no,” she quickly added. “I’m merely saying I’ll never forget you.”

“That’s sweet,” he said.

“What do you think, Honey?” she asked Dante. “Would it be cool to have a little tat above my pussy? Something to help us remember this vacation. Would you like that? You’ll be the one to see it most. I think it sounds sexy.”

Dante hid his angst.

“It’s your body, Baby,” he said. “Do whatever you want. I would certainly think of this vacation every time I saw it.”

Lola turned to Victor.

“Let’s do it,” she said, her eyes a little wild. “I’ve always wanted a tattoo.”

“Excellent! I will fly the artist in. That will take a few days so we can make the arrangements later.”

Dante stared out the open helicopter door at the ocean far below. His hollowed-out gaze spoke of the growing certainty that Victor would soon fuck Lola. The truth of that was obvious to everyone on this flight. Victor was accomplished and suave and sophisticated, and Dante felt like he was about to join a long line of upset and disrespected husbands. Victor felt greater pleasure in taking another man’s woman.

“How many times?” Dante asked.

“How many times what?” Victor replied.

“How many times have you slapped that tattoo on some other man’s wife?”

Victor grinned and looked at Lola.

“Hundreds,” he said. “Your wife will join a vast harem of the world’s most beautiful women.”

“I supposed you fucked them all too.”

Victor’s gaze turned hard but his mouth smiled.

“Honey!” Lola blurted. “Don’t be rude.”

Victor took Lola’s hand.

“Yes,” he told Dante. “Yes, I did. I fucked them all. Well, all but one.”

Dante got the message and sulked, turning his back on them to watch the pilots.

“Don’t worry about him,” he heard Lola say.

“I absolutely do not,” Victor chuckled. “Not even a little.”

They flew without speaking for a time, but curiosity bounced around inside Lola’s head until she grew impatient.

“I’m just going to ask you,” she suddenly said to Victor. “Were you joking or were you serious?”

“About what?”

“About how big it is.”

“That matters to you?”

“It never did for all my life, but it does now. I wasn’t thinking about it but then you made a joke and now I’m wondering.”

“I’d have you take it out so you could judge for yourself, but now we approach my island and there are things that require my immediate attention. Let’s shower and relax and we can all meet for lunch. I’ll introduce you to the other guests but be warned: when it’s this hot clothing becomes an option. I have few rules on my island. Most of my guests wear very little clothing. Many wear nothing at all.”

“You mean people walk around naked?”

“Indeed.”

“They just walk around like that in front of everybody?”

“Like I said. I have few rules. One can always look away if one sees something displeasing. Live and let live. There is plenty of room on the island for everyone.”

Lola shook her head.

“Sign me up. That sounds sexy. Maybe a few months ago I would have stayed in my room but since I’ve been dancing at the club, I’ve discovered a wonderful new freedom. Bodies are beautiful.”

“I’m happy to hear you say that. I think we’ll all have a good time.”

“Did you hear that, Honey?” Lola asked Dante. “People are naked.”

“I heard. Maybe I’ll try it too.”

“I’m going to. I like it.”

The helicopter banked and Dante clutched a hanging strap. Below them a sprawling estate sat at the northern tip of a small island, stretching east and west. A helicopter pad sat near the water to the east. The craft dropped like a stone briefly until the blades bit the air again. The pilots set them down easy. Dante was thrilled to be on solid ground again. Lola took his hand and followed Victor across the grass and beside the huge swimming pool. A steward came out to greet the party and several men took luggage away.

“Bart will show you to your suite,” Victor explained. “I’ll see you again soon.”

Their room was huge, almost as big as their house in the States. Their luggage was waiting. Lola quickly unpacked, laying several outfits on the bed.

“What should I wear?” she asked.

Dante pointed to a diaphanous dress, eggshell, with matching sandals.

“That one,” he said. “You can skip bras and panties in case you decide to go nude like some of the others.”

She slipped under his arm.

“Don’t pout,” she murmured. “You know I love you no matter what. We may never experience something like this again. Let’s have fun. Let’s go a little crazy and do things we’d never do back home. Victor says he has few rules and there are no government or police on this island. We can get wild without fear of arrest. Let’s take advantage. It will be over before we know it and we’ll be back home again, back in our normal lives.”

Dante had to admit she raised good points. He took a deep breath and held it, releasing it, and his misgivings, slowly.

“You’re right,” he said. “Let’s have fun. No matter what happens, in a few days we will go back to our everyday lives. I worry too much.”

“You do, Baby. We can go wild here. Nobody knows us. Nothing gets back to our family and friends. I always worry someone I know will come into the Wild Orchid and my secret will get out but here there’s nothing to fear.”

“Nobody would realize it’s you up on that stage. You could dance right in their face and look them right in the eyes. Stripping is so alien to who you used to be, they still would not grasp the fact they were looking at you.”

Lola laughed.

“You’re probably right. Off-white dress and no underwear it is.”

He watched her strip and quickly shower, then slip the thin dress over her head. In certain light he saw the hint of darker areola but mostly she was covered. He showered too, donning shorts and a polo shirt. Ready, they left their suite to meet for lunch but got lost in the labyrinth of long hallways and open rooms. Eventually they found a steward to ask for directions and he guided them to the main hall. The table was long and piled with finger food down the center. Victor sat at the head speaking to an older gentleman on his right. Another couple sat several seats down from them, lost in their own conversation. Lola and Dante sat on Victor’s left.

Waiters quickly swooped in and took lunch orders. Food was served and Victor drew Dante and Lola into the conversation with the older man. Two young studs, twins, walked naked through the room, on their way to someplace else. Lola watched their muscular bodies and swinging cocks slapping their legs as they walked. She turned to her husband, grinning foolishly.

“Wow,” she said.

“You like that?” Dante asked.

“I just, you know, two of them. Brothers. Both big. A girl wonders.”

Victor signaled a waiter to invite the brothers to return.

“Reginald and Archie,” he told Lola. “I’ll introduce you.”

She blushed.

“Oh no,” she gasped. “I’ll be so embarrassed.”

The waiter returned with both young men. Victor made introductions. They shook hands with Dante and Lola and the four of them began to chat. Dante, seated, found himself almost face to face with twin hanging cocks. The men seemed oblivious to any discomfort they caused or any social decorum they violated. Nudity to them was natural and easy. They spoke freely, laughed easily, invited Dante and Lola to join them on the beach later that day. The conversation ended and they excused themselves.

Lola fanned her face after they left.

“What delightful young men,” she said.

Dante said nothing. Lola’s new openness about her sexuality still surprised him sometimes. He felt a little pinch of jealousy and intimidation, seeing his wife fawn over potential lovers, but he also felt that sense of arousal return. Their young and healthy cocks had been right in his face. He’d glanced at them often during the conversation, but only when he was sure he wouldn’t get caught. He knew those hanging tubes of flesh with fat mushroom heads would swell and stiffen if given the chance to fuck Lola. It was easy to imagine those cocks sliding into her. Too easy. He had to resist the urge to get hard.

The older gentleman stood and said his goodbyes. Dante was surprised the other couple had already left. Even the house staff had departed. He and Lola were alone with Victor now. Dante grew nervous but not for any reason he could name. The air itself seemed to be filling with tension, pressure growing as they sat eating in silence. Victor seemed amused.

“Life truly happens behind the scenes, yes?” he said.

“What do you mean?” Dante asked.

“Take this moment, for example. We sit and eat, surrounded by natural and architectural beauty. To an observer, we simply eat lunch together. But that’s not the truth. Right now, thoughts careen and pinwheel with our skulls. Lola wonders about the brothers she met but also about me and my intentions. She’s hopeful certain things will happen and hopes others do not. You, Dante, sit and fret very much in the same boat as she emotionally but worried about different things. Our real life, the one we care about, rages inside our head. Outwardly we are composed and almost bored, but that is far from the truth.”

“What are your intentions?” Dante asked, eager to force the situation.

Victor locked eyes with him.

“I’m going to fuck your wife,” he said. “But more importantly, you’re going to give her to me. That’s the part I love. Husbands entrenched in defiance, steadfast in their refusal, capitulating and handing over to me the loves of their lives. It’s delicious.”

“Don’t I get a say?” Lola asked.

“Of course,” Victor said. “You already did. Your moment has come and gone. You could have refused my invitation back at the club when Big Tom first introduced us, but you didn’t. You understood that transaction. You knew what was really taking place. We all knew what that exchange meant. You looked me over and decided you want me to fuck you. Everything else has been us working out the details.”

Lola laughed, feeling exposed.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s assume you’re right. How do I make that happen?”

Victor pushed away from the long table.

“You don’t. As I mentioned earlier, only Dante can.”

Victor wiped his mouth on his napkin and left the room.

“Cocky bastard,” Dante said.

“He’s right though,” she replied. “I do want him to fuck me.”

“He said I have to hand you over. What does he mean by that?”

“Good question. My instinct says it’s more than walking up and putting my hand in his. He’s a complicated man.”

“I get a sinister vibe from him.”

“Me too. Makes everything more exciting, doesn’t it?”

“No, it makes me nervous. I think he’s actually dangerous. I heard him on the phone days ago, ordering his men to casually ruin other people’s lives. He lives to conquer, whether that’s making money by liquidating someone’s business or taking a wife in front of her husband. He’s got a hard edge. Ruthless.”

“If we don’t like it, we can leave.”

“How? We need his pilot to get off this island.”

Lola fell silent, pondering. Then she smiled.

“I’ll need to keep him happy,” she said. “I’ll make it my job to please him.”

Dante looked around the spacious hall.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said. “How about a walk on the beach? Maybe we could circle the whole island?”

“Let’s go.”

Lola hugged her husband around the neck, kissing him playfully. He cupped her weighty breast, and she pushed it deeper into palm.

“I know you want to watch him fuck me,” she whispered hotly into her ear. “That’s our true life behind the scenes. He’s not wrong. Think about it. We both hope he has a big cock. We both hope he knows how to use it. I want him to leave me delirious and so do you. That’s our real life behind our public life. Admit it.”

She pressed her tit into his hand.

“Let’s go to the beach,” she purred. “I’ll suck you off as the sun sets.”

Dante took her hand. After a few steps, he paused.

“I think he bought you,” he said. “That was the real transaction back at the club. I saw Big Tom collect a suitcase full of cash. I assumed Victor was covering all the money Tom would lose while you were gone but now, I don’t think so. It was too much. I think Tom sold you to Victor.”

“Tom didn’t own me in the first place.”

“That’s not how these guys think, Baby. They live by their own rules. In their world, Victor owns you now. We are stuck on his island, aren’t we? He kind of owns us both at the moment.”

“Well, if that’s true, there’s nothing we can do right now. This only matters if he prevents us from leaving. Let’s face that problem then. I want to have fun now.”


Chapter 11

Lola woke wondering where she was, then remembered. Dante slept in the big bed next to her. She licked her lips, tasting his semen from hours earlier. Restless, too excited to sleep, she slipped from the bed and lifted her robe from the back of a chair. She looked down at her naked body and changed her mind, returning the robe to a wall hook. She decided to wander this massive palace like she’d seen others do, completely nude. She checked on Dante again, but her husband was out. She’d sucked him off down by the water and he’d cum so hard he’d almost fallen. She let him sleep.

Outside their room she picked a random direction and ambled off. The lights were dimmed throughout the estate, with only faint sounds from distant places reaching her. The cold marble floors felt good against her bare feet. Boldly walking around naked thrilled her. Some doors were closed but most were left open, reflecting the attitudes of the guest and Victor himself; nobody here had anything to hide. They dared anyone to challenge their way of living. She heard deep breathing from many rooms, heard someone making love under the covers in another.

At last, she wandered under an archway and down a long hall. She reached a heavy curtain. She heard soft moans and carefully pulled back the edge, peeking into the room beyond. What she saw fired her imagination and soaked her pussy.

A lovely woman about her own age but with long blonde hair, was on her knees straddling a device shaped like a padded log. Her wrists were tied with rope and her arms stretched directly above her. Replica penises curved up from the padded log, one, larger, rhythmically penetrated her pussy and another, slightly smaller, glided smoothly in and out of her ass. The woman’s nude body was coated in glistening oil. More oil dripped continuously from a spout hanging above. A red silk scarf circled her head, gagging her, turning her cries into mere soft moans. Her chest heaved as the dual cocks pumped her openings with relentless tempo.

Lola risked drawing the curtain back a little farther and discovered Victor sat on a large chair in front of the woman, watching her struggles. He was nude and stroked himself. Lola almost gasped out loud. Victor’s cock was long and thick, topped with a head as big as a plum.

Next to him sat a man, presumably the woman’s husband judging by his expressions of dismay, bound to another chair but with one arm left free, forced to watch his writhing wife. A low table sat close with paper and pen waiting.

The woman orgasmed long and loud, her cries smothered by her gag. Lola shivered. This was not an altogether terrible fate. Part of her felt revulsion at the wife’s loss of freedom, but some part of her wondered if she would enjoy trading places with the woman. She scrutinized the hapless victim again, noting the nipples stiff enough to cut glass, the gushing pussy forced to orgasm again and again, the beads of sweat mixed in with the glistening oil. She was being tortured, yes, but with more pleasure than she could handle, only to learn she could, in fact, handle a little more.

The twin cocks began to vibrate as they pumped and that was the last straw. The woman’s moan was loud and long. Lola watched in amazement as the woman’s body turned rigid and a climax rumbled through her.

“Enough,” the man said. “I’ll sign your fucking contract.”

Victor shook his head sadly.

“I warned you each phase would last thirty minutes. Sign if you wish but Alexis has more minutes to endure. I can’t stop it. I wouldn’t even if I could.”

Alexis screamed into the scarf, her body rocked by her most powerful orgasm yet. Her nipples strained to reach the ceiling. Her cunt gushed juice. The tormented husband watched helplessly as his pretty wife climaxed again, and then again.

“I suppose I could release her from the machine, but that would require special payment.”

“What?” the husband asked. “I’ll pay it. You know I have money.”

“I have money,” Victor brusquely replied. “What I don’t have is your obedience. You have defied me every step of the way. You know my feelings regarding loyalty and yet you repeatedly refuse my commands.”

“All right. I surrender. She’s been on that machine too long, Victor. You’re hurting her. Tell me what you want.”

Victor pressed a button on his chair and the bands holding the man released.

“You want your wife released? Suck my cock,” he told the man. “Swallow what I give you. Remember I told you everything is being recorded. Do that for me and I’ll know I can trust you.”

“What?”

“Suck. My. Cock. Make me cum and swallow every drop. By allowing me to record you, I receive a lever to control you. Suck me off and I’ll release Alexis early. Look how she suffers.”

Lola turned to look at Alexis at the same time as her husband. This was diabolical. She felt bad for the man but a wicked part of her wanted to see it. She wanted to see the man so bent to Victor’s will.

Alexis threw her head back as the vibration suddenly spiked. The pumping cocks began to vary their rhythm, randomly fucking her holes. She groaned and sagged against her restraints, defeated, but her body responded anyway, building towards another earthshattering climax. She whimpered, her eyes pleading with her husband.

“Decide, Bradon,” Victor taunted. “The next wave she endures will be devastating. I’ve seen this before.”

“You’re not actually hurting her,” Bradon whined, trying to find a way out. “She’ll be okay.”

Alexis howled into her gag, staring hard at her husband.

“All right!” he snapped, leaving his chair. “I’ll sign.”

“It’s too late for that,” Victor said, moving his hand to the root of his shaft and holding his big cock vertical, playfully wiggling the thing for good measure.

Bradon stared at the dick like it was a cobra. Alexis whimpered as the vibrations intensified again. Bradon wailed like a man who’d lost hope and then his shoulders sagged. He shuffled around to kneel between Victor’s knees. The older man grinned, knowing he’d won. He tipped his cock forward, pointing it at Bradon’s mouth, offering it, and waited. He glanced at the ceiling and Lola followed his line of sight, noting where the hidden camera must be and wondering if the angle had captured her a little as well.

Bradon bowed his head and opened his mouth. Lola watched as the man drew closer with agonizing slowness. Her lips parted in empathy as his lips drew closer and then the moment arrived. Lola could almost feel that big cock enter her own mouth as Bradon slipped the head onto his tongue and closed his lips around the shaft.

“Best add your hands,” Victor advised. “You want me to cum as quickly as possible, don’t you? You don’t want to suck me for an hour, right?”

Bradon stacked his hands around the shaft and began to stroke.

“I’m an old man,” Victor chuckled. “You’ll need to work a little to get me there.”

Lola could not believe what her eyes showed her. Bradon began to suck more energetically, slurping and stroking in an effort to make Victor climax. She felt bad for the guy but also a little envious and also a little aroused by his total submission.

He loves his wife very much, she thought. He must.

He was mechanical, bobbing his head and jerking his hands. Victor chastised the man, forcing Bradon to think about what he was doing and how to give Victor more pleasure. He took several minutes to figure it all out, but then he was sucking like a good little slut. Lola reached for her pussy. Bradon circled the large head with his wet tongue, teasing, remembering every blowjob he’d ever received and what felt best. He took as many inches as he could down his throat and then vacuumed the shaft, gagging, before slurping all the way up as he withdrew.

“Excellent,” Victor chuckled. “Don’t neglect my balls.”

Bradon dipped under, lapping at the twin orbs in their large sack. His hands worked the length of the man while his busy tongue kept everything wet and slippery. Alexis whimpered when a series of random pulsations overstimulated her and Bradon threw himself into his task with renewed vigor.

“It’s working,” Victor said. “You’re getting me closer.”

Bradon timed his strokes, drawing his hands up Victor’s shaft at the same time he sucked hard, and his tongue teased the head. Victor had started to leak precum, giving Bradon a hint of what was to come. He worked Victor enthusiastically, actually trying to make the man orgasm. Victor chuckled again, admiring the effort.

“Good boy,” he said, lifting his hips slightly.

Lola rubbed her pussy. Victor was getting close, and she couldn’t wait to see him climax. The scene was sexy and provocative and far outside anything she’d ever seen. Bradon sucked hard, cheeks dented, hands stroking as he tried to will Victor’s sperm up the shaft.

“Here it comes,” Victor murmured. “Close. Closer. Ungh!”

Bradon grunted as the first blast hit the back of his throat. Victor rested a hand on the man’s head in case he tried to pull away, but Bradon was invested now, going all the way, doing the job right. Victor gushed another huge bolt of semen and Bradon swallowed. Lola was close to orgasm. She watched this man suck cock like his life depended on it, but it didn’t. She desperately wished it was her on her knees sucking to save Dante. She thought about barging into the room and knocking Bradon out of the way, just to feel that magnificent penis throbbing in her mouth.

She took her hand away from her pussy. She’d make noise if she came and she’d get caught. She watched Victor keep Bradon in place as his penis emptied and slowly deflated inside the man’s mouth until he finally allowed his subordinate to back away. Bradon wiped his lips and turned to his wife.

Victor gestured to someone hidden in shadows and a man in a suit emerged from the darkness. He carried a silver tray of various glittering instruments. Two men in suits accompanied him.

“What are you doing?” Bradon asked. “I did as you demanded. Leave her alone. Set her free.”

The men in suits grabbed Bradon. Alexis opened bleary eyes, dull, at first, until she saw what the tray carried. She tugged hard on her shackles, ignoring, for the moment, the twin pistons fucking her. The man stepped close and sat the tray down. He plucked an odd syringe and fitted a needle. Alexis tried to back away but there was nowhere for her to go. The man grabbed her breast and with a practiced hand, pierced her stiff nipple, inserting a small silver rod to which he casually attached tiny balls at each end. Alexies wailed at the pain, struggling uselessly. The man admired the little dumbbell, smaller than an ant, and then grabbed her other breast and did the same. The scarf absorbed most of Alexis’s scream but not all.

“Stop it!” Bradon howled. “I sucked your cock. Leave her alone.”

“Your oral punishment was for previous transgressions,” Victor explained. “What I do now I do to remind you, remind you to behave and remind you that before I put a load in your stomach, I put a bigger one in your wife’s womb, at her request.”

Bradon threw his head back in a silent scream, overcome with anguish. Alexis panted as the pain faded, and the merciless machine tortured her holes. Lola was out of breath too. The whole scene had her hot and horny. The small dumbbells glittered like jewelry, mementos of the crazy night Bradon first sucked cock. Alexis moaned as another orgasm started to build.

“Let her cum,” Victor told the man in the suit. “After, take them both to bed.”

“Yes sir.”

Victor turned his attention to Bradon again.

“Sign,” he commanded, and the men led Bradon to the small table where he scrawled his signature. “I expect no more problems from you, Bradon. I own you and we both know it. Do your job and none of what happened here tonight will ever see daylight. Fail me, and your degradation will flood the Internet for family and friends and colleagues to see.”

Lola backed away silently. Victor was a bastard, but she found him more desirable now than before. She couldn’t get the image of his beckoning cock out of her mind. That helmeted shaft had risen from his lap like a magic totem. Hard penises called to her. She felt drawn to them. She needed release so she headed back to the room she shared with Dante.

I’m going to suck him off again, she thought, hurrying. Then I’m going to pick the perfect time to tell him to give me to Victor.


Chapter 12

“There’s another one,” Dante said.

Lola lifted her head as a nude and sexy redheaded woman walked by. The woman’s vulva was bald and just above her clit was the same small tattoo Victor had shown Lola on the helicopter.

“He’s a megalomaniac,” Dante continued. “He marks every woman he fucks.”

“You don’t know that Victor’s had sex with all of them,” Lola said. “Maybe they just like the way the tat looks. I think it’s cool.”

“You asked for it, but he told you to wait.”

“We’re waiting for the tattoo artist.”

Dante shook his head.

“He’s waiting until after he fucks you. Trust me. He’s trying to wear me down, break my will.”

“So dramatic.”

She had not mentioned her late night excursion and what she’d seen. She lowered her head to the lounge again. The heat was intense as they lay by the huge pool. Lola had shed her clothes easily, but Dante had taken an hour to strip. What finally convinced him was the fact he was the only person still dressed. People were scattered around, enjoying the ocean view all the way to the horizon, relaxing in the hot sun, drinking, talking, and dozing. They were of all ages and body types, and everyone seemed to get along. Some were social and some were private. Lola had wandered earlier, introducing herself and making friends, enjoying the thrill of walking around nude, but Dante was sullen, sticking to his lounge chair and drifting in and out of sleep. Lola had awakened him last night with a second blowjob and he was dead tired.

“There’s another one,” Dante said.

Lola lifted her head to see.

Alexis. Nude. Blonde and pretty. She looked tired but still beautiful, a fresh black tattoo just above her bald slit. Bradon, also nude, walked beside her, and Lola couldn’t help but picture Victor’s cock in his mouth. The man had gulped hot semen straight from the source just hours ago.

Her eyes darted back to the tat. The tat that hadn’t been there while she was being sexually tortured. If the artist was on the island, then perhaps Dante had a point: Victor didn’t mark his women until after he’d fucked them. She imagined herself under Victor, reaching down to guide his big stiff dick in. His age didn’t bother her at all. He was lean, but more importantly, he was powerful. The thought of him wanting her so much his dick turned to stone soaked her pussy. She checked to make sure Dante’s eyes were closed and then slipped a finger down to check. Yup.

Images from last night drifted through her mind. Not just Victor erect, but also Bradon sucking and Alexis cumming and cumming. They’d taken two lounge chairs nearby, unaware of what Lola knew about them. She narrowed her eyes to slits, pretending to sleep, watching discreetly, studying the couple. She wondered what the document was and what he signed over to Victor. They seemed happy despite their arduous evening. A bit tired but that was to be expected. Lola turned her full attention on Alexis, remembering how the bound woman had climaxed again and again, each one harder than the one before. One of the replica penises had been inserted in her ass. Nothing had ever been inserted in Lola’s ass except the tip of Ace’s thumb. Alexis obviously felt intense pleasure and Lola wondered if she should ask Dante to play around back there, maybe insert something bigger than the tip of a finger. The woman had a pretty face and beautiful body. It was obvious why Victor wanted to add her to his harem.

Bradon showed subtle signs of shame. His humiliation last night was terrible. Lola almost felt bad for him and would have if the sight had not been so arousing. It hadn’t been gay sex she witnessed. It had been dominating sex. Victor used his big penis to disgrace Bradon, to clearly establish his superiority. Victor had no desire for sex with men, his lust was all about power and Bradon’s inability to fight back.

“Excuse me?” a deep voice said.

Lola and Dante looked up into the bright sun. A suit-wearing soldier leaned over their chairs.

“What’s up?” Dante asked.

“Mister Victor will see you now,” the man said.

“Does it have to be now?” Dante complained. “We just got comfortable.”

The man said nothing. Lola reached for her beach bag, but the man stopped her with an open palm.

“Mister Victor requires Dante only,” he said.

Lola relaxed but Dante did not move. The man in the suit waited. Several heartbeats later he still waited.

“Okay, fine,” Dante snarled. “I’ll come when summoned.”

The stoic man stepped aside to allow Dante to pass and then fell into step behind him. Once they entered the mansion he gave single word directions: left, left, right, straight. Soon they stood in front of a large door. The man opened it and ushered Dante inside. Victor sat at a large table inside an office, speaking on the phone. The walls were covered with dry erase boards covered with scrawled notes. Dante glanced at what was written there and realized Victor was involved in every kind of business all around the world. He listened to Victor speak and heard him switch from English to Farsi to Spanish flawlessly. He held up a finger, finished his conversation, and sat the phone face down. He met Dante’s stare.

“Give her to me,” Victor said.

“What? No. She’s my wife.”

Victor gestured and another suited-soldier approached with files. He sat the stack in front of Victor and backed away. The soldier’s coat swung open and Dante saw a large black pistol holstered under his arm.

Victor lifted the top file and opened it. He removed the top sheet, an eight by ten glossy photograph of an attractive brunette woman. He slid the photo across the table to Dante who looked down at it. His face sagged.

“You fucked that woman three times during your stay in Memphis,” Victor declared. “You told Lola you had sales meetings but those finished early and yet you stayed.” He lifted another photograph from the file and slid it across the table. A redhead. “You spent five days with this one in a motel room in Los Angeles, ordering pizza. You told Lola you had a hot lead.”

Dante pulled out a chair to sit.

“I did not invite you to sit,” Victor snapped.

He withdrew a sheet of paper filled with columns of numbers.

“You lost over ten thousand dollars at blackjack in Atlantic City. You told Lola you had emergency dental work done.”

“What is all this?” Dante asked.

“You’re a piece of shit, Dante. Lola deserves so much better than you.”

“I’ve changed. I recognized I neglected her, and I apologized. She forgave me. She still has some resentment and we’re working through all that, but she forgave me.”

“She can’t forgive the things she knows nothing about.”

“I’m not that guy anymore.”

“You’re dodging responsibility. You haven’t changed at all. You’ve become better at hiding. It’s no coincidence you became remorseful only after Lola started bringing money in via the bookstore.”

“You think that’s why I came home?”

“I don’t care why you did.”

“You can’t have her.”

Victor eased the stack of files across the table.

“Have a look,” he said.

Dante moved some folders around, opening each and glancing through the incriminating pages. Every sin he’d ever committed against his marriage to Lola had been discovered and printed out in black and white. His expression looked like a man tasting something sour.

“You’re a bastard,” he said.

“I am,” Victor easily admitted. “But I’m a filthy rich bastard with a sense of direction. You’re a lost bastard with a diamond in your pocket. I acquire diamonds.”

“You plan on taking her.”

Victor shook his head.

“No, I plan on telling her. I don’t need to take her. You’ll give her to me, or you’ll lose her forever. I don’t want a wife. I just want your woman.”

“Why? You can have any woman you want.”

Victor laughed.

“I do,” he said. “I do have every woman I want. Now I want yours and I’ll have her, too. Like I said, you’ll hand her to me. You’ll hand her to me to save your own skin, putting yourself first, just like you always have.”

Dante slumped in his chair.

“What do I get out of this?”

Victor stood, meeting over.

“You get to keep her. You get to stay married and live your life. Do as I say and you can go on as you’ve been going on, I don’t care. I’m not trying to right any wrongs here. I just want to take her from you. You’ll sign some papers that acknowledge our arrangement with a promise to abide.”

“You enjoy breaking men as much as you enjoy stealing their women.”

Victor leaned across the table.

“I’m not stealing. You’re handing her over. That’s the rush. I’ve met men more stubborn than you. I made one suck my cock last night. He swallowed every drop. This isn’t breaking. That’s breaking. I have a lot more I can do to you before we get to that. Gaston will present you with a legal document after I leave. Sign it. Don’t make me escalate things. Tonight, you will bathe Lola in preparation for bringing her to me and handing her over. Gaston will deliver a dress for her to wear when she comes to me. Your heart will break to see her so beautiful. Good. You deserve it.”

Dante hung his head. The files stared back at him. Victor took a step to leave then turned.

“Just so you know, I’m hoping you fight. I love it when the husband fights. You’ll lose, and your punishment will be so much worse. You have no idea what I’m capable of. Resist and find out.”

Victor left the room and Gaston, the soldier wearing a suit, came forward. He dropped a document in front of Dante and placed a pen near the bottom. Dante lifted the paper and began to read.

“This says I grant full conjugal rights to Victor and relinquish any right to sue. I’m surprised there’s nothing about nondisclosure.”

“He needs no nondisclosure. Husbands do not talk about the men they allow to fuck their wife.”

Dante looked down.

“Fair point. You like doing this to people?”

Gaston laughed.

“You did this to yourself. Victor merely takes advantage. If you are truly remorseful, confess everything to Lola and steal the power Victor has over you.”

“She’ll divorce me. I’ll get nothing.”

“Then you continue to place yourself above her. You deserve nothing. All you have, you have through deceit.”

Dante grabbed the pen and signed.

“Did he really make some guy suck his cock?”

“Yes,” Gaston said, collecting the document. “I’ve seen him do worse. He can be quite creative.”

Dante wanted to ask but thought better of it. Better to leave and get this all behind him, better to get back to the pool and Lola.


Chapter 13

The knock on the door startled them both. Dante answered and Gaston presented a beautifully wrapped box. He left without speaking. Dante brought the box to his wife.

“What is it?” Lola asked.

Dante shrugged. Lola sat the box on the bed and tore through the wrapping paper. She lifted the lid and withdrew a shimmering Mother-of-Pearl gossamer gown. She slipped a hand under to test how transparent the dress was and lifted wide eyes to Dante. She held the dress up noting the plunging neckline and backless style.

“Definitely no bra,” she mused. “Probably no panties either. This is fit for a goddess. Why did Victor send it to me?” She pulled an envelope from the box and read the card within. “It’s a dinner invitation. Formal.” She lifted her eyes to Dante again. “You’re not invited. He wants you to help me get ready but says you’re not to touch me sexually. This guy is bold. What makes him think he can boss my husband around?”

“Years of everybody obeying him, I guess.”

She lifted the dress again, clearly dazzled by the garment’s beauty.

“I’ll be soaked wearing this,” she murmured. “Do you think he’ll try something? Will other people be there? I wonder why you can’t come.”

For half a second, Dante considered revealing everything, every sin he’d ever committed, every act of faithlessness he’d perpetrated on his marriage to her. It was too much. He’d been a terrible husband for many years.

“He wants you for himself, I’d guess.”

She eyed her husband.

“He predicted you’d give me to him. Is this you giving me to him? Are you handing your wife over to another man, a man you full well know wants to fuck her?”

Dante shuffled uncomfortably. How could he say yes without revealing the reasons why?

“I know it’s what you want,” he said.

“What about what you want?”

“I want to make you happy.”

She stepped closer, looking up into his face.

“Are you telling me I can fuck him?”

“I’m saying you can if that’s what you want.”

She studied her husband’s face.

“There’s something you’re not telling me,” she said. “What was your meeting about this afternoon? Why did he want to speak to you? What was discussed?”

“He asked if I like deep sea fishing,” Dante lied. “They go out on boats and fish on the open ocean. I declined.”

“Smart. Who needs rough seas in their life?”

He caught her double meaning.

“Precisely.”

“I should start getting ready. The invitation says dinner is served soon. I want to be worthy of a dress like this. Can you stand helping me shower, helping me with my hair and makeup, all without touching me?”

“It will drive me crazy.”

“That’s his goal. Maybe you should have accepted the fishing invitation.”

He chuckled without mirth. She knew they were leaving things unsaid, and she knew he knew it. The moment felt awkward, and she wondered if that too was Victor’s goal: drive a wedge between the happily married couple. The man loved to use his power to fuck with people. She took Dante’s hand and guided him to the huge bathroom. They stripped and stepped into the shower, enjoying the warm spray. He reached for her, but she turned slightly, steering his hand to her back, avoiding his hand caressing her breast. Victor’s instructions had been clear, and she’d decided to play along. This was an opportunity to tease her husband. Dante would be hard the entire time she was with Victor and that’s what she wanted.

“You’ll fuck my brains out when I get back,” she murmured.

“Count on it,” he growled.

A thrill ran through her. Their sex life was so much better now. She’d shattered her personal prison and discovered a huge and beautiful world outside the walls, but Dante’s new passion was the biggest surprise. She’d taken several lovers, and he craved her more after each one. What would he be like after she’d been with Victor? She grinned, lost in thought.

“What’s funny?” he asked, lathering his hands.

She turned coy.

“I was just thinking how I’ve never been happier. Our marriage is better now. I think we’re closer. Don’t you agree?”

“I do.”

“It’s crazy,” Lola said. “How did me having sex with other men bring us together?”

“I don’t actually want you to have sex with another man this time. I don’t like Victor. I don’t trust him.”

“I know you don’t, Baby. On the other hand, I find his remarkably attractive.”

Dante grabbed a luffa and began washing her back. His gaze followed the gentle curves of her womanly body, knowing Victor’s hands would soon follow those same curves. Dante scrutinized every inch: the swell of her breasts, the round firmness of her ass. Victor would kiss and touch her everywhere.

Dante’s penis began to rise.

Soapy water dribbled from her nipples and her butt. Dante’s mouth watered. She looked so sexy. She felt his eyes on her and posed a little, giggling playfully as she teased her husband. He rested his hands on her shoulders and stared at his wife in the huge mirror outside the shower. Her dark hair hung down her back, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of anticipation and nervousness.

"You look stunning, Lola," he murmured, his voice low and intimate.

She turned to face him, her heart racing.

"Do you really think so? Victor is so intimidating. I know he wants me, and I feel myself using that desire as a shield, if that makes sense. I’m safe behind his lust. I need to be as pretty as possible for him. I want to impress."

Dante kissed the soft skin of her neck.

"You have nothing to worry about. You're the most beautiful woman in the world to me, and I'm sure Victor will think so too."

He gently drew his fingertips down her spine, then traced the bow of her ass, dipping his touch between her cheeks and brushing her outer lips. She turned her butt away, denying him, taunting him. She noticed his rising penis for the first time.

“Naughty boy,” she said. “You know the rules he gave us. Put that away.”

“I can’t help it. You look amazing.”

“I think it’s knowing Victor will soon have his hands all over me that’s making you hard, not how I look.”

“Maybe it’s both?”

She lifted on her toes to kiss him, holding her body away.

“I can’t wait for you to fuck me later,” she said.

Lola looked at herself in the outside mirror. Dante’s stiff cock sent an electric charge through her, like she could control any man with her looks. She felt a rush of eagerness to test that on Victor.

"Remember, I’m right down the hall," Dante whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. "If at any point you want to stop, stop. I'll be right here, waiting for you."

“Are you worried I’ll enjoy it too much?” she chuckled.

“Yes.”

“Me too.”

His soapy hands traveled her body, trying to avoid anything sexual but occasionally failing. Within minutes he had her writhing. She was hot for cock, knowing Victor was only minutes away now.

“He should wear a condom,” Dante whispered.

“I’d prefer he didn’t,” Lola whispered back, lifting her ass as her husband’s hand ducked under.

Dante’s hard dick poked her leg. She opened her eyes and looked down and then squatted in the shower, her face inches away. Dante froze, hoping against hope she violated Victor’s rules. Lola tilted her head, examining her husband’s erection one slow inch at a time but never touching him.

“The effect on you is amazing,” she muttered. “Untouched. This kink can get you hard without being touched. Nothing else does that to you.”

Dante surged harder than ever, a purple tube, pulsating under hot water. Lola moved to face the tip and opened her mouth, teasing him, daring him to try. Dante used all his self-control, waiting for her to put him in her mouth. She did not. His cock oozed a droplet of precum, but the spray of water washed it away. Lola stood.

“I think we’re clean,” she said. “Let’s pour me into that dress.”

The next hour was the longest of Dante’s life. He fetched mascara when she asked and brought her a glass of wine. Lola slowly transformed before his eyes into the sexiest version of her he’d ever seen. His penis refused to go soft, and he was forced to walk around helping her get ready while hard as iron. Lola giggled with delight. At last, he held the dress Victor had sent and Lola stepped into it. Dante drew the zipper and then stepped back to see their creation.

Lola was breathtaking, stunning, gorgeous in every way. The light of anticipation shined from her eyes. The hint of her naked body beneath the dress drove Dante insane. He stroked his dick a few times and she caught him.

“Don’t you dare,” she warned. “You save that for me. Who knows? Victor and I may simply have dinner, and I come back ready for sex. You keep that penis hard for me. I may need to use it.”

She checked herself in the mirror one last time and kissed his cheek. He walked her to the door. He opened it to let her out and watched as she vanished down the hall. He closed the door and groaned from deep in his soul.

What have I done? he wondered. I handed her over without a fight, just as he predicted. I helped make her as desirable as possible and then sent her into the arms of another man. God help me.
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Chapter 1

Lola checked herself in the mirror one last time and kissed his cheek. Dante walked her to the door. He opened it to let her out and watched as she vanished down the hall. He closed the door and groaned from deep in his soul.

What have I done? he wondered. I handed her over without a fight, just as he predicted. I helped make her as desirable as possible and then sent her into the arms of another man. God help me.

He leaned his back against the door, consumed by angst. This was not like the other times he’d willingly shared her. This was not being done with him. This was being done to him, and he had to take it. His own cowardice shamed him. He could reveal the lies and steal Victor’s power, but he didn’t. He couldn’t. A host of reasons stopped him, foremost among them the loss of his marriage. Lola was the prettiest girl he ever dated. He knew he scored above his standing. Then these recent changes had made her even more desirable. How could he give all that up now that it was so good? So much better?

A knock on the door sent his heart soaring. She’d changed her mind. She’d decided Victor was too arrogant, too cocky. She preferred humble men, like him. He fumbled with the doorknob, unable to open the door fast enough. He jerked the knob, swung the door wide, a huge grin spreading across his face.

Gaston, with two other burly men.

No words were spoken. The men seized Dante’s arms and Gaston pressed a rag smelling of evergreen over Dante’s nose and mouth. A sharp intake of breath to shout sent Dante’s mind spinning. Blackness opened beneath his feet, and he found himself looking down into a well. Gravity changed direction and then changed again and then it didn’t matter because he closed his eyes and went to sleep.


Chapter 2

Men in suits escorted Lola into the dining hall. The long table was piled with anything she might want, but she wasn’t hungry. Not for food anyway. An intimate meeting with Victor had been spiraling closer and closer since the day she met him and now she was ready. She’d seen him in action and his fierceness intrigued her. He frightened her a little too, but that only added to his allure. He seemed capable of anything. But he was fit and hung and confident, and she wanted to have him.

Victor, dressed in a jet-black tuxedo, sat waiting but stood when she entered, delight and surprise obvious on his face.

“I knew you would look stunning in that dress,” he said. “But I underestimated just how gorgeous you’d be.” He waved his soldiers away. “Come, Lola. Sit. Let us dine and chat.”

Lola aimed for the seat he offered but flew past. His eyes devoured every inch of her with a look that made her heart race. She’d engaged with other men for her husband, but Dante was far from her mind right now. Victor was for her alone. She wanted the man and Dante’s wishes did not matter tonight. This time was all for her. For the first time ever, she truly felt like she was cheating, and the added thrill intoxicated her.

Victor took her into his arms, and they kissed deeply. He held her close, and she felt him grow hard against her stomach. His kisses were fueled by real passion. Not merely lust, but also a desire for who she was. The connection filled her with euphoria. When her hand drifted down to squeeze his fat shaft through his slacks, she couldn’t stop it.

“Please don’t think less of me,” she murmured.

“Never. I’m relieved your desire for me matches my desire for you.”

She found his zipper and freed his growing cock. There will be no seven-course meal served tonight. At least not right now. The head poked through the fly of his boxers and slid out to fill her palm. The hot skin and pulsing heartbeat drove her crazy. At some point in the recent past, she’d acquired a fetish for big thick cocks, and the rush she felt in that moment threatened to tip her over. She was saved when Victor broke their kissing to spin her around, hot breath on her neck. He grabbed her three-thousand-dollar dress and ripped it open from nape to ass. Lola gasped at his ferocity and then gasped again as his throbbing cock slid through the gap between her thighs.

“I’ll buy you another dress,” he hissed, chin resting below her ear. “I’ll buy you anything you want.”

She reached down in front and cradled the large head and several inches jutting through. She ran her fingertips over him, learning his shape, exciting herself with his size. She was going to feel that beast when he pushed it all the way up inside her.

“I’m soaked,” she groaned. “I’m already soaked.”

“Good. I’m hard as glass. You’ve got me diamond hard. I’ve had a lot of women, but I’ve never wanted one as badly as I want you.”

He tore the last threads binding the dress and pushed it forward off her shoulders. It landed in a heap at her feet. He began to saw his cock across her pussy, splitting her labia and gliding over her clit. Her soft moans told him he’d found the right spot. His hands roamed her smooth skin, caressing her back, dipping under her arms to cup her full breasts. He dragged her stiff nipples against his palms. He showered her neck and ears with soft warm kisses. Sometimes, as he slowly pumped his hips, the tip of his cock snagged her clit. She’d gasp and wiggle her ass trying to capture him.

“I need you inside me,” she finally groaned. “I ache.”

“I want you to guide me in.”

She allowed him to piston over her pussy lips several more times but then she could delay no longer. She rose on her toes and tilted her pelvis and placed her fingers under the head. When next he thrust forward, his big cock split her inner lips and forced her pussy wide, sinking inches. Lola gasped at his size.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Don’t.”

He held her shoulders and flexed his ass and hard inches penetrated deeper. Her head rolled around, her jaw went slack. He tightened his ass again and drove his cock all the way in, surging against her cervix and forcing another deep groan from her.

“There are things I want to do to you,” he whispered hotly.

“Do them,” she gasped.

“Not here. I have a special room prepared.”

She barely heard him. His fat cock forced her pussy wider in every direction. The pressure against her cervix changed from uncomfortable to fantastic. He held himself fully embedded, filling her tight cunt to overflowing with hard cock, and allowed her to bathe in the sensations.

He withdrew slowly and her disappointment soared.

“Noooo! Why? Come back.”

He quickly stripped and then took her hand, leading her out of the dining hall. He stayed hard, his large, curved cock pointing the way. They entered a room with tables and stylized chairs, each designed for a specific purpose, but what those purposes were, Lola couldn’t tell. The surrounding walls were shrouded in darkness. Victor climbed steps onto a large table and lay flat on his back. He motioned for Lola to join him, and she did.

“You on top,” he said, pressing his thumb to hold his erection straight up.

Lola stepped over the prone man, gazing down at the stiff dick which awaited. He looked too big from this angle, but she discovered her worries had changed to excitement. She wanted him too big to take. She spread her pussy lips with two fingers and bent her knees, gradually bringing her cunt closer. He speared her and she exhaled, sinking onto him, marveling at how it felt to be truly and fully filled. She paused there, savoring the sensations, and then began to rise and fall slightly.

“You feel so good,” she murmured. “You’ll make me cum fast.”

“Can you save it?”

She gave him a funny look.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean can you hold back? Can you turn yourself loose when you’re finally ready to explode?”

“Probably. But I’m a woman. Why not let it happen? I can always cum again.”

Victor chuckled.

“That’s what I’m hoping for. I have many more surprises in store.”

“Like what?”

He sent blood surging into his cock, expanding the large phallus inside her. Lola gasped and leaned back, her hands next to his ankles.

“I want you to take my tattoo now,” he said.

“Now?”

“Yes. While I’m inside you. The tat carries a special meaning for me. With a little luck, we might make you cum as you’re getting it. I’m told the mix of pleasure and pain results in pleasure like nothing else. Will you trust me? Will you take my mark?”

Lola was nervous. His cock inside felt amazing but she doubted his words. How could something so painful result in pleasure?

“I want to bear your mark,” she said. “But I’m afraid it will hurt too much.”

“Will you trust me?”

She studied his face. She saw the sincerity. He’d done this before, many times, with other women. He knew what he was talking about.

“All right,” she relented.

“Excellent. Start fucking me. Don’t be alarmed by what happens next.”


Chapter 3

Lola began pumping her hips, dragging her tight wet pussy up and down his rigid pole. This was certainly not the sex she’d expected with him, but it still felt incredible.

The lights around them gradually grew brighter. She discovered they had an audience. One wall was glass and people she’d seen around the mansion and on the beach sat and watched. Then doors opened in the distance and two soldiers wearing suits marched another man, nude, between them. Lola gasped when she saw Dante gagged, his hands tied behind his back. They led him to a large empty chair and dropped him into it. The men cuffed his ankles to the chair.

Dante’s head swept the scene, quickly realizing what went on around him. He met Lola’s gaze and then his eyes traveled over her body. She sat atop Victor and Dante had no doubt the man was erect and already buried deep in his wife. He tried to speak around his gag. Lola remembered the scene she’d stumbled across and wondered if Dante would be forced to suck Victor’s cock. She hoped not. It had been hot to see Bradon forced to do so but she wouldn’t like that kind of humiliation for Dante.

A smiling man approached, and a tattoo gun slowly descended from the ceiling. Lola felt her mouth go dry. She focused on that fat cock inside her and ground her hips against Victor’s. The artist approached and examined her vulva, smoothing the skin just above her slit with his thumb. She glanced at the audience, secretly thrilled to be on stage again. She rocked her hips with tiny motions, rubbing her clit against his pubic bone.

The buzz of the tat gun startled her. The bite of the needle hurt. For a moment she thought about refusing, but then something surprising happened. Victor was right. With sexual arousal came an increase in pain tolerance. Her threshold soared. The needle bit and vibrated and she pressed her cunt down around Victor harder, gasping at the two sensations blended into one. Victor looked up at her, his eyes filled with pride. The artist worked quickly. Lola felt the first stirrings of a climax centered deep in her womb, not her clitoris like usual. She gasped at this more powerful pleasure. Victor knew when the realization hit her and sent another surge of blood to expand his cock.

“Ready for the next surprise?” he asked.

She couldn’t answer. Her clit was also involved now, waves of orgasmic pleasure building one atop the next. She nodded, breathing fast.

Another man approached carrying a tray. Lola recognized this man and his tray. She’d watched him pierce the nipples of the pretty blonde wife, Alexis. Lola slowly understood he was here to do the same to her but instead of panic, she arched her back and lifted her big breasts towards the ceiling, offering herself to the man.

“Good girl,” Victor hummed.

The man stepped close and sat the tray down. He plucked a syringe and fitted a needle on the end. Lola’s eyes went big watching him work, but she refused to back down. Victor’s cock filling her insides, combined with the vibrations and piercing sensations of the tattoo gun, had her barely clinging to reality. The orgasm building inside her had already reached epic proportions, threatening to burst through the dam and swamp her. Her eyes darted to her bound husband and then to the man holding the syringe.

“Do it!” she rasped.

The man grabbed her breast and squeezed, elevating her stiff areola. He placed the tool and pressed the plunger, and a shiny silver needle pierced Lola’s nipple. Lola cried out but the searing pain only mixed with the other sensations coursing through her, forming a strange new pleasure. She fought hard to hold her orgasm at bay. He quickly inserted a thin silver rod and attached tiny sterling balls at each end. Before she could collect herself, he grabbed her other breast and did the same, ripping another cry from her. He backed away to admire his handiwork. Lola was sweating and panting, assaulted on every side. Victor’s cock had never felt bigger, and she realized her cunt was squeezing him like a fist. She rocked her hips a little harder.

“Almost finished,” the tattoo artist said.

Lola felt her climax catch and take hold. She felt the spread travel through her bones. There was no stopping it now. Her aching nipples fed her arousal, and the vibrating tattoo gun was sending her into the heavens.

“Now,” she hissed.

“Almost,” the artist insisted.

Too late, the dam burst. Lola wailed and then screamed as the needle did the last of its work and her orgasm seized her whole body and shook her. Dante watched in awe as his wife’s pleasure shot skyward, cumming harder than he’d ever seen her cum. She howled as her cunt gripped Victor like a fist. The artist finished his symbol and withdrew the needle into the gun, but left the vibration on, moving closer to her clit. Lola screamed as her most powerful climax ever, turned her mind to mush and ignited every nerve in her body. She felt a tsunami of pleasure crash, pouring over her from her head to her feet. Each time she thought she’d peaked, a new wave took her higher. She looked down at the bouncing, glittering dumbbells adorning her tortured nipples and delighted in who she was becoming.  Her head filled with red roaring noise, and she would have toppled from the table if Victor hadn’t held her steady.

Dante could not look away. Victor had truly conquered and stolen Lola from him. Lola climaxed for a long, long time. The artist withdrew his vibrating gun and stepped away. The man that pierced her nipples exited the room. Lola was weak and dazed when Victor started slow-pumping his cock into her from below. She needed to lie on his chest, unable to support herself anymore.  He let her rest, fucking her tight pussy with slow, shallow strokes.

Eventually she recovered enough that they began to kiss again, slow, meaningful kisses from the heart. She felt herself connected to Victor now. They’d shared something which bonded them to each other. Victor spoke a few words and Lola nodded before she pulled herself off his hard cock and left the elevated table. She crawled onto Dante’s lap, her face inches from his. She kissed her husband as Victor approached her from behind.

“He’s going to claim my ass,” she told Dante. “Ace used his thumb up there a little but other than that, no man has ever taken me that way, not even you, Baby. I want Victor to have it. I’m giving my ass to him.”

Dante yelled into his gag, but they ignored him. From behind, Victor placed his large cock head at her puckered opening. She was slick from copious pussy juice and Victor spread it around, wetting the head of his penis. He began kissing the small of her back, starting low and climbing towards her neck. As he moved higher, the pressure at her sphincter grew.

“I’m scared,” she told her husband. “I’m nervous, like the first time you ever kissed me. My heart is pounding, and I can feel the big head pushing harder every second. Oh my God, Honey. His cock is going to slide up my ass. I’ll be one of those women. His dick is so slippery. I feel my ring starting to spread. I’m talking so fast because I’m nervous, but it feels good. I’m so excited, I’m dizzy. Oh! There he goes a little deeper. God! This is intense. Oh, Baby, he’s entering me now. I feel my butthole spreading around him. Ungh! God! His cock feels huge. I need to relax and let him take me.”

Victor kissed higher and she gasped as her asshole flowered, slithering around his cock head, enveloping his penis like a blanket, swaddling his dick in a tight ring. Lola groaned. Victor invaded slowly, creeping forward.

“Oh, Dante,” she moaned. “His cock is in me. I’ve never even thought about anal sex. This is such a big step for me. A man is fucking my ass, Baby! My ass! I’m taking cock in my ass. Let’s keep that opening special. Only Victor gets to have me this way. Maybe a few others. But not my husband. Ungh. I’m a good girl for my husband. I’m a bad girl for my lovers. Jesus. His cock feels so big, Baby. He’s massive. He’s spreading my butthole wide as he moves deeper.”

She closed her eyes, lost in the sensations, allowing herself to experience the new pleasures fully. She gasped when he hurt her a little, but he slowed and withdrew before inching forward and Lola gasped again, surprised by the initial discomfort but astonished by the strange mix of pleasure and pain. He kissed higher, nibbling her ear, and more inches crept inside. Her astonished expression melted into pleasure; gratified that Victor was claiming her this way.

Dante looked into his wife’s eyes and saw the wild excitement there. His penis began to rise despite his predicament. Lola ass-fucked for the first time ever and it was happening right in front of him, on his lap. She balanced her hands on his shoulders and her knees on the padded arms of the big chair, dangling her newly pierced tits in his face, knowing the gag prevented him even kissing them. Victor withdrew a few inches and easily slid back in. Lola shuddered and groaned, and blood surged to Dante’s dick. She looked so hot!

Lola rotated her ass, easing backward. The pain was gone now, and she relaxed and accepted Victor’s fat penis. He gave her a kind of pleasure she’d never known. Much of her excitement came from knowing what she did. She was giving this man her virgin hole. It thrilled her to please him, but it also thrilled her to be that kind of woman. He’d conquered her pussy and now he was conquering her ass. The intense pleasure was something new and she felt herself climbing towards orgasm.

“More,” she croaked. “Put more of it in me. Victor, you feel so good. Give me all of your cock. Bury your cock in me.”

Dante groaned. Lola was lost to him at that moment. Victor was driving his wife to new heights and all he could do was sit and watch. The man was a bastard all the way through. Victor grabbed handfuls of her long hair and pulled her backward, forcing more of his thick tube up her ass. He felt his large head probing her depths and he grinned. He’d conquer her mouth later. Taking her virgin asshole in front of Dante was exquisite. Lola brushed her sterling dumbbells against Dante’s face, teasing him, and noticed how his cock had risen. She laughed with delight at the madness of it all. Victor watched her use her pierced nipples to tease her husband.

“I’m going to adorn your perfect tits with diamonds,” he laughed. “You’ll wear ten thousand dollars on each nipple. You’ll never wear a bra again and everyone will see the outlines through your shirt. They’ll see and know what a wild child you’ve become.”

Lola growled and ground her ass back at Victor, sheathing the last of his inches. She felt full, stuffed with cock, sluttier than ever before.

“More,” she rasped. “What else can you do to me? I want to be bad.”

Victor laughed, holding her hips and beginning to saw his hard cock in and out.

“I’ll plant diamonds on your clit,” he said. “Would you like that? You’ll feel that glass every time you move. Walking will make you cum. Bathing will make you cum. Sitting will make you cum. You’ll feel those diamonds teasing your clit every time you breathe and every time you do, you’ll think of me. I’ll be in your head. You’ll feel the ghost of my cock in your pussy and in your ass.”

Victor’s words drove her crazy. His stiff dick was a piston in her ass, and the deep baritone of his voice made her pussy gush. She groaned as her hips clenched and then cried out as an anal orgasm ripped through her, so different from what she’d known. The room spun. Her pussy squirted onto Dante’s lap and her whole body seized. Guttural sounds tumbled from her throat, and she threw her head back and silently screamed.

Dante watched amazed and awestruck. Victor was relentless, pumping his fat cock into her tight hole and watching her writhe on the end of his meat. He began chuckling, delighted by how she so fully gave herself over to him. Some in the crowd applauded the spectacle. Dante’s upright and throbbing penis began to spill seed, oozing from the tip to run down the side and drip from his tight balls. Lola’s powerful orgasm left her weak and she hung her head, noticing her husband’s seeping erection. She lowered her face and slipped the head into her mouth, tonguing away his salty nectar. Victor fucked her harder and her mouth bounced on Dante’s penis, pushing Dante over the edge. Her husband groaned loudly as he shot, filling her mouth with cream. Lola sucked his load out even as she felt Victor’s cock begin to expand, stretching her tight sphincter wider.

“God daaaaamn,” Victor grumbled, bucking his hips and ejaculating a huge spurt of hot sperm up her ass. She moaned like she was cumming too, grinding her ass against him. Dante issued his last few bolts as Victor shot his first and Lola almost passed out from the excitement of two cock inseminating her body at the same time, one at each end. Victor staggered as he blasted her full, clutching her hips to steady himself, launching bolt after bolt far up her rectum. Lola welcomed every drop. She let Dante slip from her mouth as he softened but made sure Victor’s cock stayed buried. Only when he softened to the point he started to slip did she pull herself off his fat cock. She turned and fell to the floor, opening wide to take Victor’s sensitive scrotum into her mouth. He spasmed randomly as she bathed his nut sack with her tongue, rolling his balls around and nibbling.

Victor gradually returned to himself. He wiped his hand down his face and exhaled, spent.

“That was fantastic,” he murmured. “Maybe the best ever. You’re a nymph.”

Lola grinned.

“What’s a nymph?”

“A sex goddess. No woman has ever made me cum that hard.”

Lola climbed to her unsteady feet using Dante’s legs for support. She turned to look at her bound husband.

“What’s next?” she asked.

Victor took her hand, leading her away from the man she’d married.

“Let’s go find you some diamonds,” Victor said.


Chapter 4

Lola was breathing fast, nervous and afraid. The man had already shaved away every last hair and then plucked the ones he couldn’t shave. He left her vulva pink and bald and perfectly smooth. His dexterous fingers manipulated her labia, inner and outer, turning her on, as he plotted his attack. She watched him closely, admiring his complete concentration.

He was older, like Victor, but skinny to the point of being scrawny. His long hair was thinning badly but his eyes were bright blue and intelligent. He moved without wasted effort, placing things precisely where he would need them for later, focused on his task and indifferent to the organ he handled.

“Your clitoral hood is already somewhat retracked,” he announced.

“Is that bad?”

“No, quite the opposite. Piercing should be relatively easy. You look like you were born for the procedure.”

“Will it hurt?”

He nodded several times.

“Indeed. For several days, in fact. I’m going to give you a Princess Diana placement with twin nodes.”

“Nodes?”

“The ring will go through your clitoral hood and the nodes, diamonds with a silver base, in your case, will bookend the clit directly. You’ll receive incredible stimulation doing almost anything. I hope you understand this will affect your daily life. This will affect the dreams you have. You’ll orgasm in your sleep. You’ll have more sex dreams than ever before. You’ll think about and crave sex more than you ever have.”

“That all sounds wonderful.”

“Yes. I imagine it is. Female anatomy is designed for pleasure. Nature wants you to fuck all the time. Men have really fumbled the ball, so to speak. If we’d done things differently, arranging society differently, like adoring and protecting women, you ladies would want to fuck all the time.”

He was thoughtful for a moment.

“Oh well,” he continued. “Are you multiply orgasmic?”

“I wasn’t a few months ago but I am now.”

“That’s good. Be careful the first time you use a vibrator. The metal ring combined with the diamond settings will amplify the vibrations. You’ll cum fast, maybe too fast. Practice. You’ll figure things out. When your husband, or anyone else for that matter, performs oral on you, they’ll drive you crazy. It will be like I’ve installed a button in your pussy, a button that makes you cum.”

Lola opened her legs farther, an unspoken invitation. He looked at her pussy, understanding her gesture.

“Tempting,” he said.

“Go ahead,” she chuckled. “I won’t tell.”

“It’s unprofessional.”

She spread her legs wider.

“It’s a clean, wet, healthy pussy,” she replied. “Men never say no.”

A faint smile curled the corner of his mouth. The man leaned closer, dragging his tongue between her inner lips to circle her clit. Lola gasped and rested her hand on the back of his head.

“You’re between my legs anyway,” she said. “Keep going.”

He hesitated but then dove on her cunt, licking, pushing his tongue into her. She held his head, guiding the man towards what she wanted, until he brought her close, held her there for several minutes, and then made her cum. Relaxed now, she lay back and opened herself all the way.

“Do it,” she murmured. “Work your magic.”

He wiped his mouth and then opened his supplies, cleaning her with a damp alcohol wipe. From his kit he pulled a variety of tools, some quite frightening. Lola closed her eyes and let her head fall back onto the chair. The first pinch made her gasp, but after that she grit her teeth. More pinches followed and then the big one rocked her world and made her dizzy. She let herself bathe in the pain. She didn’t fight it and did not try to hurry through it. This was something she never could have done only months ago and she wanted to face the experience head-on.

“All done,” he said. “You look beautiful.”

He handed her a mirror. She held it away, admiring her diamond pierced nipples and fresh tattoo before angling the mirror to see her pussy.

“Wow,” she exclaimed. “Wow.”

She brought the mirror close, her new cunt filling the reflection. A tight, thin silver ring circled her clit, with twin diamonds resting on either side at the base. She teased herself with a fingertip and gasped again. It hurt to touch but it also felt incredible, and the hurt would soon fade. She pulled the mirror away again to see her whole body all at once.

Victor had reinvented her in his own image, decorating her with his ideas. She tasted Dante’s semen on her lips and waved the old man closer. She took his hand and guided him beside her reclining chair. She tugged his zipper down and freed his old, wrinkled cock. She slipped him into her mouth without a word. She began to suck, feeling the blood flow and his penis expand.

Everything about this trip was magical. Dante felt farther away than he had in a long time but that would pass once they returned to their routine at home. She’d go back to the bookstore a new woman, her debt to Big Tom soon fully paid. Nina would be thrilled to see what she’d done to her body. Lola knew Victor would expect access to her whenever he wished, but she was fine with that. The man fucked like a god.

The penis in her mouth inflated slowly but eventually got hard.

“Cum in my mouth,” she told him. “I want to taste your semen.”

He nodded eagerly, suddenly an adolescent boy again.

Men, she thought. So easy. I had no idea. Nina was right.

She slipped a finger through his belt loop and pushed and pulled his hips, helping him fuck her mouth.

“I’m going to ejaculate,” he quickly announced.

She moaned softly to tell him it was all right, and then she sucked hard, harder than this man expected. He grunted and shot a huge blast to the back of her throat, and then followed that with another, and another. She gulped and sucked, shocked by the size of his load, unaware he’d not climaxed for months. He groaned again as he emptied his nuts down her throat and she swallowed as fast as she could, keeping up. She almost laughed. The man let loose a torrent.

At last, he staggered backward, his cock leaving her mouth with a pop. He looked stunned and she worried for a moment she’d upset him. He hastily tucked his penis away and gathered his tool kit.

“Tell no one,” he whispered.

“I won’t.”

He departed quickly. Lola licked her lips, savoring the recklessness of her behavior. She tasted the old man mixed with her husband and relished her freedom and her power. She wished another man was present as she’d suck him off too. She loved cocks now. She loved making them explode.

Am I losing control? Maybe.


Chapter 5

For two days she lounged, her pussy too tender to touch. Day three she and Dante ventured to the pool. Both of them could not stop looking at her diamond decorated tits and pussy. Lola felt like an exotic creature. She felt sexy and dangerous.

Bradon and Alexis were there, and Lola told Dante how she’d stumbled across them and how Victor had made the husband suck and swallow.

“Then I guess tied to a chair and forced to watch ain’t so bad,” Dante said.

“It’s all a game,” Lola suggested. “We’re just playing along. Victor lives in his own world and likes to feel in charge and in control, but he’s not. Not truly. No one is. No one can be. Life is too crazy.”

“You gave him your ass,” Dante murmured.

Lola chuckled.

“Yeah, I did. It felt really good. Different. The physical sensations were intense, but it was the mental excitement that really got to me. That, and the fact that you were forced to watch. That made me feel like we were really over the top. I guess we were. I never ever thought of us that way. We were always such a boring couple. I think we’re so much more interesting now.”

“It tortures me that he’s had you that way. I want you like that as soon as I can. Maybe tonight?”

“I don’t think so. I’m tender, but more importantly I like that another man has had me in ways my husband hasn’t. I feel naughty, like I’m a bad girl.”

Dante thought about pleading his case but to what end? It was Lola’s decision. If only Victor got to have her ass, that was the end of it.  Dante closed his eyes and soaked up the hot sun.

“Will you keep dancing?” he asked.

“For a little while. My debt is almost paid, but the money is great. That, combined with the money from the bookstore, puts us on a path to financial independence. Soon we’ll be able to buy things we’ve wanted but couldn’t afford. We’ll be able to travel and see the world. Nina and Leo can run things while I’m gone. You can quit your shitty job and get something better or work part-time at the bookstore. We’ll be able to do anything we want, Dante. I know I’ve tortured you a little lately, but I hope you know I’ve never felt so close to you as I do right now. I know that’s crazy considering all these other men I’m enjoying. But while it’s great to finally shed my innocent skin, I’m ecstatic how intimate we are now. I’ve never felt so in love with you.”

Guilt flooded Dante’s heart. Despite all they’d been through, all they’d done, Lola was still mostly innocent and trusting. Dante knew he deserved everything Victor threw at him and more. Dante knew he didn’t deserve Lola, but he desperately hoped to keep her. Victor would use his leverage every time he came to town and pull Lola away for his own pleasure. There would be nothing Dante could say about it. He either confesses to her all the wrongs he’d done, and lives with the consequences, or continues to hide the lies and goes on with his deceitful life.

If Victor ever tries to make me suck his cock, he told himself, I’ll confess to Lola then. That will be my line in the sand, the line I do not cross. That much humiliation would be too much to bear. Hopefully, it never comes to that.

Lola adjusted the back of her lounge chair and gasped. Crossing her legs had sent a jolt of pleasure through her body. She tested her position and discovered almost anything she did stimulated her clit and felt amazing.

“This piercing is going to make me fuck you a lot,” she mumbled. “Be ready. When we get home, I’m going to be a sex fiend. Victor did us a favor.”

“I should thank him. Your bookstore customers should thank him too. You’ll take it out on them when I’m not available.”

“Them, and Leo.”

“Yes, Leo. I guess his psycho tricks didn’t take with you. Weren’t you supposed to become his sex slave or something?”

“That’s what he said. I do believe he opened my mind though. His conditioning broke down so many barriers. It probably would have worked if I wasn’t so prudish to begin with. The women that come in there love him.”

Gaston entered the pool area and headed towards them.

“Uh oh,” Lola said. “Watch out. Someone’s in trouble.”

He walked by Dante and Lola to stand over Bradon and Alexis. Words were exchanged although Lola and Dante couldn’t hear them. Then Gaston helped naked Alexis stand. When Bradon tried, Gaston stopped the man with an open palm.

“You stay,” they heard Gaston command.

The suited-soldier led Alexis away. Bradon could only watch.

“What do you think that’s about?” Lola asked.

“Victor feels insulted about something and is taking it out on the man’s wife. I’m surprised he didn’t make Bradon watch.”

“Maybe Gaston wants her for himself?”

Dante shook his head.

“Gaston never thinks on his own. The man’s a robot.”

“It makes me horny to think she’s being taken to service Victor. Maybe I should go help.”

“Maybe you should.”

“Would that bother you?”

“Hell yes it would. I like it when you play with strangers. Single use men. No relationships. Just sex. You’re building a relationship with Victor. A familiarity. A kind of intimacy. You’ve probably already figured out a ton of his likes and dislikes. You can probably see his cock in your mind. He continues to set his hooks deeper and I don’t like it.”

“You’re threatened by him.”

“Very much. We all are. He’s not a good person, Honey. We are all in at least a little bit of danger being here. We’re safe as long as his capricious nature doesn’t turn against us, but I promise you, once it does there will be hell to pay.”

“He’s not as bad as you say.”

Dante shook his head.

“His cock clouds your mind. The man uses people like a mechanic uses tools. When you think of him, and you think only of the sex.”

Lola laughed, caught.

“That’s true,” she admitted.

“There is far more to that man, trust me.”

Lola moved her legs again and gasped. Her hand darted to her crotch.

“It feels that good?”

“Yes!” she exclaimed. “I’m not ready for intercourse yet but how would you feel about getting me off with your talented tongue?”

“Right here? Right now? In front of Bradon?”

Lola spread her legs to the outside edges of her lounge chair.

“Especially in front of him. I like having an audience.”

Dante paused before sliding off his chair. He crawled to her, kissing up her legs. He’d eaten her after Ace had pumped her full so eating after Victor fucked her last night would be no problem. He rolled around to kiss her inner thighs, positioning his body between her open legs. He glanced at her pussy. Nothing leaked and she’d showered since last night but still, Victor was in there. For now, that was Victor’s pussy.

Dante couldn’t stand it. He shuffled closer and gently kissed her adorned clit. Lola sucked air, certain Dante’s lips would hurt, but they didn’t. She used two fingers to gently spread her labia.

“Go easy on me,” she rasped, nervous but eager.

Dante flattened his tongue and licked his wife from her winking asshole to her raw clit. Lola gasped, jolted by the extreme sensations. Dante did it again and she moaned, her head falling back to the lounge chair.

“This island is going to kill me,” she mumbled.

“What a great way to die,” Dante said before teasing her clit with his tongue.

He dipped lower and lightly teased her soft, slick inner lips. Her pussy called to him. It belonged to Victor at the moment, but he sensed he could take her back. His penis began to rise, but he knew he couldn’t use it on her. He pushed her thighs farther apart and began to feast. He felt his wife shiver with delight. This vacation had been a hedonistic roller coaster for her. She would return home a changed woman, and not just mentally. Her body was decorated with the symbols of her conversion. He moved his tongue all over and inside and Lola squirmed, roasting in the hot Caribbean sun, filled with another man’s seed, and orally worshipped by her loving husband. Dante knew right away he’d be able to make her cum quickly, which was part of Victor’s plan. By keeping Lola, and all the women he’d invited to his island, horny all the time, he could have sex whenever he wished. The man controlled all the wives and through them, all the husbands. The thought filled Dante with dread. Something had to be done, and they needed to get off this island. Dante stopped licking, feeling the weight of his guilt rising fast. The dam was breaking.

“I have something to tell you,” he said.

“What’s that, Baby?” she asked, dreamily.

“I have a confession. I have a few confessions, actually. I’ve done things I shouldn’t.” He kissed her pussy. “I’ve kept things hidden from you. I’ve lied. No more. I need to tell you everything.”

“Okay, Dear,” she muttered. “Just keep licking. I’m already close. Your tongue plus that piercing is pure magic.”

He started licking again, half-heartedly, until he could no longer. He stopped and sighed, his conscience heavy.

“Lola,” he said. “Seriously. Listen to me. There are things I need to tell you.”

“Now?” she asked, frustrated.

It was time to come clean, and Dante knew it.

“Yes,” he said. “Right now.”


Chapter 6

Nina checked her phone and turned to Lola, who kept her eyes forward, staring out the front window.

“Fifty-eight minutes,” Nina said. “Shifts over.”

“If you’re that bored, you can leave now.”

“No, I want to stay with you.”

“I’m fine. The only thing bothering me is the clock-watching slow countdown by my favorite employee.”

“When Leo gets here, I want us to go get a coffee and talk. You need to spill your guts about everything Dante did. I’d be furious if I were you.”

Lola shrugged, dragging her sensitive nipples against the inside of her T-shirt. They grew erect and Nina noticed.

“What’s the point of anger?” Lola said. “He treated me like shit, but I allowed it. He gets most of the blame but not all.”

“Will you divorce him?”
“I don’t know. Maybe. Probably not. He was a bastard but I’ve kind of gotten him back these last few months. He’s been forced to watch and endure some difficult shit. He gets off on some of it but not all of it. When Victor fucked my ass, I thought Dante might have a heart attack. That night was easily the most intense sex I’ve ever had, and Dante suffered through all of it. That’s real punishment.”

“I’d divorce him.”

“What? Start over with someone new? First you must find this great guy, then things must click. Then you must learn more about him and still want him. No, too much work. The odds are low. I honestly believe Dante has learned his lesson and grown up. I was angry with him for his neglect, but I wasn’t the perfect wife either. He knows he’s in the red with me. I can ride that for a while, taking advantage and living like a princess until the scales are even again.”

“Won’t he just cheat on you again?”

“No. Our marriage is closer now to what we both need. He won’t risk losing it now that he has it.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“If I’m wrong, I’ll divorce his ass later. For now, he owes me.”

Nina checked her phone.

“Knock it off, smart ass,” Lola chuckled.

Nina laughed too.

“Are you dancing at the Wild Orchid tonight?” Nina asked.

“Yes. My debt to Big Tom is paid but I’m still having fun, and the money coming in is crazy. I love flashing my new piercings and tattoo. Talk about thrilling. Dante sits in the crowd and watches, and I get so hot. Tom cut my shifts to two hours to help keep the other dancers happy. They complained I was sucking up all the money. I don’t mind. I have a private bachelor party scheduled after my shift tonight. That should be fun. I’ll make them let Dante in, saying he’s my bodyguard. I’m in the mood to go wild.”

“Can I see your piercings? I’m thinking about getting a nipple done.”

Lola scanned the front window but there were few customers today.

“All right,” she said, opening her legs a little. “Down on your knees, woman. Lift my skirt. I’m not wearing panties.”

Nina checked the sales floor out of habit and then dropped behind the counter. Lola wore a cute, pleated skirt in black and purple plaid, and lifted the front to reveal Lola’s perfectly smooth mons. She caught the first glint of silver and diamonds.

“No shit,” she mumbled. “He fucking gave you diamonds.”

“Ten grand worth.”

“Men can’t resist you.”

“I don’t understand it, but I love it. The customers at the Wild Orchid have gotten in fights with each other over me. It’s crazy, Nina. I’m just me.”

Nina leaned closer, delicately lifting a pussy lip to reveal more of the jewelry. Lola gasped softly.

“Sorry,” she quickly explained. “My sensitivity is off the charts. Everything feels amazing. Everything makes me cum.”

Nina examined her boss.

“I can see why,” she said. “That ring and the two nodules tightly circle your clit. Any movement results in stimulation.”

“Tell me about it. I orgasmed in the grocery store yesterday. I orgasmed filling the gas tank the day before. Sex intrudes a million times a day now. Every man I see I wonder what he looks like naked and how big his dick is. Months ago, I never thought about those things at all.”

Nina leaned under the skirt and licked Lola’s slit.

“Ungh! Jesus, Nina! Warn me.”

Nina giggled and sucked the jewelry into her mouth, rapidly flicking the diamond knobs with her tongue. Lola grunted and doubled over.

“Your pussy’s so pretty,” Nina said. “So smooth and hairless and decorated.”

“I’m glad you approve. Stand up. What if a customer comes in?”

Nina launched an attack. Lola grabbed the countertop to keep from collapsing and held on. Nina knew exactly what to do, how soft and how fast, to drive her employer crazy. Each time Lola was about to raise her voice in protest, Nina vibrated Lola’s clit, swabbed her pussy, or slipped a finger inside. All Lola managed was a series of soft moans and groans.

Nina got to her feet abruptly.

“You bitch,” Lola growled, leaning her elbows on the counter.

Nina laughed.

“You’re right, that piercing is nice. I had you close to cumming in less than a minute. The tat is cute. Let’s see what he did to your nipples. These modifications must piss Dante off.”

Nina lifted Lola’s shirt without asking, exposing both breasts. She turned Lola’s torso to get a good look at each and then slipped a nipple into her hot mouth. Lola melted. Nina rolled the stiffening nub around, biting gently, and then dragged her tongue across the sensitive skin. Lola was panting by the time Nina finished. The younger woman stepped back to admire the twin points and glittering jewelry. Both erect nipples pointed at the ceiling.

“If I had a cock,” Nina concluded. “I’d fuck you against this counter.”

Lola started to adjust her clothing but saw the way Nina looked at her and left herself exposed.

“If you had a cock I’d suck it,” Lola said, feeling dizzy.

The front door chime sounded and both women looked up. An old man, gray beard and wool fedora, entered and began browsing the rare manuscripts, oblivious to Lola exposed tits.

“An actual customer,” Nina said. “I’ll go say hello with my pussy breath.”

“Great idea,” Lola answered. “I’ll go masturbate in the ladies’ room.”


Chapter 7

Lola felt the music more than she heard it. The rhythmic beat vibrated her body and stimulated her mind. All eyes feasted on her and she loved it, gyrating across the stage. Her erect nipples proudly displayed the diamond dumbbells and her cunt sparkled. The men watching her stared in open fascination and lust. She wondered how many in the crowd she’d already made hard. How many wives and girlfriends would get a hard fucking tonight because she turned their man on? Lola laughed as she danced, thrilled and delighted. Money rained on the stage, but she left it there, losing herself in the moment.

She dropped to her knees before one adoring fan and opened her thighs. She grabbed his head and pulled him in, clamping her legs. The man stretched his tongue, out of sight, and reached her tattooed pussy, licking straight up her slit, Lola gasped but held his head buried, teasing the crowd. She allowed the man to lick her again and then stood, pushing his head away and continuing to dance. His smiling and laughing friends gave him high-fives.

Lola continued to work the stage, teasing and taunting and occasionally granting more contact than she was allowed. Nobody complained. She briefly stuffed mouths with nipples or gave permission for a quick lick. Every man hoped for a chance with her. Dante sat at the back of the room, watching, filled with pride. Finally, his wife left the stage, waving goodbye as her short shift ended. She returned to the dressing room.

Lola stuffed handfuls of cash into her little purse. Even she had to admit she was the star of the show. The Wild Orchid was packed these days, men standing shoulder to shoulder, trying to get some time with her. She didn’t understand it, but she let herself enjoy it, suspecting such fervor would be fleeting. Her shift was complete and now it was time to go entertain the men at the bachelor party.

Goddamn you, Nina, she thought. Dancing gets me horny enough. Then Victor adds this titillating jewelry, then you go and lick my pussy. I’m soaked. I’m so horny there’s no way I’ll behave myself with these men.

The dressing room door opened. Dante stuck his head inside, glancing around, hoping to see bare tits. A few dancers looked up at him but made no move to cover themselves. By now, everybody knew harmless Dante.

“You ready?” he asked.

“Almost,” Lola answered. “I need to freshen my makeup and put on a dry bikini. I’ll meet you at the entrance to the VIP room.”

“You looked amazing out there.”

“Thank you, Honey. It’s hard to believe I get paid to have this much fun, and all with the blessing of my husband.”

“I’ll go get things ready for you. See you soon.”

Lola blew him a kiss.

“Where can I get a husband like that?” Candy, one of the dancers, asked after Dante had gone.

Lola laughed.

“Oh, they don’t come out of the box that way. Some assembly is required. You need to train them.”

The other woman laughed.

“That sound like too much work for me. I just want hard dick. After that, I just want them to leave.”

“Husbands in general are a lot of work. Stick with boyfriends.”

“You have plenty of those, too,” Candy teased.

“I’m happy to share.”

Candy plucked a fresh bikini from the hanger and handed it to Lola.

“If that’s true,” she said. “If you are willing to share, put in a good word for me with Ace. I like that shy boy.”

“Nice big black cock.”

“That’s a bonus. Give him my number and tell him to call or text.”

“Done.”

Lola finished getting ready. She’d learned two other dancers would be joining her at the bachelor party and she was grateful for the help. Her two-hour shift had taken a lot out of her. She checked her cuteness in the full-length mirror and exited the dressing room, using a roped off aisle to reach the VIP room. Heads turned as she went. Several men tried to talk to her, and one even reached across the rope to grab her arm. The bouncer almost broke the man’s wrist. Her tits wobbled as the man was forced to let go.

She reached the entrance to the VIP room, but Dante wasn’t there. She waited for her husband in case he’d simply run to the restroom but eventually concluded she could wait no longer. She was already late. Big Tom had arranged hanging sheets in an overlapping zigzag pattern, giving the party some privacy. Lola hurried through the switchbacks and stepped into the main area.

Seven young men, all college aged, sat in a circle, slowly jerking off. An eighth man lay on his back on the floor. One girl straddled his face, facing his feet and feeding him her pussy. Another girl straddled his hips, facing his head and fucking him. The two girls kissed and suckled each other’s breasts. Lola scanned the young and handsome men, but Dante wasn’t with them. She scanned them again, instinctively sizing up their dicks. Only one man stood out: a shy giant, with tousled black hair and an inability to meet her eyes.

“Sorry I’m late,” she chuckled. “Glad to see you started without me. Too bad there’s nothing left over. I’ll go get you a round of drinks.”

“We got drinks,” a short frat boy with freckles said. “What we lack is pussy.” He stood and aimed his erection at her. “Start sucking,” he said.

“Who’s the man of honor?” she asked, ignoring Freckles. “Who’s the groom? Let me say hello.”

“Groom?” a guy with a man-bun asked. “There isn’t a groom. This is a fraternal initiation party. Ja, the guy getting double teamed, lost his virginity here tonight. We have a few others that need to do the same.”

His slurred speech told Lola these guys had already consumed too much booze. Seven hard cocks told her they’d probably all popped Viagra too. She felt momentary discomfort that the party was not what she’d been led to believe, and that the men were intoxicated, but then her gaze fell to those seven hard dicks waving in the air.

“Dang it,” she snickered. “How’s a girl supposed to resist all that meat?”

Freckles read her correctly, moving close and brushing his erection against her thigh. Another man, wearing a single hoop earring, boldly reached up and untied the knot to her bikini top at her neck. The twin triangles fell forward, revealing her stiff and diamond-pierced nipples. She undid the knot behind her back, and the top fell away.

“Spectacular,” another young man said. “Jesus. They’re perfect.”

Lola smiled.

“Everything about her is perfect,” someone said.

She untied her bottoms herself, eager to show off her tat and the piercing through her clitoral hood. The guys gawked but one of the other girls, who Lola did not know, told Lola to come closer. Lola did and the girl buried her face in Lola’s crotch, sucking the diamond studs.

“Oh, lord,” Lola muttered, feeling her self-control draining away. “I’m afraid I might just fuck you all.”

Freckles took her bottoms from her hand. The girl eating her pussy had skill and Lola seemed mesmerized. Men gathered around and lifted her off her feet, spreading her legs so the girl eating could feast.

“Make her fuck Pip,” someone said. “We kill two virgins tonight.”

The men holding her off the ground turned and approached the shy black-haired young man. He looked up from his seat directly into Lola’s wet pussy. She lifted her head and saw her destination and grinned.

“I was hoping it was you,” she murmured.

They lowered her like a new transmission, bringing her slit directly over his straight up pole. Everyone stared as the bodies drew closer. Lola gasped as the young man began to penetrate. The guys let her down softly, impaling her slick cunt on his hard, fat cock. They backed away and she brought her legs under her, sinking the last few inches herself.

“Virgin?” she murmured.

“Not as of right now,” he nervously chuckled.

She positioned her knees beside his hips and began to fuck herself on him. She lifted a tit to his mouth, and he kissed her nipple, then teased her piercing with the tip of his tongue.

“Go get her, Pip,” Manbun said. “Fuck her for all of us.”

Lola laughed.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m going to fuck you all. I’m in a mood tonight.”

Hands mauled her tits from every direction. Someone knelt behind her and slipped a finger up her ass. She moaned.

“You like that, hm?” Freckles asked, pushing the finger all the way in and double penetrating her for the first time. “Hang on a second then. We’ll get two cocks in you.”

She wasn’t sure what they meant but seconds later felt pressure at her asshole.

“Wait,” she said. “I’m already, you’re not going to, uuunngh!”

The pleasure almost knocked her unconscious. Pip’s fat cock stretched her pussy but then a hard cock pushed deep into her ass. She gasped loudly, dazed, barely able to focus. Someone held her face and turned her head and another hard dick was pressed against her lips. Dizzy, she opened her mouth and the stiff cock pushed all the way in. She groaned loudly. One of the girls commented on how hot Lola looked but Lola’s mind was overwhelmed with the sensations of three penises pumping into her. Each man moved to his own rhythm, fucking her body where they could. She groaned again, feeling her cunt and ass filled with throbbing dick. She sucked the man in her mouth hard.

“She likes it,” someone said.

“She loves it,” one of the girls chuckled. “Too bad she doesn’t have more holes. She’d want those fucked too.”

“Put your dicks in her hands,” the other girl said. “Let’s watch her handle five guys at the same time.”

Lola floated through her own mind. Meaty spears pumped her body. She felt hard shafts pressed against her palms and she closed her fingers and began to stroke. Ace’s thumb had only hinted at the exquisite pleasure to be had from an ass and pussy simultaneously filled with cock. Lola found her balance and began to fuck all three men, a low growl in her throat.

“That’s fucking hot,” a girl said.

Lola bounced on Pip’s beefy shank and held her ass high to take the cock back there. The man in her mouth lasted no time at all, ejaculating and almost falling over as she vacuumed his stuff out. He was quickly replaced. Lola sucked this new dick with an eager vengeance, senses overloaded. When the cock in her ass began to buck and spurt, she orgasmed all over Pip’s pulsating cock. The man in her ass kept thrusting, crying out as he spewed up her ass. In the middle of the tempest, movement from a dark corner caught her eye. Dante! Watching from the shadows!

All at once Lola realized what had happened. Dante had arrived and checked out the VIP room, like he said he would, but then discovered it was far more than a simple bachelor party. He’d backed into a hiding spot, waiting until Lola strolled into the snake’s nest and seen all those stiff dicks. He watched, allowing his slutty wife to succumb to the draw of new cock. Only then did he rejoin his beloved bride, stroking his penis as she lost herself in an orgy of stiff man-flesh. She felt a little betrayed, but she was not surprised.

If that’s what Dante wanted, she reasoned, that’s what Dante would get.

Lola understood that despite her adventures with Zane and Leo and Ace and even Victor, she’d always held part of herself back, afraid of truly letting go. She watched herself in those encounters, her mother’s voice in her head warning her that evil sex had the power to consume her, leaving nothing behind. Her parents had put the fear in her, but the fear stuck because deep down, she sensed they were right. An animal desire, an unbridled lust, an all-consuming carnal need had always lurked in her heart. Mom and Dad knew the monster within and had done their best to build a cage. But their actions were self-serving. They sought only to protect themselves. Their interest had not been in protecting their daughter from herself but in protecting their social standing, to save themselves from public disgrace. They’d wrapped her in shame to save themselves. That shame had whispered into her ear every time she had sex, and she was tired of it. She was tired of allowing others to put themselves ahead of her. Dante, Victor, Leo, even Nina: every person that wanted her wanted her for themselves. She’d toyed with her own liberation but saw how she’d always held back.

No more. She let all that go. Lola wanted to be free from all of it, and sensed to truly find herself, she first needed to lose herself.

“Fuck me,” she muttered. “All of you.”

The man in her ass withdrew and was quickly replaced by a new throbbing cock. Lola closed her eyes and opened her mouth, freely accepting the next pulsating penis. Pip continued to pummel her pussy from below and Lola fumbled to keep her hands filled with cock. Writhing like a bag of snakes, Lola serviced them all, moaning and groaning as she climbed towards her next epic orgasm. Hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts. Teeth scraped her neck, nibbled her ear. Thumbs circled her nipples, making them harden. Lola's breath hitched as hands leaned her backward and a mouth fastened to her clit, licking all around as she rode Pip’s thick shaft. Her world spun as more hands and mouths found her body. She could feel the weight of their desire, the hunger in their touch. Her mind reeled with sensations, each touch, each kiss, each deeply probing stiff cock added to the fire in her. The men found a rhythm, no longer independent beats but more like one organism, shifting and pumping.

She gasped, her back arching, and her body exploded in climax.

Roaring filled her ears. Blinding light filled her head. The edges of her body frayed, and she melded with the universe. Her mind shattered, detonating with pleasure too great to comprehend. Pure bliss filled every in of her inside.

Someone pulled her mouth off the cock and kissed her deeply, tongues rolling around. Someone bit her nipple. Someone smacked her firm ass. She was carried along like a twig in a torrent. Pleasure began to rise again, threatening to overwhelm her. Another orgasm started at her pussy but exploded outward. She ripped her mouth away, feeling every touch, every sliding penetration.

“Fuck me!” she screamed. “Fuck me!”

The group attacked her with renewed energy. Vigorous hard cocks pumped her holes. A cock exploded up her ass and was again quickly replaced, a new dick filling her rectum. Lola melted on the inside, losing her place in time and space. Her world exploded as waves of orgasm washed over her. She cried out, her body convulsing as Pip's movements became more urgent, more demanding. The tongue at her pussy found her clit, sending her over the edge again, her body shuddering with pleasure. She lost herself, lost her place in the universe, cartwheeling through white noise and blinding pleasure from every nerve. She heard her own voice wailing. She felt her grip on reality slip. Pleasure too great to withstand swamped her and she cried out one last time, riding her continual climax down into a dark warm hole.

She came back slowly.

She lifted heavy eyelids. Her mouth and hands were free, but two cocks continued to slowly fuck her pussy and her ass. A sideways glance showed Dante, spent, semen dripping from the tip of his soft penis. She looked down at sweet virgin Pip, face contorted with need.

“Come inside me,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss him. “I want it. I want you in there.”

“I don’t want this moment to end,” Pip muttered. “You feel so good. I want to fuck you forever.”

She stroked his face, smiling. Two men nearby had grown hard again and waited their turn with her.

“That would be lovely,” she mumbled. “But more hard cocks wait.”

Pip glanced where she indicated and circled her waist with his big hands. She had no idea which man fucked her ass, and she didn’t care. Pip expanded inside her as his climax approached and Lola's world spun with pleasure as she was filled at both ends, the sensations overwhelming. The room filled with the sounds of their group’s pleasure, the moans and gasps, a symphony of desire. Lola's body moved in rhythm with the men, her pleasure building with each touch, each kiss, each caress. She felt the tension building again, her body coiled with anticipation.

Pip suddenly shouted as his cock exploded in her, a firehose of semen spraying wildly. Lola's orgasm crashed into her, and she cried out, body convulsing. The man in her ass soon followed, her climax sending him over the edge. Lola felt their cocks jumping and bucking as they emptied their contents, spewing hot liquid deep. She collapsed on Pip, her body spent, her strength gone, and the men wrapped arms and held her. They lay there, breath slowly returning to normal.

Lola felt a deep sense of satisfaction. She let the men hold her, feeling safe. She wondered briefly if Dante was pleased or if he’d seen more than he wished. She realized she did not care either way. She got exactly what she wanted.


Chapter 8

Everything changed. Lola was different. She woke up in her bedroom at home and looked around at the same furnishing she’d had for years, yet nothing looked the same. Her table lamp looked odd and new. Her toothbrush looked and felt like it belonged to someone else. Lola went through her day like a zombie, eating breakfast, kissing Dante goodbye, working her shift at the bookstore and driving home again.

Dante greeted her at the front door with a glass of wine.

“Are you dancing tonight?” he asked, hopeful.

She took the glass and drank half in one gulp.

“No,” she said. “Yes. No.”

“What’s going on with you?”

Lola finished the wine and handed Dante the empty glass.

“Something’s cooking in my mind. It hasn’t broken the surface yet, but it will. I feel like a stranger in my own life. Has that ever happened to you?”

Dante nodded.

“Out on the road. Sometimes I’d be gone for so long I’d start to disconnect from myself. I questioned where I was and where I was going. I’d catch my reflection in a store window and wonder who that man was.”

“I’m feeling something similar. What’s happening to me?”

Dante took her hand.

“I’d guess you are headed for a big change. Whenever I feel something percolating like that it always results in a big change. Are you thinking about quitting now that your debt to Big Tom is paid?”

“I think I am. It’s fun and I love being the center of attention, but our bank account is huge. We’ve paid off all our debts and the bookstore, even subtracting Tom’s share, continues to funnel huge money to us. I no longer need to dance so that leads me to ask if I want to dance. I don’t know the answer to that question.”

Dante chuckled.

“Not knowing is an answer. To perform nude like that in front of an audience demands you know in advance. Most of those girls do it because they have to. Others do it because they love the attention. None of them are wishy-washy about their reason. The fact you are unsure tells me that the dancing gig has run its course. It’s time for you to move on.”

“I’ll miss it.”

“Sure you will. I will too. But better things await. When you’re an old woman you can tell the grandkids you used to be a stripper.”

“Exotic dancer, please, and don’t we need to have kids before I can become a grandmother?”

“Yes.”

“Are you thinking maybe it’s time we try to get me pregnant?”

Dante lifted one shoulder and dropped it.

“Well, yeah,” he said. “The thought occurred. We are sitting pretty financially, thanks to you. We are coming up at that age when we must decide. We have lots of extra money in the bank and sound investments. We’ve talked about kids before but not for a long time. Maybe the stars have aligned.”

Lola melted into his arms.

“I need to think about this. Kids would be a huge step.”

“I’m in no hurry. I’m just talking.”

“Are you sure you’ll be okay if I quit dancing?”

“I’ll miss it. You look amazing up there and I love watching you. I also love watching others watch you. But nothing lasts forever. If it’s time to move on, move on.”

“I’ll go in tonight. One last shift. I’ll tell Big Tom it’s over. I don’t know about the having kids thing but I’m sure about the dance thing. I need to search my feelings about children. A lot has happened.”

“I understand. I’ll stay away from the club tonight and let you have your farewell moment to yourself.”

“Thanks, Baby.”

“Unless you felt like sending me some video clips. I’d be totally fine with receiving some video clips.”

Lola laughed and hugged her husband.

“Have we completely lost our minds?”

“Yes. Months ago. We’ve been insane for a while now.”


Chapter 9

Leo, Nina, and Lola watched the front window. The sales floor was empty as usual. Appointments were booked but the first wasn’t for another two hours. The three stood around sharing stories from their past.

A large body passed rapidly before the store front window. The door flew open and Big Tom entered, moving like a steam roller for Lola. He grabbed her around the throat with one huge hand.

“Quit?” he hissed. “Who the fuck do you think you are?”

Lola gurgled, choking. A stunned Leo and Nina stood frozen.

“You think I’ll let my golden pussy just walk? You quit when I say, not before. I’ll burn you in places nobody can see. Do you understand?”

Lola nodded. Tears spilled from her terrified eyes.

“You didn’t even have the balls to say it to my face,” he growled. “You tell a fucking bartender? Do I strike you as the kind of man that tolerates disrespect?”

His voice continued to rise as he spoke, and he ended up shouting.

Smooth as silk, Leo spun on his heel and sank a syringe into Tom’s arm and pressed the plunger. Tom whipped his hand away from Lola to grab at Leo but the young man dodged, dancing backward and laughing. Big Tom staggered.

“Holy shit!” Nina exclaimed. “What did you just do?”

Tom shook his head like something buzzed in his ear.

“I hit him with the dose I had ready for Mrs. Helm. Big Tom is feeling pretty good right now but he’s about to feel a lot better. Mrs. Helm likes three doses during her sessions. I gave Tom all of them.”

The three watched Tom look around the shop, confused. He ran his hands over his body then rubbed the front of his crotch.

“He’s going to be furious when those drugs wear off.”

They watched Tom rub his pants again like he was discovering his penis for the first time ever.

“Maybe,” Lola said. “Or maybe Leo can whip something up to alter his feelings towards us.”

Nina tilted her head.

“What are you saying, boss?” she asked.

Lola looked at Leo.

“If we get him in the chair, can you run the same gamut on him you ran on me when you tried to make me your slave?”

“Ha! Of course. Great idea. I’ll make him our bitch.”

“Not that far,” she said. “Just take the edge off. Make him like us and want to keep us happy.”

“I’ll need a focal point and it ain’t gonna be me, I can tell you that right now. He is not my type.”

“You’ll fuck anybody,” Nina teased.

“That’s fair,” Leo said.

“Knock it off, guys. This is serious. Time is wasting and we have a client coming. Let’s get Tom into the hanging chair and start to work on him.”

They got busy. Big Tom was big and even with three of them working together, it took a while. At last, they were about to remove his boxers and hoist him into the hanging chair.

“You take them off,” Nina said. “I can’t stand the man.”

“I was hoping you’d be the focal,” Lola chuckled.

“No way.”

“Well, shit,” Lola said. “I guess that means it falls to me.”

She reached down and tugged his boxers lower and learned immediately where he got the nickname. Leo’s cocktail of pleasure inducing drugs already had Tom half hard. The man’s cock was thick as a cucumber and covered with spidery veins. The growing shaft rested on a large round ball sack.

“Holy shit,” Nina said. “I was hasty. I can be his focal.”

Lola shook her head.

“It has to be me. We want him to ignore the bookstore, but we also want him to let me quit dancing. It has to be me.”

“She’s right,” Leo said. “Sorry, slut.”

They maneuvered the man into the chair and Leo pressed the button, lifting Tom. Nina and Lola got busy placing electrodes and preparing the sensory helmet. Tom watched them for a moment and then closed his eyes. The escalating sensations from the drugs had him flying. His cock continued to rise. By the time they got him situated, his long thick meat throbbed, standing up from his lap like a pillar.

“You guys can go,” Lola said. “I don’t need you for this.”

“No fucking way am I leaving,” Leo declared.

“Me either,” Nina said. “You’re going to do things to that man, and I want to watch you do them. This is going to be awesome. That cock is a cannon.”

Both folded their arms across their chests. Lola rolled her eyes.

“Did Icarus have a sister?” Lola asked, curling her fingers around Tom’s pulsating cock. “Because I have definitely sailed too high lately. Are you guys aware I participated in a gang bang? No, wait. I didn’t participate. I was the gang bang. Seven guys, maybe eight, and two girls.”

“What?” Nina exclaimed.

“Yeah,” Lola continued. “It got crazy. They fucked me in every hole. They fucked my mind. I leaked cum for days. Days! After that I felt totally disconnected from my own life. I realize now I’d gone too far. I crossed a line somewhere along the way, a line where sex became more about bodies and body parts, and less about who I was connecting with and why. I know now I want connection. I need connection.” She looked at the large penis in her hand. “Now I’m about to fuck Big Tom. I want my life back.”

“Poor baby,” Nina teased.

Lola reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down. She threw them at Nina, who caught them midair.

“I’m surprised you’re wearing any,” Nina joked. “When I went down on you the other day you were naked under there.”

Leo’s head snapped around.

“Wait. What?” he asked.

Lola bent at the waist and hooked her long hair behind an ear. She gazed at Tom’s big hard cock.

“Shit,” she muttered. “This thing is beautiful. Such a shame it’s attached to a man like him. What a waste.”

She opened her mouth and eased him several inches deep. Tom’s back arched and he groaned loudly. Leo made a face at Nina.

“You ate Lola’s pussy?” he asked.

“Get the camera,” she told him. “Start recording Lola and send the feed to him. Big Tom needs to see it’s her face giving him all this pleasure.”

Leo stomped a petulant foot but grabbed the camera and began to send Tom images of Lola working on his hard cock. Leo punched buttons on the laptop and Tom began to writhe.

“He’s loving it,” Leo chuckled.

Lola sucked longer than she needed to, enjoying the man’s big dick in her mouth. She licked up and down and all around the shaft until a slippery coat of spit encased him. She climbed into the chair with him and found his cock beneath her. Leo captured everything, sending the image directly to Tom’s altered brain.

Lola sank onto those stiff inches, and both moaned loudly. She dragged her tight cunt up to the tip again and relaxed her legs, sinking around him like a stone.

“Good God,” she exhaled. “This fucker is thick. Why do so many assholes have big dicks?”

“Easy there,” Leo said. “I have a big one and I’m not an asshole.”

“You jabbed her with a needle, shithead,” Nina snapped. “You tried to make her a slave. I hate to break it to you, but that’s an asshole move all the way. Doesn’t matter if she ended up glad that you did.”

Leo thought about it. Lola laced her fingers behind Tom’s neck and began to work her pussy up and down. Tom moaned continuously.

“I’m going to show him,” Leo said, lowering the camera to record Tom’s rigid and vein-covered cock gliding in and out of Lola’s pussy. “Let’s burn that image into his brain.”

Nina prepared another syringe and jabbed Tom’s shoulder, pressing the plunger and adding to the big man’s dose. Leo whistled.

“Damn, Nina, that’s a lot of juice,” he said. “He’s going to be sky-high.”

“Good. I want him to worship Lola. I want him to never bother her again because he thinks he’s in love with her.”

Lola softly moaned. She’d been fucking herself on Tom’s erection while her friends chatted and that thick cock was getting to her. She lifted her skirt and Leo zoomed on her piercing and new tattoo.

“What’s the tat mean, Lola?” Leo asked.

“Wet,” she croaked. “Keep filming. I’m going to cum.”

“That was fast,” Nina chuckled.

Lola nodded, climbing fast. The piercing heightened every sensation and Tom’s girth pulled the skin around her opening tight, dragging her clit and diamond baubles directly against his throbbing column. She tried to hold it back, but this orgasm could not be denied.

“God,” she groaned, hating herself a little for cumming on Big Tom.

The man was locked in a euphoric state. Lola wrapped around his big dick combined with multiple doses of the drug cocktail coursing through his system had him soaring through the universe, sailing unburned through exploding nova. Lola hugged his head to her bosom and pumped her hips faster, slapping her ass down on his thighs until she threw her head back and screeched like some wild bird of prey. She howled as her cunt clamped around him like a wet vise and squeezed. Her sounds of passion reached his intoxicated mind, and he groaned as his thick and plentiful load boiled upward, erupting, spraying like a hose inside her womb. His pulsating cock sent her higher and she held him tight, extending her climax for as long as she could. He spurted his last, but she sailed on, almost sobbing from the intensity.

“I need to get a piercing like that,” Nina mumbled.

“This is fucking hot fucking,” Leo chuckled. “Tom will wake up in love with her. You know he’s going to stay hard, right? After how much we shot him up with? His dick will stay hard for hours. Maybe you should climb on, Nina.”

“You just want to watch me get fucked,” Nina said.

“So?”

Nina shook her head.

“Don’t make things weird. Besides, Lola ain’t finished with that dick yet.”

It was true. Lola had come down enough to get her feet under her again and, discovering Tom was still hard as stone, had begun to rock her hips, grinding on the man. She whipped her top off and grabbed her breasts, pinching and rolling her pierced nipples. Her animal noises grew in ferocity second by second. Nina’s hand drifted to her crotch. Leo rubbed the front of his pants.

“She’s making me hard,” he muttered.

“Me too,” Nina rasped. “She’s fucking sexy as fuck.”

Lola ignored them, thrusting her hips back and forth, stirring her insides with Tom’s big dick. She was lost to her pursuit of pleasure, obsessed with achieving another hard climax. Nothing else mattered. Her self-control slipped a little more each passing moment. Tom’s penis erupted inside her again, white cream dripping from his balls. He stayed hard and Lola continued to ride him like a bronco. When she orgasmed, she shrieked and clawed the chair, pleasure so strong it bordered on pain. She collapsed in a pile atop the man, sweaty, chest heaving. Leo recorded everything.

“Now let me pop in a preprogrammed file I made. We can leave Tom in the chair. He’s loaded with drugs and will stay hard for a while. I’ll run the file on a loop using Lola’s face and body and the man will wake up worshiping her.”

Nina helped Lola drag herself off the meat spear. Lola’s legs were weak, so Nina helped her stand and get dressed.

“I’m going home,” Lola mumbled.

“Are you okay to drive?” Nina asked.

Lola waved her off, staggering out the door.


Chapter 10

Dante and Lola sat in their favorite booth, watching the strippers work their magic. Big Tom stopped by to kiss Lola’s hand and take their drink orders. Dante watched in disbelief as the big man walked away.

“What can I say?” Lola offered. “Leo’s a genius. We trained Tom to adore me and now he does. Whenever the conditioning shows signs of slipping, we bring him back to the bookstore for a refresher.”

“Meaning you fuck his brains out.”

Lola laughed.

“I’d say we fuck each other’s brains out.”

“I hope you make him wear a condom.”

“Of course. Now that we’re trying to have a baby, only you get to cum inside me.”

“Will you dance tonight?”

“No. I only dance when I’m in the mood. Tom lets me pick which night.”

“It’s a good life.”

“It is.”

“Will we ever go back to how things were?”

Lola turned thoughtful.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “No way. Too much has happened. We can never go back. I know too much now. I know too much about who you really were all those years and too much about who I truly am now. Our previous life is way too small to contain us now. We’d find that former sex life completely unacceptable and boring.”

“I agree.”

“We are stepping away from our adventures to have a kid but someday, maybe a year or two from now, we’ll go back to it.”

The waitress brought them their drinks. Dante recognized Sindy.

“Hi Lola,” Sindy said, placing the glasses on the table. Ginger ale for Lola and Guiness for Dante. “Good to see you again. Ace was in here a few nights ago asking about you.”

“He has my number,” Lola said. “I think more likely he was testing to see if you were aware that he fucked me. I understand you watched my videos with my husband.”

“I did. You looked amazing.”

“That’s sweet. Thank you for being there in his time of need.”

Sindy laughed. Dante squirmed a little. Sindy collected empty glasses and wandered off.

“One of the things I learned about myself,” Lola said, watching Sindy’s ass. “Is my capacity for endless pleasure. I was overwhelmed at first by a world I knew nothing about. Then I got my feet under me and chased what I thought I wanted. But there’s a limit. I went from fucking attractive men to merely fucking their cocks. I detached from my heart and my mind and let my body take over. That was a mistake. That frat party messed me up. I know better now. I know myself better now. When we return to me taking lovers, I’ll know exactly how to handle myself.”

“What will you do differently?”

Lola laughed.

“Use some fucking birth control! We got lucky. Especially after that gang bang. God, I was awash with sperm. If I had released an egg I would have conceived a baby with one of those idiots. I’d be carrying Pip’s child right now.”

Dante felt a strange arousal at the thought but said nothing about it. He pictured Lola’s belly swollen, knowing another man’s child grew in there. He shifted in his seat as his cock began to grow. He didn’t understand the weird competitive urge he felt, nor the rush of adrenaline from the psychic pain he experienced. His mind told him such a pregnancy would be a disaster, but his dick suggested it would make him hot. He shoved the idea out of his head. Such a thing was too crazy to contemplate.

“Did I lose you for a second?” Lola asked.

“Yeah. I was imagining you pregnant.”

Lola rubbed her lower belly.

“You know, I’ve been tracking my ovulation. Tonight and tomorrow are perfect opportunities. Maybe even the next day too. What do you say we get out of here and go make a baby?”

Dante felt his penis twitch.

“That sounds great,” he said.

Her eyes lit up.

“This is exciting. Sex with a purpose. Wait here. I saw Candy, another dancer, and I need to tell her I gave Ace her number. He said he’d call.”

Dante lifted his glass of dark beer to toast and then took a sip. Lola walked away. Dante watched her ass until she’d crossed the room and stood before an attractive blonde woman, a dancer Dante had seen perform many times.

Uninvited, a man slid into the booth next to him.

“Hello, Dante,” Victor said.

The glass of beer hit the table hard.

“What are you doing here?” Dante asked.

“Just checking on our favorite girl. Same as you.”

“She’s fine. We’re happy. See you later.”

Victor studied Dante’s face and then ran his eyes over the table. He spied Lola’s ginger ale and stuck a finger in it and then stuck the finger in his mouth. He sent his gaze to Lola, laughing and talking to Candy. He watched a moment and then turned his attention to Dante once more.

“A baby,” he said. “How sweet. She’s not pregnant yet, though, but you guys are trying. Best of luck. May the better man win.”

Dante shook his head.

“She’s not having sex with other men. Only me.”

“You should give her to me.”

“Fuck off, Victor. You had your fun. We’ve moved on from you.”

“Give her to me, Dante. Imagine the psychic anguish. It would truly be the ultimate capitulation, don’t you think? Handing me your wife while you guys are trying to get pregnant? Give her to me.”

“No. Listen. You had dirt on me last time and used that to coerce my obedience. Fine. Maybe I deserved it. I was a shit to her, that’s true. But I’ve come clean and learned my lesson. I’ve changed. We’re happy now. You have nothing to blackmail me with.”

Victor chuckled.

“Give her to me.”

“No. Shut up. Why should I?”

Victor leaned back, scanning the crowd around them. Lola and Candy had moved out of sight.

“I didn’t coerce you last time,” Victor said. “I gave you an excuse to hide behind. You love seeing Lola fucked. My threat was simply a reason to give in. Other men would have called my bluff. This time I need no threat. I want her. She wants me. You want me to fuck her, even if you can’t yet admit it. Think about my cock. Remember what it does to her? Picture sweet Lola with her legs spread, her cries of pleasure as I penetrate. Are you getting hard under that table, Dante?”

“No,” Dante lied.

“That’s what I thought. Can you picture yourself bound to that chair? You watched me pick her apart and you grew stiff as iron. Even when I claimed her asshole, you grew erect without being touched. Can you be honest now? Can you admit to yourself your greatest pleasure is not in fucking your wife, it’s in seeing her fucked by a nice long thick cock. Her cries of pleasure echo in your head. Give her to me. See her fucked again. Watch her resistance crumble as my hard cock seduces her. Imagine it, Dante. Picture the beast in my pants. Picture her sucking on me, getting me hard, spreading her legs and guiding me in. We all want me to fuck her.”

Dante penis throbbed. Victor had summoned images from their time on the island and there was no way to stop the growing erection he caused. Would Lola say yes? Dante’s stomach dropped. He knew as soon as he asked himself that question that her answer would be yes. She’d cast aside the dangers of pregnancy and so would he. Victor would welcome conception, the ultimate conquest.

Dante groaned in frustration and looked across the club. Lola was visible again, laughing and talking to Candy. She seemed to move in slow motion as Dante stared. He pictured her slowly stripping, slowly sinking to her knees, slowly opening her mouth and easing Victor’s large cock head between her lips. Her gaze would rise to meet her husband’s as she closed her mouth around another man’s cock.

“God damn it,” Dante croaked.

Victor grinned. He’d won and he knew it.

“Let the torture begin,” he chuckled.


Chapter 11

Lola was smiling as she returned, happy after her talk with Candy. Her smile froze as she noticed Victor sitting at their table. Her gaze darted to her husband, eyes downcast. Victor wore a smug grin. They weren’t talking to each other, but Lola sensed they had, and that conversation had been about her. She scrutinized both men again and it hit her: Victor was back for more and Dante was going to hand her over. It was obvious. With a rush of adrenaline that left her dizzy, she realized she was glad Dante had given in. Victor was such a bastard. No. Defiance flared. How dare Victor think he can just walk back into their lives. She hardened her heart, ready to throw his over-confidence back into his face.

Then the older man stood to greet her as she approached, and the outline of his semierect penis was obvious down his pant leg. She suddenly pictured that penis and all the things it had done to her, all the incredible things it had made her feel, and she melted on the inside, defiance draining away.

“Hello, Victor,” she said, reaching the booth.

He took her hand and kissed her wedding ring.

“Hello, lovely Lola,” he said.

She swung her attention to Dante. He met her hard gaze, and she saw surrender in his eyes. They all knew what the unspoken question had been, and she already knew what her husband’s answer was. She ran her eyes over Victor’s lean and confident frame and realized in an instant that she wanted what her husband wanted too, and she always would.

“I don’t know what you did to Big Tom,” Victor said. “But I like him much better now. I’m pleased to see we share a mercenary mind, you and I. Perhaps we can do business together.”

Lola chuckled.

“I needed him pliant,” she said. “So, I made him pliant.”

“Isn’t it fun?” Victor asked. “Bending others to your will?”

Lola didn’t answer. She collected her purse and sweater.

“I trust you have a penthouse suite,” she said, tugging Dante’s wrist and guiding him out of the booth. “The island is too far away.”

“I do. My limousine will take us downtown. It’s a short ride.”

“Not too short, I hope,” she said. “At least time enough to suck that magnificent cock.”

“For that, we make time,” he replied.

Lola took their hands and led both men from the club. Outside, a sleek black limo waited, engine running.

“Idling?” Lola laughed. “That’s a little cocky, isn’t it?”

“Yet here we are,” Victor chuckled.

The driver hurried out when he saw them and opened the door. They stepped inside, Dante on one bench across from Lola and Victor. Lola snuggled under Victor’s arm and looked across at her man. Then she looked down at Victor’s crotch. The driver shut the door and hurried around, and the limo pulled out of the parking lot. 

Lola wasted no time, drawing Victor’s zipper down and sneaking her hand into his pants. She hunted and then found her target, drawing his long tube of meat out into the open and draping it down his lap. She admired his cock a moment.

“How can a girl say no to that?” she asked.

Victor stretched his arms across the back of the seat and Lola lifted the tube of beef with one hand. She found Dante’s gaze as she lowered her head to Victor’s lap.

“Feel free,” Victor said, gesturing towards Dante. “Take your penis out. Pleasure yourself as you watch your gorgeous woman pleasure me. This is the real life. This is the reality we all crave. These are the true thoughts and desires we have. All we need is courage. Stroke your cock, Dante. Masturbate as you watch your wife suck on me.”

Lola paused to give Dante the opportunity to join in, and he did not waste it, quickly unzipping and pulling his erection out into open air. Victor and Lola stared at it.

“All the proof we need,” Victor said. “Hard as glass.”

“Watching me makes him hard,” she said. “I love that.”

“Let’s give him something to jerk off to,” Victor teased, pushing down on the back of Lola’s head.

Dante watched his wife open her mouth wide. His breath caught in his throat.

Not again, he reflected. This can’t be happening again. Not with him. Not with Victor. Any man on Earth but him. He saw Lola stick her tongue out and wiggle the tip in the slit at the end of Victor’s big cock. I hate that I’ve gotten hard. He saw her purse her lips and kiss the head with real reverence. That she’d missed the man and his dick was obvious.

“Show me that glass,” he muttered.

Lola understood what he meant. She stopped her oral attention and peeled off her top, exposing her pierced nipples. She kicked off her shoes and quickly shed her skirt and panties, exposing her pierced clit and tattoo. Victor gently rubbed her tat.

“I love that you bear my mark,” he said.

“Me too,” she admitted, setting the last of her clothing aside. “I start each day with such a wonderful conflict. On my finger I wear Dante’s ring, a mark of our marriage, while on my body I wear your symbol, a mark of my wanton lust. I am reminded every time I look in the bathroom mirror or go to the gym and change clothes. A dozen times every day. I stay horny constantly and my piercings make sure I need to do something about it. I can orgasm alone and seated at the sales counter. I’ve become a fiend. You created a monster.”

“A beautiful monster. But I believe all I did was unlock the cage door.”

Lola stroked Victor, admiring his cock.

“You ordered ginger ale at the club,” he said. “Can I safely assume you and Dante are trying to get pregnant?”

“You can. We are. I direct my horniness at Dante every night. Until tonight, that is. Tonight, all that lust gets aimed at you.”

She moved to the floor and sat on her heels between Victor’s knees. The limo rolled along smoothly. Dante took his penis in hand, anticipating what came next. Lola ducked her head under and sucked Victor’s big balls into her mouth, one at a time. She flopped his swelling cock across her face, careful to tilt her head so Dante could see everything clearly. She lavished attention on Victor’s sensitive orbs before dragging her tongue up along his length. When a droplet of precum oozed, she licked it away and then rose to her knees, turning to French kiss Dante before he could react. She held his head as her salty tongue probed his mouth and then returned to her place on the floor of the limo.

Dante’s dick surged harder.

Lola traced the veins on Victor’s shaft with a fingertip, fascinated by his meaty girth. She wrapped two fists around the base, holding the shaft upright and gobbling just the head. She sucked hard, drawing more precum up the shaft and into her mouth. She released the man’s dick, now able to stand upright on its own, and swiftly moved to kiss her husband again, holding his face as he tried to turn slightly away. Victor slowly stroked, watching Lola tease them all. She returned and smacked his hand away, sliding her open mouth down around him, taking the head and a few inches before sealing her lips with a vacuum. She bobbed slowly, her tongue swirling around inside her mouth. Victor groaned softly.

“Good girl,” he murmured, stroking her hair.

He continued to harden. Dante was surprised to see his size up close. Lola worshipped every inch of that thick cock and Dante watched her do it, growing harder himself. At last Lola was ready. She kissed the throbbing tip and turned to Dante.

“I’m going to climb onto his lap,” she said. “I’m going to stick my tits in his face and make him suck me. His cock will slide up my ass crack and I want you to take it in your hands and guide it into me when I lift my hips. Will you do that for me? I really want it to be you that puts him in. It’s better than him or me doing it. It would be so sexy.”

Dante looked down at Victor’s pulsating weapon. Lola didn’t merely want it, she needed it. She needed the man, and she needed his cock inside her. Another fat drop of precum swirled at the tip, waiting.

“Use both hands,” Lola suggested. “Anchor him upright and then guide my pussy down to meet him. God! That sounds so sexy.”

Dante watched the droplet swell larger.

“What about a condom?” Dante said. “You told me you were ovulating. Isn’t the risk too great?”

Lola turned to lift her husband’s chin in her hand, gazing into his sweet and worried eyes.

“You can fuck me right after he does,” she said. “That way the baby could be yours.”

“It’s risky,” Dante warned.

“The risk makes it so much more exciting, don’t you think?”

“I guess so.”

“Well,” Lola grinned. “Your dick thinks so. You’re rock hard, Baby.”

Dante looked down at his straining penis. He was deep red and hard as glass. The idea was terribly exciting, but reality kept mumbling warnings to him. He stared at Victor’s cock like it was a deadly snake. Lola dipped her pussy lips closer, and Dante gasped. She got so close! She dipped again, messing with his head, and her pussy lip grazed the drop of precum, creating a silver bridge linking Victor and his wife, a glimmering strand of semen, like a long shiny hair.

“Grab his cock,” Lola encouraged. “Guide him into me.”

Her words drove Dante crazy. The idea was so hot! He wasn’t keen on touching Victor’s cock but after everything they’d gone through together, did it really fucking matter? It’s not like that other husband, Bradon. Lola wasn’t asking Dante to suck the thing. She just wanted her husband’s complete participation.

Lola tilted her pelvis so her pussy slid along the top of Victor’s cock. She dragged her hips up and down, the milky tip of his penis dangerously close to entering her on every pass. Dante groaned in frustration. He loved how badly she wanted to fuck Victor. He hated how badly she wanted to fuck Victor.

Anyone but him, his mind whined.

While Victor occupied Dante’s thoughts, Dante mattered not in the least to Victor. Lola had her perfect tits and pierced nipples in Victor’s face, and he feasted on them, teasing and sucking. Nothing matched the thrill of a married woman’s surrender, and Lola was submitting right in front of her husband. The moment was too sweet. Best of all, Victor suspected there was a chance Lola could conceive. The poignant moment was perfect. Lola’s expression was pure joy. She was delighted that Victor had crashed their date. This was not the evening she’d expected but she was thrilled it was here.

Dante watched his wife atop Victor and saw her eagerness. He sighed. This was their new life. This is who they were now. He left his seat to kneel between Victor’s knees and gripped the man’s stiff penis, surprised by the strange feel of it. The warm and rigid firmness felt alien. His girth felt unfamiliar. With one hand he pushed Lola’s ass cheek away and with the other he lined the cock up to her hole. He moved both hands to the root of the man’s cock, anchoring him, as Lola had suggested.

“Ready,” he rasped.

Lola straightened her back and lowered her upper body. Her pussy lips found the tip, and she rubbed her slit all over the man. She centered his cock, and her weight eased her opening over the head. Dante watched with abject fascination as those swollen pussy lips expanded around the intrusion and then swaddled the large helmet and began to descend. Lola’s opening was stretched into a white ring, hugging the shaft with a tight seal. She held Victor’s face and showered kisses on his lips as his fat cock slowly penetrated. Dante moved his fingers as her wet slit drew near. He moved his hands to her round ass, pulling her down the last few thick inches, fully seating her on the man’s meaty horn. The air left her lungs in a long exhale as she enveloped Victor.

She paused for a moment, and Dante started to return to his side.

“Stay,” she said, reaching back to touch him. “Stay. Watch me fuck myself.”

She pulled her sopping cunt up the shaft until only the head remained embedded, and then slid lower, moaning as Victor filled her again. Victor’s testicles quickly rose and fell, and Dante gasped, fearing the man had already ejaculated, but that was foolish. They were only just getting started. Victor grabbed handfuls of breasts and Lola lifted her hips and quickly sank. Victor’s cock gleamed from her slick wetness.

She loved fucking Victor. She wore his piercings and bore his tattoo and now there was a chance she’d bear his child. Dante groaned at the madness of their lives and grabbed his own cock, jerking off as he watched Lola rise and fall, fucking herself on Victor’s big stiff meat, only inches away. He could smell her excitement, hear the squishing folds of her sopping cunt. Rivulets of pussy juice ran down Victor’s shaft.

Dante moved back to his side of the limo and began to stroke himself again. Lola’s sounds of pleasure attacked his heart but made his dick even harder. He soon found himself looking forward to Victor ejaculating inside Lola. He pushed the idea of pregnancy out of his head, denying it, and watched his wife ride that long fat cock. When Lola orgasmed, he almost shot too. She pumped her hips through her long climax and soon achieved another. The man’s dick was magic. Big cocks thrilled Lola. She came easily on them. Dante loved that his wife was that kind of woman.

The veins along Victor’s cock began to rise, turning the shaft lumpy. Dante knew what that meant. He stroked faster anticipating the insemination of Lola and was soon rewarded. Victor’s long, drawn out groan and pulsating balls told Dante the man was pumping a massive load far up inside his wife. Lola went wild, bouncing on Victor’s lap, driving his cock up to her womb. She orgasmed again when she felt his spurts smack her inner walls. She hugged his head in both arms and kissed his gray hair over and over. He suckled at her pierced nipple, sending chills through her. He stayed hard and Lola swooned, euphoric over his desire for her. His sperm added lubrication, and she discovered wild new pleasure by rotating her hips.

“I love your big cock,” she told Victor.

Dante jerked faster. Her pussy was a tight white ring around the root of the man, creating a seal and holding all that semen inside. Dante’s balls tingled. Could he orgasm from the sight? He stroked faster. He wished there was some way he could get involved. They were busy with each other. Her tits were in Victor’s mouth and her clit pressed against his stomach. There was no part of her to caress. Her asshole was available, but she’d made it clear that was reserved for her lovers. Lola began to work her pussy up and down, no more than an inch at a time, stirring the potent soup within.

Dante was desperate to somehow add to the moment. He was tired of sitting back and watching. When he heard Victor tell Lola if she kept doing what she was doing, he’d cum, Dante left the bench on his side of the limo and knelt between Victor’s knees again. With his free hand he lifted Victor’s hot, fat testicles, rolling them around inside their tight sack. Victor jumped at first, startled, then he chuckled.

“You want to help me get there?” he asked Dante. “Are you going to help me ejaculate inside your wife again?”

“Yes.”

Lola twisted her head around to see Dante on the floor of the limousine. She pumped her hips a little faster.

“Are you playing with his balls?”

“Yes.”

She chuckled and turned away, stuffing her tits in Victor’s mouth, pulling his head close. She began to fuck the man seriously, taking more of his slick cock, sliding her pussy all the way down until she felt him behind her ribs.

“Let’s make him cum together,” she mumbled. “Husband and wife.”

Dante did not answer. He cupped Victor on his palm, amazed at the weight of the man’s scrotum. Lola leaned forward slightly, and Dante saw that thick shaft gliding in and out. He lifted Victor’s balls, feeling the man’s heartbeat against his fingers. He wondered about himself, wondered why he was helping, but his dick surged harder every time he thought about Victor cumming inside Lola again.

“Fuck him,” he growled. “Fuck him, Lola. Use your tight pussy to make the man cum. Your cunt looks so hot sliding up and down.”

Dante stroked as he watched. The sight of his loving wife riding his competition drove him into an erotic fever. Conflicting emotions raged. He thought about touching Lola but the idea she was somehow off limits while with Victor fueled greater excitement. The fantasy was complex, and he understood little of it, instead simply following his impulses, hunting for an ever-greater sense of arousal.

“Kiss them,” Lola said.

They all knew exactly what she meant. Dante lowered his gaze to the large balls he held, so familiar yet so strange.

“Kiss them,” she repeated. “Kiss them and lick them and bless them. Pleasure them until he can’t take any more and empties them inside me. Let’s fuck him as a couple, a happily married couple. Let’s fuck him together, Baby. It’s wild. Nina licked my pussy. I want you to lick Victor’s big balls.”

Dante’s heart raced. How could he? He wasn’t gay. But Lola was asking him to. Lola would get more turned on if he did it. Did that make it okay? Could he do it for her? He stared again at the plump orbs in his hand. He knew well how sensitive that thin skin was. His tongue would send Victor into the stratosphere. Lola’s pussy seemed to glide up and down in slow motion, polishing that fat pole, coaxing that big hot load. How could he stand idle while his wife worked so hard?

Dante lowered his head. Victor groaned when Dante’s tongue slathered across his scrotum. This was the ultimate victory. He held back a laugh, allowing the husband to lick his balls. Dante jerked himself and licked faster, sucking Victor’s nuts, pleasuring the man all he could. Lola fucked herself on the big cock impaling her and Dante did all he could to pleasure Victor’s nuts.

“It’s coming,” Victor rumbled. “That’s fantastic Don’t stop.”

Assaulted from above and below, Victor did not last long.

“Here it comes,” he warned, lifting his ass off the seat, granting Dante greater access and pushing his cock even deeper into Lola.

Dante sucked the man’s sack into his mouth and held the testicles on his tongue. Victor threw his head back and roared, his jumping, bucking cock erupting like a volcano. His spear of meat began to gush, and so did Dante, long hot ropes of semen painting the floor of the limo.

Dante felt every massive surge Victor launched on its way to Lola’s womb. Over and over the man pumped out huge bolts of hot jizz, rocketing across Dante’s tongue and lips to spray inside Lola. Dante knew the perils. He knew helping the man ejaculate put Lola’s womb at risk. He knew all of that, but knowing the risks only made everything hotter. He sucked and teased Victor’s nuts, whipping his tongue, trying to force every virile drop out of the man.

When it was over, Dante eased Victor’s balls from his mouth. He couldn’t look at Victor or Lola. He kept his eyes down, glued to the semierect shaft still embedded in his wife’s pussy. Victor’s balls hung low, coated with saliva. Lola continued small grinding motions, like she was unable to fully stop. She kissed Victor over and over, soft, tender kisses of affection.


Chapter 12

Lola glowed. Her eyes were filled with light, her cheeks a rosy hue. Nina lifted the baby from her arms.

“Are you sure you don’t mind?” Lola asked.

“Are you kidding? Babysitting your love child will be awesome.”

“Thank you,” Dante said. “It’s been a long time since we got to go out and have fun. We were going stir-crazy at home.”

“I know what kind of fun you’ll be having,” Nina laughed. “The moment Ace entered the store looking for you I knew what kind of fun you’d be having.”

Lola grinned broadly. Dante looked at the floor.

“Don’t sweat it,” Nina consoled Dante. “What other people think doesn’t matter. You and Lola just follow your heart. It’s your life. Live it the way you want.”

Her words cheered him.

“I’ve never seen her so happy,” he admitted. “There are some elements that are more difficult than others, but in the end, her happiness is what I care about most. We have everything.”

“You’re a good man. Here, hold Victoria for a moment while I give your wife a hug and a kiss goodbye. I want you guys to have fun and don’t worry about the time.”

Nina passed the baby Victoria to Dante. He cradled the child, smiling down on that perfect face and blue eyes.

She got his eyes, he thought. Or maybe they’re mine. That blue might fade to brown. I guess we’ll wait and see.

He looked up to Nina and Lola hugging. How far had his wife come this last year? No part of the insecure and naïve girl remained. Lola was a confident and loving wife and mother. Confident, loving, and constantly horny. When Ace sent her the text, she announced she was ready to meet him again.

“Some black cock sounds delicious,” she’d said. “I miss it.”

Dante imagined little Victoria with mocha skin. That would be much harder to explain to family and friends. But maybe Nina was right. Maybe what other people think doesn’t matter at all. Dante squirmed a little.

A baby with Ace might be a little too far, he thought.

He made a mental note to talk to Lola about it.

Nina finished saying goodbye and took Victoria from him again, cooing at the infant. Dante guided Lola out the door. Their plans were to meet the handsome black man for dinner and drinks, and then see what happened. Dante was surprised to find himself growing hornier by the minute. It had been almost a year since they played.

In addition to the bookstore, Lola now owned a controlling chunk of the strip club where she used to dance. She’d added a wing and male dancers for the ladies. The Wild Orchid had become the hottest club in town. The line stretched down the sidewalk every weekend. He and Lola owned two investment properties. Leo and Nina shared in the new wealth, running the bookstore as silent partners.

“What are you thinking?” Lola asked as they walked to the car.

“How lucky we are.”

She hugged his arm. He felt her nipple piercings against his skin. Ace would be shocked to discover them. Her tat, too.

“I think of that all the time,” she admitted. “In a little over a year we’ve completely turned our lives around. We’re different people now, bravely aligned with our true wants and needs. It wasn’t always easy, and some parts were downright scary, but in the end, we trusted each other and that’s what brought us here.”

Dante opened the car door for her, eyes darting up her short skirt as she took her seat. She caught him and chuckled.

“Checking for panties?” she asked.

He laughed.

“Not specifically. Just being a guy and trying to see pussy.”

“You see it all the time.”

“So? Like boobs, we never get tired of it.”

“I hope Ace feels the same way.”

“Oh? You plan on showing him your pussy too?”

Lola parted her knees slightly, flashing Dante her bare slit and twinkling diamond studs.

“Definitely,” she said.

End.
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